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TWO YEARS AGO

INTRODUCTORY

IT may seem a somewhat Irish method of beginning the story
of Two Years Ago by a scene which happened but a month
since. And yet, will not the story be on. that very account a
better type of many a man's own experiences? How few of us
had learnt the meaning of 'Two years ago' until this late quiet
autumn time; and till Christmas, too, with its gaps in the old
ring of friendly faces, never to be filled up again on earth, began
to teach us somewhat of its lesson.

Two years ago, while pestilence was hovering over us and
ours, whlle the battle-roar was ringing in our ears, who had
time to think, to ask what all that meant;, to seek for the deep
lesson which we knew must lie beneath ? Two years ago was
the time for work : for men to do with al their might what-
soever their hands found to do. But now the storm has lulled
once more ; the air has cleared awhile, and we can talk calmly
over all the wonders of that sudden, strange, and sad ' Two years

ag0.

So felt, at least, two friends who went down, just one week
before Christmas Day, to Whitbury in Berkshire. Two years
ago had come to one of them, as to thousands more, the crisis of
hislife; and he was talking of it with his companion ; and was
on his way, too, to learn more of that story which this book
contains, and in which he had borne his part.

They were both of them men who would at first sight interest
astranger. The shorter of the two he might have seen before—
a picture sdes, Royal Academy meetings, dinner parties, even-
ing parties, anywhere and everywhere in town for Claude
Mellot is a general favourite, and a general guest

Heis a tiny, delicate-featured man, with alook of half- lazy
enthusiasm about his beautiful face, which reminds you much
of Shelley's portrait ; only he has what Shelley had not, cluster-
ing auburn curls, and a rich brown beard, soft as silk.  You st
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2 TWO YEARS AGO

him down at once as a man of delicate susceptibility, sweetness,
thoughtfulness ; probably (as he actualy is) an artist.

His companion is aman of saelief stamp, tal, dark, and
handsome, with a very large forehead : if the face has afault, it
is that the mouth is too small; that, and the expression of face
too, and the tone of voice, scem to indicate over-refinement,
possibly a too aristocratic exclusiveness. He is dressed like a
very fine gentleman indeed, and looks and talks like one. . Aris-
tocrat, however, in the common sense of the word, he is not;
for he isanative of the Model Republic, and sleeping partnerin
agreat New York merchant firm. ]

He is chatting away to Claude Méellot, the artist, about Fre-
mont's election ; "and on that point seems to be earnest enough,
thoul\%h patient and moderate,

" My dear Claude, our loss is gain. . The delay of the next four
years was really necessary, that we might consolidate our party.
And | leave you to judge, if it has grown to its present szein
but afew months, What dimensions it will have attained before
the next election. We require the delay, too, to discover who
are our really best men ; not merely as orators, but as workers;
and you English ought to know, bétter than any nation, that the
latter class of men are those whom the world most needs—that
though Aaron may be an altogether inspired preacher, yet it is
only Slow-tongued, practical Moses, whose spokesman he'is, who
can deliver ISrael from their taskmasters. Besides, my dear
fellow, we really want the next four years— " tell it not in Gath"
—to look abouf us, and see what i$ to be done, Y our wisest
Englishmen justly complain of us, that our "platform” is as yet
amerely negative one ; that we define what the South shall hot
do, but’not what the North shall  Ere four years be over, we
¥vﬂ| hav%la"' positive platform,” at which you Shall have no cause
0 grumble

'T dill think with Marie, that your "positive platform"is
aready made for you, plain as the sun in heaven, as the light-
ningsof Sinai. Free those daves a once and utterly !'

Tmpatient idealist! By what means? By law, or by force?
Leave usto draw acordon’saniitaire, round the tainted States, and
leave the system to die a natural death, asit rapidly will if it be
prevented from enlarging its field. Don't fancy that a dream of
mine. None know it bétter than the Southerners themselves.
What makes them ready just now to risk honour, justice, even
the common |aw of nations and humanity, in the struggle for
new_ dave territory 1 What but the consciousness that without
virgin soil, which'wi]l yield rapid and enormous PI’OfIt to dave
labour, they and their institution must be ruined '

. ' The mare reason for accelerating so desirable a consumma-
tion by freeing the daves at once' ,

" Humph !"'said Stangrave, with a smile, ' Who so cruel a
times as your too-benévolent philanthropist ? Did you ever
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count the meaning of those words? Disruption of the Union,
an invasion of the South by the North ; and an internecine war.
aggravated by the horrors of a general rising of the daves, ana
such scenes as Hayti beheld sixty years ago. If you have ever
read them, you will pause ere you determine to repeat them on
a vaster scale.’

"It isdreadful, Heaven knows, even in thought! But, Stan-
grave, can any moderation on your part eward it off? Where
there is crime, there is vengeance ; and without shedding of
blood is no remission of sin.'

'God knows! It may betrue: but God forbid that | should
ever do aught to hasten what may come. O Claude, do you
fancy that I, of all men, do not feel at moments the thirst for
brute vengeance ?

Claude was silent.

‘Judge for yourself, you who know all—what man among us
Northerners can feel, as | do, what those hapless men may have
deserved?—I who have day and night before me the brand of
their cruelty, filling my heart withfire? | need all my strength,
all my reason, at times to say to myself, as | say to others—
"Are not these slaveholders men of Iikedpassi ons with yourself?
What have they done which you would not have donein their
place?" | have never read that Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin. |
will not even read this Dred, admirable as | believe it to be!

‘Why should you?'said Claude. 'Have you not a key to
Uncle Tom's Cabin more pathetic than any word of man's or
woman's?'

'‘But | do not mean that! [ will not read them, because 1
have the key to them in my own heart, Claude : because con-
science has taught me to feel for the Southerner as a brother,
who is but what [ might have been ; and to sigh over his mis-
directed courage and energy, not with hatred, not with contempt,
but with pity, al the more intense the more he scorns that pity;
to long, not merely for the daves sake, but for the masters
sake, to see them—the once chivalrous gentlemen of the South
- delivered from the meshes of a net which they did not spread
for themselves, but which was round their feet, and round their
fathers, from the day that they were born. You ask me to
gestrmll these men. 1 long to save them from their certain

oom !

'You are right, and a better Christian than | am, | believe.
Certainly they do need pity, if any sinnersdo ; for davery seems
to be—to judge from Mr. Brooks triumph—a great moral curse,
.and a heavier degradation to the slaveholder himself, than it
can ever be to the dave.

Then | would free them from that curse, that degradation.
If the negro asks, " Am | not a man and a brother ?' have they
no right to ask it dso? Shall 1, pretending to love my country,
venture on any rash step which may shut out the whole Southern
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white population from their share in my country's future glory?
No; have but patience with us, you comfortable liberals of the
Old World, who find freedom ready made to your hands, and we
will pay you all. Remember, we are but children yet; our sins
are the sins of youth,—greediness, intemperance, petulance,
self-conceit. When we are purged from our youthful sins, Eng-
land will not be ashamed or her child.'

'Ashamed of you? | often wish | could make Americans
understand the feeling of England to you—the honest pride, as
of a mother who has brought into the world the biggest baby
that ever this earth beheld, and is rather proud of its stamping
about and beating her in its pretty pets. Only the old lady
does get a little cross when she hears you talk of the wrongs
whichyou have enduredfrom her, and teaching your childrento
hate us as their ancient oppressors, on the ground of afoolish
war, of which every Englishman is utterly ashamed, and in the
result of which he glories really as much as you do.'

'Don't talk of "you," Claude' You know well what | think
on that point. Never did one nation make the amende honorable
to another morefully and nobly than you have to us; and those
who try to keep up the quarrel are—I won't say what. But the
truth is, Claude, we have had no real sorrows; and therefore wo
can afford to play with imaginary ones. God grant that we
may not have our real ones—that we may not have to drink of
the cup of which our great mother drank two years ago !"

' It was awholesome bitter for us; and it may be so for you
likewise: but we will have no sad forebodings on the eve of the
blessed Christmas-tide. He lives, He loves, He reigns; and al
is well, for we are His, and He is ours.'

'Ah," said Stangrave, 'when Emerson sneered at you English
for believing your Old Testament, he little thought that that was
the lesson which it had taught you ; and that that same lesson
was the root of all your greatness. That that belief in God's
being, in some mysteriousway, the living King of England and
of Christendom, has been the very idea which has kept you in
peace and safety now for many a hundred years, moving slowly
on from good to better, not without many backslidings and
many shortcomings, but still finding out, quickly enough, when
you were on the wrong road, and not ashamed to retrace your
steps, and to reform, as brave strong men should daretodo; a
people who have been for many an age in the vanguard of dl
the nations, and the champions of sure and solid progress
throughout the world ; because what is new among you is not
patched artificially on to the old, but grows organically out of
it, with a growth like that of your own English oak, whose
every new-year's leaf-crop is fed by roots which burrow deep in
many a buried generation, and the rich soil of full athousand
years.'

' Stay !" said thelittle artist. ' We are quite conceited enough
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aready, without your eloquent adulation, sir! But there isa
truth in your words. There is a better spirit roused among us,
and that not merely of two years ago. | knew this part of the
country well in 1846-7-8, and since then, | can bear witness, a
spirit of self-reform has been awakened round here, in many a
heart which | thought once utterly frivolous. 1 find, in evéry
circle of every class, men and women asking to be taught their
duty, that they may go and do it; | find everywhere school
libraries, and mechanics' institutes springing up and rich an
poor meeting together more and more in the faith that God has
made them all. Asfor the outward and material improvements
—you know aswell as I, that since free trade and emigration,
the labourers confess themselves better off than they have been
for fifty years; and though you will not seein the chalk counties
that rapid and enormous agricultural improvement WhIChS%OU
will in Lincolnshire, Yorkshire, or the Lothians, yet you shall
see enough to-day to settle for you the question, whether we old-
count;y oI,k are in a state of decadence and decay. Par
eremple-—— ) ) ) )

And Claude pointed to the clean large fields, with their neat
close-dipt hedge-rows, among which here and there stood cot-
tages, more than three-fourths of them new.

‘Those well-drained fallow fieds, ten years ago, were poor
clay pastures, fetlock deep in mire six months in the year, and
accursed in the eyes of my poor dear old friend, Squiré Laving-
ton ; becausethey were soTull of old moles-nests, that they threw
al horses down. | am no farmer : but they seem surely to be
somewhat altered since then.' o _

As he spoke, they turned off the main line of the rolling clays
toward the foot of "the chalk-hills, and began to brush through
short cuttings of blue gault and 'green sand,' so called by geo-
logists, because its usual colours are bright brown, snow-white,
and crimson. ) . ) )

“Soon they get glimpses of broad silver Whit, as she dides,
with divided streams, through bright water-meadows, and stately
Proves of poplar, and abele, and pine ; while, far aloft upon the
eft, the downs rise steep, crowned with black fir spinnies, and
dotted with dark box and juniper. o

Soon they pass old Whitford Priory, with its numberless
gables nestling amid mighty elms, and the Nunpool flashing and
roaring as of old, and thé broad shallow below sparkling and
laughing in the low, but bright December sun.

""So dides on the noble river, for ever changing, and yet for
ever the same—always fulfilling its errand, which yet is never
fulfilled,' sad Stangrave, — he was given to half -mystic utter-
ances, and hankerings after pagan mythology, learnt in the
da?/s when he worshipped Emerson, and tried (but unsuccess-
fully) to worship Margaret Fuller Ossoli. 'Those old Greeks
hada deep insight into nature, when they gave to each river
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not merely a name, but a semi-human personality, a river-god
of itsown. It may be but a collection of ever-changing atoms
of water ; what isyour body but a similar collection of atoms,
decaying and renewing every moment? Y et you are a person ;
and is not the river, too, a person -a live tiling? It has an
individual countenance which you love, which you would recog-
nise again, meet it where you will; it marks the whole land-
scape ; it determines probably the geography and the, society of
awholedistrict It draws you, too, to itself by an indefinable
mesmeric attraction. If you stop in a strange place, the first
instinct of your idle half-hour is, to lounge by the river. Itis
aperson toyou ; you cal it—Scotchmen do, at |east—she, and
not it. How do you know that you are not philosophically
correct, and that the river has a spirit as well as you ?

"Humph !"'said Claude, who talks mysticism himself by the
hour, but snubs it in every one ese “It has trout, at least;
and they stand, | suppose, for its soul, as the raisins did for
those of Jean Paul's gingerbread bride and bridegroom and per-
adventure baby.

Oh you materialist English! sporting-mad all of you, from
the duke who shooteth stags to the clod who poacheth rabbits !

" And who therefore can fight Russians at Inkermann, duke
and clod alike, and side by side; never better (says the chronicler
of old) thanin their first battle. | can neither fight nor fish, and
on the whole agree with you : but | think it proper to be as
English as | can in the presence of an American.’

A whistle—a creak—ajar ; and they stop at the little Whit-
ford station, where a cicerone for the vale, far better than Claude
was, made his appearance, in the person of Mark Armsworth,
banker, railway director, and defacto king of Whitbury town,
long since elected by universal suffrage (his own voteincluded)
as permanent locum tenens of her gracious Magjesty.

He hails Claude cheerfully from the platform, as he waddles
about, with aface as of the rising sun, radiant with good fun,
good humour, good deeds, good news, and good living. His coat
was scarlet once, but purple now. His leathers and boots were
doubtless clean this morning ;'but are now afflicted with ele-
phantiasis, being three inches deep in solid mud, which his old
groom is scraping off as fast as he can. His cap is duntled in ;
his back bears fresh stains of peat; a gentle rain distils from
the few angles of hisperson, and bedewsthe platform ; for Mark
Armsworth has 'been in Whit' to-day.

All porters and guards touch their hats to him ; the station-
master rushes up and down frantically, shouting, 'Where are
those horse-boxes? Now then, look alive!' for Mark is chair-
man of the line, and everybody's friend beside; and as he
stands there being scraped, he finds time to inquire after every
one of the officials by turns, arid after their wives, children, and
sweethearts beside.
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" What afine specimen of your English squire!' says Stan-
rave.
aa He is no squire; he is the Whitbury banker, of whom |

told'&/ou. ) ) ]
] t' storth ? sad Stangrave, looking at the old man with
interest.

"Mark Armsworth himself. He is acting as squire, though,
now ; for he has hunted the Whitford Priors ever since poor
old Lavington's death.'

'Now then—those horse-boxes!" . . .

Very sorry, sir; | telegraphed up, but we could get but one

wn

'Put the horses into that, then; and there's an empty
cariage! Jack, put the hounds into it, and they shall all go
second-class, as sure as I'm chairman ! ) )

The grinning porters hand the strange passengersin, while
Mark countsthe couples with hiswhip-point,— =

'Ravager—Roysterer ; Melody—Gay-lass; dl right. Why,
where's that old thief of a Goodman ?

'‘Went over a gate as soon as he saw the couples; and
wouldn't come inat any price, sir,' says the huntsman. ' Gone
home by himself, | expect.' .

'‘Goodman, Goodman, boy!" And forthwith out of the
station-room dips the noble old hound, gray-nosed, gray-eye-
browed, who has hidden, for purposes of hisown, till he sesall
the rest safe locked in. ) o ] )

UP he goes to Mark, and begins wriggling against his knees,
and looking up as only dogs can. 'Oh, want to go first-class
with me, eh? Jumpin, then!" And in jumps the hound, and
Mark struggles after him.

"Hillo, Sr! Come out! Here are your betters here befare
you,' as he sees Stangrave, and a fat old lady in the opposite
corner,

' Oh, no ; let the dog stay !" says Stangrave.

11 shall wet you, dir, 'magfrai?y o

h, no.

_And Mark settles himself, puffing, with the hound's head on
his knees, and begins talking fast and loud.

~'Well, Mr. Mdlat, you'reastran'ger here. Haven't seen you
since poor Miss Honour died. h, sweet angel she was!
Thought my Mary would never get over it. e's just such
another, though | “say it, barring the beauty. Goodman, boy !
You recollect old Goodman, son of Galloper, that the old squire
gave our old squire?

Claude, of course, knows—as al do who know those parts—e
who the Old Squire is; long may he live, patriarch of the
chase! The gen_ealoay he doés not.

_"Ah, well—Miss Honour took to the pup, and used to walk
him out; and a prince of a hound he is; so now he's old we let
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him have his own way, for her sake ; and nobody 'll ever bully
you, will they, Goodman, my boy?'

'I want to introduce you to afriend of mine.'

" Proud to know any friend of yours, sr.'

'Mr. Stangrave—Mr. Armsworth. Mr. Slang-rave is an
American gentleman, who is anxious to see Whitbury and the
neighbourhood

"Well, | shall be happy to show it him, then—can't have a
better gwde though 1 say it—know everythlng by this time,
and everybody, man, woman, and child, as | hope Mr. Stan-
grave Il find when he gets to know old Mark.'

" You must not speak of getting to know you, my dear sir ; |
know you intimately already, | assure you ; and more, am under
very deep obligations to you, which, | regret to say, | can only
repay by thanks.'

' Obligation to me, my dear sir?'

‘Indeed | am : | will tell you al when we are alone’ And
Stangrave glanced at the fat old woman, who seemed to be
listening intently.

' Oh, never mind her,' says Armsworth; 'deaf as a post:
very good woman, but so deaf—ought to speak to her, though'—
ami, reaching across, to the infinite amusement of his com-
panions, he roared in the fat woman's face, with a voice as of a
speaking-trumpet, 'Glad to see you, Mrs. Grove! Got those
dividends ready for you next time you come into town.'

"Yah !" screamed the hapless woman, who (as the rest saw)
heard perfectly well. 'What do you mean, frightening a lady
iu that way ? Deaf, indeed !"

"Why,' roared Mark again, 'ain't you Mrs. Grove, of Drytown
Dirty water ?'

‘No, nor no acquaintance! What business is it of your'n,
sir, to go hollering in ladies faces at your age ?'

"Well:—but I'll swear if you ain't her, you're somebody else.
I know you as well as the town clock.'

'‘Me? If you must know, sir, I'm Mrs. Pettigrew's mother,
the linendraper's establishment, sir ; a-going down for Christ-
mas, sir !

'Humph!' says Mark; 'you see—was sure | knew her—
know everybody here. As| said, if she wasn't Mrs. Grove, she
was somebody else. Ever in these parts before ?

'Never: but | have heard a good deal of them; and very
much charmed with them | am. | have seldom seen a more
distinctive specimen of English scenery.'

'And how you are improving round here !" said Claude, who
knew Mark's weak points, and wanted to draw him out. 'Your
homesteads seem all new ; three fields have been thrown into
one, | fancy, over half the farms.'

Mark broke out at once on his favourite topic. 'l believe
you! I'm making the mare go here in Whitford, without the
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money too, sometimes. |I'm steward now, bailiff—ha! ha! these
four years past—to Mrs. Lavington's Irish husband ; | wanted
him to have a regular agent, a canny Scot, or Y orkshirernan.
Faith, the poor man couldn't afford it, and so fell back on old
Mark. Faddy loves a job, you know. So I've the votes and
the fishing, and send him his rents, and manage al the rest
pretty much my own way.'

When the name of Lavington was mentioned, Mark observed
Stangrave start; and an expression passed over his face difficult
to be defined—it seemed to Mark mingled pride and shame.
He turned to Claude, and said, in a low voice, but loud enough
for Mark to hear,- -

' Lavingtoii 7 Is this their country also? As | am gomg to
v]ls;]t the graves of my ancestors, | suppose | ought to visit those
of hers.'

Mark caught the words which he was not intended to.

' Eh ? Sir, do you belong to these parts ?

'My family, | believe, lived in the neighbourhood of Whit-
bury, at a place called Stangrave-end.'

'To be sure! Old farmhouse now; fine old oak carving in
it, though ; fine old family it must have been ; church full of
their monuments. Hum, ha' Well ! that's pleasant, now !
I've often heard there were good old families away therein New
England ; never thought that there were whitbury peopleamong
them. Hum —well' the world's not so big as people think,
after all. And you spoke of the Lavingtons? They are great
folkshere—orwere——' He was going to rattle on : but he saw
a pained expression on both the travellers' faces, and Stangrave
stopped him, somewhat drily——

‘I know nothing of them, | assure you, or they of me. Your
country here is certainly charming, and shows little of those
signs of decay which some people in Americaimpute to it.'

'‘Decay!" Mark Went oil' at score. 'Decay be hanged!
There's lifein the old dog yet, sir' and dead pigs are looking
up since free trade and emigration. Cheap bread and high
wages now; and instead of lands going out of cultivation, as
they threatened—bosh ! there's a greater breadth down in wheat
in the vale now than there ever was; and look at the roots.
Farmers must farm now, or sink ; and, by George! they are
farming, like sensible fellows; and a fig for that old turnip
ghost of Protection! There was a fellow came down from the
Carlton—you know what that is?" Stangrave bowed, and
smiled assent. 'From the Carlton, sir, two years since, and
tried it on, till he fell in with old Mark. | told him athing or
two; among the rest, told him to his face that he was aliar ;
for he wanted to make farmers believe they were ruined, when
he knew they were not; and that he'd get 'em back Protection,
when he knew that he couldn't—and, what's more, hedidn't mean
to. So he cut up rough, and wanted to call ine out.'
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' Did you go ? asked Stangrave, who was fast becoming
amused with his man. )

'l told him that that wasn't my line, unless he'd try Eley's
greens at forty yards ; and then | was his man : but if "he lad
afinger on me,"I'd give him as sound a horsewh|pp|r}g, oldas|
am, asever man had in his life. And so | would. nd Mark
looked complacently at his own broad shoulders. 'And since
then, my lord and I” have had it al our own way ; and Min-
cham\ﬁ ead and Co. is the only firm in the vale! .

" What's become of a Lord vieuxbois, who used to live some-
where hereabouts ? | used to meet him at Rome.’

'Rome?' sad Mark solemnly. 'Yes; he was too fond of
Rome, awhile back : can't see what people want runn_mg into
foragn arts to look at those poor idolaters, and their Punch
and Jucly plays. Pray for 'em, and keep clear of them, is the
best rulé: but he has married my lord's fyou_ngest dau?hter;
and three pretty children he has,—ducks of children. Always
comesto seemeinm shcg, when he drives into town. Oh!—
he's doing pretty well. One of these new between-the-stools,
Pedlites they call’ them—hope they'll be as good as_the name.
However, he's a free-trader, because he cant help it. Bo we
have his votes; and as to his Conservatism, let him conserve
hips and haws if he chooses, like a Apothecary. After al> why
F“” down anything, before it's tumbling on your head? By
he by, dr, as’you're a man of mone¥, there's that Stangrave-
end farm in the market now. Prettylittle investment,—I'd see
that you got it cheap ; and my lord wouldn't bid against you,
of course, as you're a Liberal—all Americans are, 1 suppose.
And so you'd 0b||%e us, aswell as yourself, for it would give us
another ‘vote for the county.' _ )
_"Upon my word, you témpt me ; but | do nat think that this
isjust the moment for an American to desert his own country,
and sttle in En?Iand. | should not be here now, had | not this
autumn done alfl'| could for Americain America, and so crossed
the sea to serve her, if possible, in England.’

" Well, perhaps not; especidly if you're a Fremonter.'

"] am, | assure you.'

" Thought as miuch, by your looks. Don't see what else an
honest man can be just now.' ) ,

Stangrave laughed. | hc\)}\)/e every one thinks so in England.'

" Trust us for that, Sir! e know a man when we s him
here ; | hope they'll do the same across the water.'

There was slence for aminute or two ; and then Mark began

an.

o Look !—theré's the farm ; that's my lord's. | should like to
show you the shorthorns there, sr l—all my Lord Ducie's and
Sr Edward Knightley's stock; bought a bull-calf of him the
other day myselffor & cool hundred, old fool that | am. Never
mind, spreads the breed. And here are mills—four pair of
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new sones.  Old Whit don't know herself again. But | dare
say they look small enough to you, sr, after your American

wate\;\-/%ower.' o )
" What of that? Itisjust as honourable in you to make the
most of a small river, asin us to make the most of a large one!'

"You spesk like a book, sr. By the bm, if you think of
taking home a calf or two, to improve your New England breed
—there are a good manfy one acrosS the sea in the last few
years—I think we could find you three or four bealties, not so
ver){_ dear, considering the blood.'

‘Thanks; but | redly am no farmer.' _

"Well—no offence, [ hope: but | am like your Yankees in
one thing, you see .—always have an eye to a hit of business.
If I didnt, 1 shouldn't be here now., .

" How very tasteful!'—qur own American shrubs! what apity
that th?y are'not in flower” What is this,' asked Stangrave—
" oneo ﬁour noblemen's parks ? o

And they began to run through the cutting in Minchampstead
Park, where the owner has conceded the banks of the rail for
nearly half a mile in a thicket of azaleas, rhododendrons, and
clambering roses. _ _

"Ah !—isn't it pretty ? His lordship let us have the land for
asong ; only bargained that we should keep low, not to spoil
his view ; and so we did; and he's planted our cutting for us.
| call that a present to the county, and avery pretty one too !
Ah, glve me these new brooms that sweep clean !'

our old brooms, like Lord Vieuxbois, were new brooms
once, and swept well enough five hundred years ago,' sad Stan-
grave, who had that filial reverence for English an |clU|ty which
Sts so gracefully upon many highly educated and tar- sighted
Americans. ]

' Worn to the stumps now, too many of them, sir; and want
new-heathing, as our broom-squires would say; and | doubt
whether most of them are worth the cogt of a fresh bind.  Not
that | can say that of the young lord. Hes foremost in all
that's good, if "he had but money ; and when he hasn't, he gives
brains. Gave a lecture in our Institute at Whitford, last winter,
on the four great Poets.  Shot over my head a little, and other
Beople's too; but my Mary—my daughter, sir—thought it
eautiful; and there'’s nothing that she don't know.'

"It is very hoPefuI to see your aristocracy Lomm in the
enerd movement, and bringing their taste and knowledge to
ear on the lower classes! _ )

"Yes, sirl Were g,omg al right now in the old country.
Only have to gseer straight, .and not put on too much steam.
But give me the newcomers, after all. ~ They may be close men
of business ; how dse could one live? But when it comes to
giving, I'll back them against the old ones for generostP/ or
fasteeither.  They'vetheir proper pride, when they get hold of
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the land ; and they like to show it, and quite right they. You
must see my little place too. It's not in such bad order, though
| say it, and am but a country banker: but I'll back my
flowers against half the squires round—my Mary's, that is—
and my fruit, too. See there! There's my lord's new schools,
arid his model cottages, with more comforts in them, saving the
size, than my father's house had; and there's his barrack, as he
cals it, for the unmarried men—reading-room and dining-
room in common ; and alibrary of books, and a sleeping-room
for each.’

' It seems strange to complain of prosperity,' said Stangrave;
'but | sometimes regret that in America there is so little room
for the very highest virtues ; all are so well off that one never
needs to give; and what a man does here for others, they do
for themselves.'

' So much the better for thorn. There are other ways of
being generous besides putting your hand in your pocket,
sir! By Jove! there'll be room enough (if you'll excuse me)
for an American to do fine things, as long as those poor negro
saves—

"1 know it; | know it said Stangravo, in the tone of a man
who had already made up his mind on a painful subject, and
wished to hear no more of it. 'You will excuse me; but | am
come here to learn what | can of England. Of my own country
I know enough, 1 trust, to do my duty in it when | return.’

Mark was silent, seeing that he had touched a tender place ;
and pointed out one object of interest after another, as they ran
through the flat park, past the great house with its Doric
facade, which the eighteenth century had raised above the quiet
cell of the Minchampstead recluses.

"It is very ugly,' said Stangrave ; and truly.

' Comfortable enough, though ; and as somebody said, people
live inside their houses, and not outside 'em. You should see
the pictures there, though, while you're in the country. | can
show you one or two, too, | hope. Never grudge money for
good pictures. The pleasantest furniture in the world, as long
as you keep them ; and if you're tired of them, always fetch
double their price.

After Minchampstead, the rail leaves the sands and clays, and
turns up between the chalk hills, aong the barge river, which
it has rendered useless, save as a supernumerary trout-stream ;
and then along Whit, now flowing clearer and clearer, as we
approach its springs amid the lofty downs. On through more
water-meadows, and rows of pollard willow, and peat-pits
crested with tall golden reeds, and still dykes—each in summer
a floating flower-bed ; while Stangrave looks out of the window,
his face lighting up with curiosity.

' How perfectly English! At least, how perfectly un-Ameri-
can! |Itisjust Tennyson's beautiful dream—
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' "On either side the river lie
Long fields of barley and of rye,
Which clothe the wold and meet the sky,
And through thefield the stream runs by,
To many-towered Camelot."

'Why, what is this?' as they stop again at a station, where
the board bears, in large letters, ' Shalott.'
' Shalott ? Where are the

"" Four gray walls and four gray towers,"

which overlook a space of flowers?

There, upon the little island, are the castle-ruins, now con-
verted into a useful bone-mill. 'And the lady ?—is that she?'

It was only the miller's daughter, fresh from a boarding-
school, gardening in a broad straw hat.

'At least,’ said Claude, 'she is tending far prettier flowers
than ever the lady saw ¢ while the lady herself, instead of
weaving and dreaming, is reading Miss Y onge's novels, and be-
coming all the wiser thereby, and teaching poor children in
Hemmelford National School.'

'And where is her fairy knight?' asked Stangrave, 'whom
one half hopes to see liding down from that grand old house
which sulksthere above among the beech-woods, asif frowning
on al the change and civilisation below?'

'Y ou do old Sidricstone injustice. Vieuxbois descends from
thence, nowadays, to lecture at mechanics' institutes, instead of
the fairy knight, toiling along in the blazing summer weather,
sweating in burning metal, like poor Perillus in his own bull.'

'‘Then the fairy knight is extinct in England?' asked Stan-
grave, smiling.

'No man less; only he (not Vieuxbois, but his younger
brother) has found a wide-awake cooler than an iron kettle, and
travels by rail when he is at home; and, when he was in the
Crimea, rode a shaggy pony, and smoked cavendish al through
the battle of Inkermann.’

'He showed himself the old Sir Lancelot there,' said Stan-
grave.

'He did. Wherefore the lady married him when the Guards
came home ; and he will breed prize pigs; and sit at the board
of guardians; and take in the Times; clothed, and in his right
mind ; for the old Berserk spirit is gone out of him ; and he is
become respectable, in a respectable age, and is nevertheless
just as brave afellow as ever?

I'IAnd so all things are changed, except the river; where
still—

" " Willows whiten, aspens quiver,
Little breezes dash and shiver
On the stream that runneth ever."
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" And,' sad Claude, smiling, 'the descendants of mediaeval
trout snap at the descendants of mediaeval flies, spinning about
upon just the same sized and coloured wings on which their
forefathers spun a thousand years ago ; having become, in. all
that while, neither bigger nor'wiser.'

_'But is it not a grand thought,’ asked Stangrave, 'the
silence and permanence of nature amid the ﬂerpetual flux and
noise of human life?—a grand thought that one generation
goeth, and another cometh, and the earth abideth forever?

" At least it is so much the worsefor the poor old earth, if her
doont1 is to stand still, while man improves and progresses from

e to age.
a‘:]'.MaggL ask one question, sir 7 said Stangrave, who saw that
their conversation was puzzhn their jolly companion. 'Have
you heard any newsyet of Mr. Thuriiall?

Mark looked him Tull in the face.

' Did you know him ? o

'] did, in past years, most intimately.'

‘Then you knew the finest fellow, sir, that ever walked
mortal earth.' ,

'| have discovered that, sir, as wdl as you. | am under
obligations to that man which my heart's blood will not repay.

shall make no secret of telllgg )ﬁou what they are at afit time.'

_ Mark held out his broad r and ancédgrasped Stangrave's
till the joints cracked : his face grew as red'as aturkey-cock's;
his eyes filled with tears. . ]

'His father must hear that! Hang it ; his father must hear
that! And Gracetoo !' ) )

'Grace !" said Claude : 'and is she with ¥10u 7

'With the old man, the angel I' tending him night and day.'

"And as beautiful as ever 7 ) _

'Sir I' said Mark solemnly," when any ane's soul is as beauti-
ful as hers % one never thinks about hér face.'

"Who is Grace ? asked Stangrave.

"A saint and a heroine !" said Claude. 'You shdl know dl ,
for you ought to know. But you have no news of Tom; and |
have none either. | am losing al hope now.'

I'm not, sir I' said Mark fiercely. 'Sir, that boy's not dead;
he can't be. He has more lives than a cat, and if you know
anything of him, you ought to know that.'

"| have good reason to know it, none more : but——'

'But, sir. But what? Harm come to him, sir? The Lord
wouldn't harm him, for his father's sake ; and as for the devil!
| tell you, gir, if he tried to f!?/ awaanh him, hed have to
drop him before hed gone amile!" Arid Mark began blowing
his nose V[olentle/, and getting so red that he seemed Q11 the
point of going info a fit. )

'Tell you what it is gentlemen,’ said he at last, "you come
and stay with me, and € his father. It will comfort the old
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man—and—and comfort me too; for | get down-hearted about
him at times.'

' Strange attraction there was about that man,' says Stan-
grave, sotto voce, to Claude.

'He was like a son to him——'

'Now, gentlemen. Mr. Méellot, you don't hunt ?

' No, thank you," said Claude.

' Mr.'Stangrave does, I'll warrant'

" | have at various times, both in England and in Virginia.'

'Ah! Do they keep up the real sport there, en ? Well, that's
the best thing I've heard of them. Sir !—my horses are yours'!
A friend of that boy, sir, is welcome to lame the whole lot,
and | won't grumble. Three days a week, sr. Breakfast at
eight, dinner at 5.30—none of your late London hours for me,
Sir ; and after it the best bottle of port, though | say it, short
of my friend S——'s, at leading.'

'Y ou must accept,’ whispered Claude, 'or lie will be angry.'

So Stangrave accepted ; and all the more readily because he
wanted to hear from the good banker many things about the
lost Tom Thurnall.

'Here we are,' cries Mark. 'Now, you must excuse me: see
to yourselves. | see to the puppies. Dinner at 530, mind !
Come along, Goodman, boy "

'I's this Whitbury ? asks Stangrave.

It was Whitbury, indeed. Pleasant old town, which sopes
down the hillside to the old church,- just 'restored," though, by
Lords Minchampstead and Yieuxbois, not without Mark Arms-
worth's help, to its ancient beauty of gray flint and white clunch
chequer-work, and quaint wooden spire. Pleasant churchyard
round it, where the dead lie looking up to the bright southern
sun, among huge black yews, upon their knoll of white chalk
above the ancient stream. Pleasant white wooden bridge, with
its row of urchins dropping flints upon the noses of elephantine
trout, or fishing over the rail with crooked pins, while hapless
gudgeon come dangling upward between stream and sky, with a
look of sheepish surprise and shame, as of a schoolboy caught
stealing apples, in their foolish visages. Pleasant new national
schools at the bridge end, whither the urchins scamper at the
sound of the two o'clock bell. Though it be an ugly pile enough
of bright red brick, it is doing its work, as Whitbury folk know
well by now. Pleasant, top, though still more ugly, those long
red arms of new houses which Whitbury is stretching out along
its fine turnpikes, especialy up to the railway station beyond
the bridge, and to the smart new hotel, which hopes (but hopes
in vain) to outrival the ancient ' Angler's Rest.'" Away thither,
and not to the Railway Hotel, they trundle in a fly, leaving
Mark Armsworth al but angry because they will not deep, as
well as breakfast, lunch, and dine with him daily, and settle in
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the good old inn, with its three white gables overhanging the
pavement, and its long lattice window buried deep beneath
them, like—so Stangrave says—to a shrewd kindly eye under a
bland white forehead.

No, good old inn ' not such shall be thy fate, as long as trout
are trout, and men have wit to catch them. For art thou not a
sacred house? Art thou not consecrate to the Whitbury
brotherhood of anglers? Is not the wainscot of that long low
parlour inscribed with many a famous name? Are not its
walls hung with many a famous countenance ? Has not its oak-
ribbed ceiling rung, for now a hundred years, to the laughter of
painters, sculptors, grave divines (unbending at least there),
great lawyers, statesmen, wits, even of Foote and Quin them-
selves ; while the deek landlord wiped the cobwebs off another
magnum of that grand old port, and took in all the wisdom
with a quiet twinkle of his sleepy eye? He rests now, good old
man, among the yews beside his forefathers; and on his tomb
his lengthy epitaph, writ by himself; for Barker was a poet in
his way.

Some people hold the said epitaph to be irreverent, because
in a list of Barker's many blessings occurs the profane word
trout:' but those trout, and the custom wluch they brought
him, had made the old man's life comfortable, and enabled him
to leave a competence for his children ; and why should not a
man honestly thank Heaven for that which lie knows has done
him good, even though it be but fish?

He is gone: but the Whit is not, nor the Whitbury club ; nor
will, while old Mark Armsworth is king in Whitbury, and sits
every evening in the May-lly season at the table head, retailing
good stories of the great angler's of his youth,—names which
you, reader, have heard many atime,—-and who could do many
things besides handling a blow-line But though the club is
riot what it was fifty years ago,—before Norway and Scotland
became easy of access,—yet it is still an important institution
of the town, to the members whereof all good subjects touch
their hats; for does not the club bring into the town good
money, arid take out again only fish, which cost nothing in the
breeding? Did not the club present the Town-hall with a
portrait of the renowned fishing sculptor ? and did it not (only
stipulating that the school should be built beyond the bridge to
avoid noise" give lifty pounds to the said school but five years
ago, in addition to Mark's own hundred ?

But enough of this: only may the Whitbury club, in recom-
pense for my thus handing them down to immortality, give me
another day next year, as they gave me this; and may the May-
fly be strong on, and a south-west gale blowing !

In the course of the next week, in many a conversation, the
three men compared notes as to the events of two years
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ago ; and each supplied the other with new facts, which shall
be duly set forth in this tale, saving, and excepting, of course,
the real reason why everybody did everything. For—as every-
body knows who has watched life—the true springs of al
human action are generally those which foolswill not see, which
wise men will not mention; so that, in order to present a
readable tragedy of Hamlet, you must always 'omit the part of

Hamlet,’” and probably the ghost and the queen into the
bargain,



CHAPTER 1
POETKY AND PROSE

Now, to tell my story—if not as it ought to be told, a least as
| can tell it,—I must go back sixteen'years, to the days when
Whitbury boasted of Torty coaches per diem, instead of one
railway, and set forth how in its southern suburb, there stood
two pleasant houses side by side, with their gardens dlopin
down to the Whit, and parted from each other only by the nig
brick fruit-wall, through which there used to be ado0r of com-
munication ; for the two occupierswere fast friends. In one of
these two houses, sixteen years ago, lived our friend Mark Arms-
worth, banker, solicitor, land-agént, churchwarden, guardian of
the poor, éustlce of the peace—in aword, viceroy ot Whitbury
town, and far more potent therein than her _Igracmus maj esty
ggueen Victoria,  in the other, lived Edward Thurnall, esquiré,
octor of_medicine, and consulting physician of adl the country
round. These two men were as brothers; and had been as
brothers for now twenty years, though no two men could be
more different, save in thé two common virtues which bound
them to each other ; and that was, that they both were honest
arid kind-hearted men. What Mark's character was, and is |
ave aready shown, and enough of it, 1 hope, to make my
readers like the good old banker: as tor Doctor Thurnall, a
purer or gentler Soul never entered a sick-room, with patient
wisdom in his brain and patient tenderness in his heart. Be-
loved and trusted by rich and poor, he had made to himsdf a
ractice large enough to enable him to settle two sons well in
is own protession ; the third and youngest was still in Whit-
bu(rjy. e was something of a gedlogis, too, and a botanist
and an antiquarian; and Mark Armsworth, who knew, and
knows dtill, nothing of science, looked up to the doctor as an
inspired sage, quoted him, defended his gpinion, right or wrong,
ana thrust”him forward at public meetings, and™in all places
and seasons, much to the modest doctor's discomfiture.
The good doctor was sitting in his study on the morning on
which iny tale begins ; having just finisheéd his breakfast, and
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seitled to his microscope in the bay-window, opening on the

awn.

A beautiful October morning it was ; one of those in which
Dame Nature, healthily tired with the revelry of summer, is
composing herself, with a quiet satisfied  smil€, for her winter's
deep. Shedts of dappled cloud were diding slowly from the
west; long bars of hazy blue hung over the southern chalk
downs which gleamed pearl¥ gra¥ beneath the low south-eastern
sun. In the vae below, soft white flakes of mist still hung over
the water meadows, and barred the dark trunks of the huge
elmsand poplars, whose fast-yellowing leaves came showering
down at the very rustle of the wesfern breeze, spotting the
8_rass below. The river swirled aong, glassy no more, but

ingy gray with autumn rains and rotting leaves. All beyond
the'garden told of autumn ; bright and peaceful, even in decay :
but ‘Up the sunny Slope of the garden itsdlf, and to the very
window-sill, sumimer dill lingered. The beds of red verbena
and geranium were still brilliant, though choked with fallen
leaves of acacia and plane ; the canary plant, gtill untouched
by frost, twined its delicate green leaves, and more delicate
yellow blossoms, through the cfimson lacework of the Virginia-
Creeper ; and the great yellow noisette swung its long canes
across the window, Tilling al the air with fruity fragrance.

And the good doctor, ifting his eyes from’ his microscope,
looked out upon it al with a quiet safisfaction, and though his
lips did not move, his eyes seemed to bethanklngi God foriitall;
and thanking Him, too, perhaps, that he was till permitted to
gaze upon that fair world outside.  For as he gazed, he started,
as if with sudden pain, and passed his hand across his eyes, with
something like' a sigh, and then looked at the microscope no
more, buf’ s, seemgili?ly absorbed in thought, while upon his
delicate toil-worn feafuires and high, bland, unwrinkled fore-

ead, and_the few soft gray locks which not time—for he was
scarcely fifty-five—butlong labour of brain, had spared to him,
there lay a gPefuI calm, aS of a man who had nigh done his
work, and felt that he had not altogether done it ill ; an
autumnal calm, resigned, yet full of cheerfulness, which har-
ggnmﬂ fitly with the quiét beauty of the decaying landscape
ore him,

' sy, daddy, you must drop that microscope, and put on
your shade.  You are rummg? those dear old eyes of yours again,
in spite of what Alexander told you.' _ ) )

he doctor took up the green shade which lay besde him,
and replaced it with asg_h and a gmile, )

‘I must use the old things now and then, till you can take
my place at the microscope, Tom ; or till we have, as we ought
to have, a firstrate analytical chemist settled in every county
town, and paid, in part at least, out of the county rates.

The 'Tom' who had spoken was one of two youths of
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eighteen, who stood in opposite corners of the bay-window,
gazing out upon the landscape, but evidently with thoughts as
different as were their complexions.

Tom was of that bull-terrier (tije so common in England ;
sturd?/, and yet not coarse; middle-sized, deep-chested, broad-
shouldered; with small, well-knit hands and feet, large jaw,
bright gray eyes, crisp brown hair, a heavy projecting brow;
his face full of shrewdness and good-nature, and of humour
withal, which might be at whiles a little saucy and sarcastic, to
judge from the glances which ho sent forth from the corners of

is wicked eyes at his companion on the other side of the
window. Ho was evidently prepared for a day's shooting, in
velveteen jacket and leather gaiters, and stood feeling' about in
his pockets to sec whether he had forgotten any of his tackle,
and muttering to himself amid his whistling,—'Capital day.
How the birds will lie. Where on earth is old Mark? Why
must he wait to smoke his cigar after breakfast ? Couldn't he
have had it in tho trap, the blessed old chimney that he is1'

The other lad was somewhat taller than Tom, awkwardly and
plainly dressed, but with a highly-developed Byronic turn-down
collar, and long black curling focks. He was certainly hand-
some, as far astho form of his features and brow ; and would
have been very handsome, but for the bad complexion which at
his age so often accompanies a sedentary life and a melancholic
temper. One glance at his face was sufficient to tell that he
was moody, shy, restless, perhaps discontented, perhaps
ambitious and vain. He held in his hand a volume of Percy's
Reliques, which he had just taken down from Thumail's
shelves; yet he was looking not at it, but at the landscape.
Nevertheless, as he looked, one might have seen that he was
thinking not so much of it as of hisown thoughts aboutit. His
eye, which was very large, dark, and beautiful, with heavy lids
«and long lashes, had that dreamy look so common among men
of the poetic temperament; conscious of thought, if not con-
scious of self; and as his face kindled, and hislips moved more
and more earnestly, he began muttering to himself half-aloud,
till Tom Thurnall burst into an open laugh.

There's Jack at it again! making poetry, I'll bet my head
to a China orange.'

‘And why not?' said his father, looking up quietly, but re-
provingly, as Jack winced and blushed, and a dark shade of
impatience passed across his face.

" Oh'! it's no concern of mine. Let everybody please them-
sdves. The country looks very pretty, no doubt, | can tell
that; only my notion is, that awise man ought to go out and
enjoy it—as | am going to dp—with a gun on his shoulder,
insteed of poking at home like a yard-dog, and behowling
onesdf in po-o-oetry ; and Tom lifted up his voice into a
doleful'mastiffs howl
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‘Then be as good as your word, Tom, and let every one please
themselves,' sad the doctor ; but the dark youth broke out in
sudden passon ) )

" Mr. Thomas Thurnal! | will not endure this! Why are
you aways making me your butt,—insulting me, sir, evén in
your father's house? Y ou do not understand me; and I do not
care to understand you. (If my presence is disagreeable to you,
| can easily relieve'you of it I and the dark youth turned to go
awag like'Naaman, in a rage. T

'Stop, John," said the doctor. (I think it would be the
more courteous planfor Tom to relieveyou of hispresence.). Go
and find Mark, Tom ; and please to remember that John Briggs
is nP]y guest, and that | will not allow any rudeness to him'in
my house.

v I'Ig&o, daddy, to the world's end, if you like, provided you
won't me to write cPQetr . But Jack takes offence so soon.
Ewe u_styour hand, old tinder-box ! | meant 110 harm, and you

now it.

John Briggs took the proffered hand sulkily enough ; and
Tom went out of theglass door, whistling as merry as a cricket.

'My dear boy,'said the doctor, when they weré alone, 'you
mus’g tf[y to curb this temper of yours. Don't be angry with
me, but——

"I should be an ungrateful bruteif | was, sr. | can bear
gnythmg from you. | ought to, for | owe everything to you;

ut——

t .

"But, my dear boy—\better is he that ruleth his spirit, than
he that taketh a city.")™ _ )

John Briggs tappéci “his foot on the ground impatiently. 'l
cannot help'it, sir. It will drive me mad, | think, at times—
this contrast between what | might be, and what 1 am. | can
bear it no longer—mixing medicines here, when | might be
educating myself, distinguishing myself—for | can do it; have
you not said as much yourself to mé again arid again ?

"| have, of course ;" but—' ]

" But, ar, only hear me. It isin vain to ask me to command
m temﬁer whilé | stay here. | am not fit for thiswork ; not
fif for the dull country. | am not appreciated, not understood :
and | shall never be till 1 can get to London,—till | can fin
congenial gpirits, and take my rightful place in the great parlia-
ment of mind. | am Pegasus in harness, here !' cried the vain,
discontented youth. 'Let me but once get there, amid art
civilisation, intellect, and the company of men like that old
Mermaid Club, to hear arid to answer

" words,
So nimble, and so full of subtle flame,
As one had put hiswhole soul in ajest;"

and then you shall see whether Pegasus has not wings, and can
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usethemtoo !" And he stopped suddenly, choking with emotion,
his nostril and chest dilating, his foot stamping impatiently on
the ground.

The doctor watched him with a sad smile.

' Do you remember the devil's temptation of our Lord—"Cast
thyself down from hence; for it iswritten, He shall give his
angels charge over thee" ?

‘I do ; but what has that to do with me ?'

' Throw away the safe station in which God has certainly put
you, to seek, by some desperate venture, a new, and, as you
fancy, a grander one for yourself? Look out of that window,
lad; is there not poetry enough, beauty and glory enough, in
that sky, those fields,—ay, in every fallen leaf,—to employ all
your powers, considerable as | believe them to be? Why spurn
the pure, quiet, country life, in which such men as Wordsworth
have been content to live and grow old ?

The boy shook his head like an impatient horse. 'Too slow
—too slow for me, to wait and wait, as Wordsworth did, through
long years of obscurity, misconception, ridicule. No. What |
have, | must have at once ; and, if it must bo, die like Chatterton
—if only, like Chattel ton, | can have my little day of success,
and make the world confess that another priest of the beautiful
has arisen among men.'

Now, it can scarcely be denied that the good doctor was
guilty of a certain amount of weakness in listening patiently to
al thisrant. Not that the rant was very blameable in alad of
eighteen ; for have we not all, while we are going through our
course of Shelley, talked very much the same abominable stuff,
and thought ourselves the grandest fellows upon earth on
account of that very length of ear which was patent to all the
world save our precious selves ; blinded by our self-conceit,-and
wondering in wrath why everybody was laughing at us? But
the truth is, the doctor was easy and indulgent to a fault, and
dreaded nothing so much, save telling a lie, as hurting peopl€'s
feelings; beside, as the acknowledged wise man of Whitbury,
he was a little proud of playing the Mecrenas ; and he had, and
not unjustly, a high opinion of John Briggs powers. So he had
lent him books, corrected his taste in many matters, and, by
dint of petting and humouring, had kept the wayward youth
half-a-dozen times from running away from his father, who was
an apothecary in the town, and from the general practitioner,
Mr. Bolus, under whom John Briggs fulfilled the office of
co-assistant with Tom Thurnall. Plenty of trouble had both
the lads given the doctor in the last five years, but of very
different kinds. Tom, though he was in everlasting hot water,
as the most incorrigible scapegrace for ten miles round, con-
trived to confine his naughtiness strictly to play-hours, while he
learnt everything which was to be learnt with marvellous
quickness, and so utterly fulfilled the ideal of a bottle-boy (for
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of him, too, as of all things, | presume, an ideal exists eternally
in the supra-sensual Platonic universe), that Bolus told his
father, 'In hours, sir, he takes care of rny business as well as
| could myself; but out of hours, sir, | believe he is

by seven devils!

John Briggs, on the other hand, sinned in the very opposite
direction. Too proud to learn his business, and too proud also
to play the scapegrace as Tom did, he neglected alike work and
amusement for lazy mooning over books, and the dreams which
books called up. He made perpetual mistakes in the shop ; arid
then considered himself insulted by an 'inferior spirit," if poor
Bolus caled him to account for it. ~ Indeed, had it not been for
many applications of thate'(?recious ail of unity," with which the

doctor daily anointed the creaking wheels of Whitbury
society, John Briggs and his master would have long ago
'‘broken out of gear,” and parted company in mutual wrath and
fury. And now, indeed, the critical moment seemed come at
last; for the lad began afresh to declare his deliberate intention
of going to London to seek his fortune, in spite of parents and
al the world. .

"To live on here, and never to rise, perhaps, above the post
of correspondent to acountry newspaper-! To publishavolume
of poems by subscription and have to go round, hat in hand,
begging five shillings' worth of patroiutge from every stupid
country squire—intolerable! | must gotoBhakspearewasnever
Shakspeare till he fled from miserable Stratford, to become at
once the friend of Sidney and Southamptor].? )

' But John Briggs will be John Briggs still, if he went to the
moon," shouted Tom Thurnall, who had just come up to the
window. 'l advise you to change that name of yours, Jack, to
Sidney, or Percy, or Walker if you like ; anything but the illus-
trious surname of Briggs the poisoner !’

"What do you mean, sir 7 thundered John, while the doctor
himself jumped up; for Tom was red with rage.

'What is this, Tom?'

~ '"What'sthat ? screamed Tom, bursting, in spite of his pas-

son, into roars of laughter. 'What's that >—and he held out
aphia. 'Smdlit! tasteit! Oh, if | had but a galon of it
to pour down your throat ! That's what you brought Mark
Armsworth last night, instead of his cough mixture, while your
brains were wool-gathering after poetry !'

"What is it V gasped John Briggs.

' Miss Twiddles black dose;—strong enough to rive the giz-
zard out of an old cock !'

" It's not!" ’

"Itis!" roared Mark Armsworth from behind, as he rushed
in, in shooting-jacket and gaiters, his red face redder with fury,
his red whiskers standing on end with wrath like a tiger's, his
left hand upon his hapless hypogastric region, his right brand-
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ishing an empty glass, which smelt strongly of brandy and
water. 'Itis! And you've given me the cholera, and spoilt my
day's shooting: and if | don't serve you out for it theres-no law
in England!

" And spoilt my day's shooting, too; the last | shal get before
I'm off to Paris! To haveaday in Lord Minchampstead's pre-
serves, and to be baulked of it in this way !"

John Briggs stood as one astoriied.

"If | don't serve you out for this!" shouted Mark.

'If | don't serve you out for it! You shall never hear the
lagt of it!" shouted Tom. 'I'll take to writing after al. ['ll
put it in the papers. I'll make the name of Briggs the poisoner
an abomination in the land.'

John Briggs turned and ned.

"Well!" said Mark, | must spend my morning at home, |
suppose. So | shall just sit and chat with you, doctor.'

"And | shall go and play with Molly," saad Tom, and walked
off to Armsworth's garden.

I don't care for myself so much,” sad Mark; ' but I'm
sorrg_the boy's lost his last day's shooting.'

'Oil, %/ou will be well enough by noon, and can go then;
and as for the boy, it is just as well for him not to grow too
fond of sportsin which he can never indulge

Never indulge? Why not? He vowshell go to the Rocky
Mountains, and shoot a grizzly bear ; and he'll do it

"He has a great deal to do before that, poor fellow ; and a
great deal to learn.'

"And hell learn it. You're aways down-hearted about the
boy, doctor.'

'I can't help feeling the parting with him ; and for Paris,
too — such a seat of temptation. But it is his own choice;
and, after all, he must see temptation wherever he goes'

' Bless the man ! if a boy means to go to the bad, hell go
just as easily in Whitbury as in Paris. Give the lad his head,
and never fear ; hell fall on hislegs like a cat, I'll warrant him,
whatever happens. He's as st dy as old Time, | tdl you ;
there's a gray head on green shoulders there.'

'St ? said the doctor, with a smile and a shrug.

'St , | tell you, at heart; as prudent as you or |; and
never lost you a farthing, that you know. Hang good boys !

ive me one who knows how to be naughty in the right place ;

wouldn't give sixpencefor agood boy : 1 never was one myself,
and have no faith in them. Give me the lad who has more steam
up than he knows what to do with, and must needs blow off a
little in larks. When once he settles down on the rall, it'll send
him along as steady as a luggage-train, Did you never hear a
locomotive puffing and roaring before it gets under way ? well,
ltha;t‘s vahﬁt your boy is doing. Look at him now, with my poor
ittle Molly.'
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Tom was cantering about the garden with a little weakly
child of eight in his arms. The little thing was looking up in
his face with delight, screaming at his jokes. )

" You are right, Mark ; the boy's heart cannot be in the wrong
place while heis so fond of little children.'

" Poor Molly' How shelll miss him! Do you think shell
ever walk, doctor ?

" | doindeed.'

"Hum! ah! well! if she grows up, doctor, and don't go to
join her poor dear mother up there, | don't know that I'd wish

er a better husband than your boy.'

"It would be a poor enough match for her.'

" Tut ! shell have the money, and he the brains. Mark my
words, doctor, that boy'll be a credit to you ; he'll make a noise
inthe world, or I know nothing. And if his fancy holds seven
Xears hence, and he wants still to turn traveller, let him. If

e's minded to go round the world, I'll back him to go, somehow
or other, or I'll eat my head, Ned Thurnall "

The doctor acquiesced in this hopeful theory, partly to save
an argument; for Mark's reverence for his opinion was confined
to scientific matters; and he made up to his own self-respect by
patronising the doctor, and, indeed, taking him sometimes
pretty sharply to task on practical matters.

'‘Best fellow alive is Thurnall ; but not a man of business,
Eoor fellow. None of your geniuses are. Don't know what

ed do without me.

So Tom carried Mary about al the morning,, and went to
Minchampstead in the afternoon, and got three hours' good
shooting ; but in the evening he vanished ; and his father went
into Armsworth's to look for him.

"Why do you want to know where he is ? replied Mark,
looking dy. ~'However, as you can't stop him now, I'll tell
you. Helsjust about this time sewing up Briggs coat-deeves,
putting copperas into his water-'u%; and powdered galls on his
%owel, and making various ather little returns for this morning's
avour.'

'| dislike practical jokes.'

"Sodo | ; especially when theY come in the form of a black
dose. Sit down, old boy, and well have a game at cribbage.'

In a few minutes Tom came in. ' Here's a good riddance.
The poisoner has fabricated his pilgrim's staff, to speak scientifi-
cally, and perambulated his calcareous strata.'

'What!'

'Cut his stick, and walked his chalks; and is off to London.'

' Poor boy," said the doctor, much distressed.

"Don't cry, daddy ; you can't bring him back again. Hes
been gone these four hours. | went to his room at Boluss
about a little business, and saw at once that he had packed up,
and carried off al he could. And, looking about, | found a



26 TWO YEARS AGO CHAP.

letter directed to his father. So to his father | took it; and
really | was sorry for the poor people. | left them all cryingin
chorus.

"l must go to them at once ;' and up rose the doctor.

' He's not worth the trouble you take for him—the addle-
headed, ill-tempered coxcomb," said Mark. 'Butit's just like
your soft-heartedness. Tom, sit down, and finish the gamewith

me.

80 vanished from Whitbury, with al his aspirations, poor
John Briggs; and save an occasiona letter to his parents,
telling them that he was alive and well, no one heard anything
of himfor many ayear. The doctor tried to find him out in
London, again and again ; but without success. His letters had
PO a((jjdress upon them, and no clue to his whereabouts could be
ound.

And Tom Thurnall went to Paris, and became the best pistol-
shot and billiard-player in the Quartier Latin ; and then went
to St. Mumpsimus' tlospital in London, and became the best
boxer therein, and captain of the eight-oar, besides winning
prizes and certificates without end, and becomiy in due time
the most popular-house-surgeon in the hospital: but nothing
could keep him permanently at home. Stay drudgingin London
he would not. Settle down in a country practice he would not.
Cogt his father a farthing he would not. So he started forth
into the wide world with nothing but his wits and his science,
as anatomical professor to a new college in some South Ameri-
can republic. Unfortunately, when he got there, he found that
the annual revolution had just taken place, and that the party
who had founded the college had been all shot the week before.
Whereat he whistled, and started off again, no man knew
whither.

' Havinfg got round half the world, daddy,' he wrote home,
itshard if 1 don't get round the other halt. So don't expect
metill you see me; and take care of your dear old eyes!

With which he vanished into infinite space, and was only
heard of by occasional letters dated from the Rocky Mountains
(where he did shoot a grizzIY bear), the Spanish West Indies,
Otaheite, Singapore, the Falkland Islands, and &l manner of
unexpected edp aces ; sending home valuable notes (sometimes
accompanied by valuable specimens), zoologica arid botanical;
and informing his father that he was doing very well; that work
was plentiful, and that he always found two fresh jobs before
he had finished one old one.

His eldest brother, John, died meanwhile. His second
brother, William, was in good general practice in Manchester.
His father's connections supported him comfortably ; and if the
old doctor ever longed for lorn to come home, he never hinted
it to the wanderer, but bade 'him go on and prosper, and
become (which he gave high promise of becoming) a distin-
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guished man of science. Nevertheless the old man's heart sunk
at last, when month after month, and at last two full years, had
without any |etter from Tom. ,

At last, when full four years were passed and gone since Tom
started for South America, lie descended from the box of the
day-mail, with a serene and healthful countenance; and with
no more look of interest in his face than if he had been away on
atwo days visit, shouldered his carpet—bac}; and started for his
father's house. He_stopPed, however, as there appeared from
theinside of the mail a face which he must surely know. A
second look told him that it was none other than John Briggs.
But how dltered! He had grown up into avery handsome man
—tall and delicate-featured, with long black curls, and a black
moustache. There was a dlight stooP_about his shoulders, as of
a man accustomed to too much sitting and writing; and he
curried an eye-fflass, whether for fashion's sake, or for his eyes
sake, was uncertain. He was wrapt in a long Kpanish cloak,
new and good ; worewell-cut trousers, and (what Tom, of course,
examined carefully) French boots, very neat, and very thin,
Moreover, he had Tavender kld-%l_ov&s on. Tom looked and
wondered, and walked half round him, sniffing like adog when
he examines into the character of a felfow—dogl.:’

"Hum! his mark seems to be a present P. P.—prosperous

arty : so there can be no harm in renewing our acquaintance.

hat trade on earth does he live by, though ? Editor of a
newspaper? or keeper of agam,blln%—table ? Beﬁglngi his pardon,
pie looks a good deal more like the latter than the former.

owever—

And lie walked up and offered his hand, with 'How d'e do,
Briggs? Who would have thought of our falling from the skies
against each other in this fashion ?

Mr. Brl%gs hesitated a moment, and then took coldly the
offered hand. , o

"Excuse mo ; but the circumstances of my visit here are too
painful to alow me to wish for society.'

And Mr. Briggs withdrew, evidently glad to escape.

' Has he vampoosed with the contents of atill, that he wishes
so for solitude? asked Tom ; and, shouldering his carpet-bag a
second time, with a grim inward laugh, he went to his fathér's
house, and hung up his hat in the hall; just as if he had come in
from awalk, and walked into the study; and not finding the
old man, stepped through the garden to Mark Armsworth's, and
in a the drawing-room window, fnghtenln% out of her witsa
short, pale, ugly ?/Ilﬂ of saventeen, whom lie discovered to be his
old play-fellow;, Mary. However, she soon recovered her equa-
nlmﬁ/ . he certainly never logt his.

' How de do, darling? How you are grown ! and how well
you look ! How'syour rather ? 1"hadn't anything particular to do,
%0 | thought I'd come home and see you all, and get some fishing.'
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And Mary, who had longed to throw her arms round his neck,
as of old, and was restrained by the thought that she was grown
a great girl now, caled in her father and all the household ; and
after a while the old doctor came home, and the fatted caf was
killed, and al made merry over the return of this altogether un-
repentant prodigal son, who, whether from affectation, or from
that blunted sensibility which often comes by continual change
and wandering, took all their affection and delight with the most
provoking coolness.

Nevertheless, though his feelings were not' demonstrative,' as
fine ladies say nowadays, he evidently had some left in some
corner of his heart; for after the fatted calf was eaten, and they
were al settled in the doctor's study, it came out that his car-
pet-bag contained little but presents, and those valuable ones—
rare minerals from the Ural for his father ; a pair of Circassian
pistols for Mark ; and for little Mary, to her astonishment, a
Kussian malachite bracelet, at which Mary's eyes opened wide,
and old Mark said—

'Pretty fellow you are, to go fooling your money away like
that. What did that gimcrack cost, pray, sir ?'

'That is no concern of yours, sir, or mine either ; for | didn't
pay for it.

'Oh !" said Mary doubtingly.

"No, Mary. T killed a giant, who was carrying off a beautiful
princess ; and this, you see, he wore as a ring on one of his
fingers: so 1 thought it would just suit your wrist.'

'Oh, Tom—Mr. Thurnall—whatnonsense!"

'‘Come, come,' said his father; 'instead of telling us these
sort of stories, you ought to give an account of yourself, as you
seem quite to forget that we have not heard from you for more
than two years.'

"Whew ! | wrote,' said Tom, 'whenever | could. However,
you can have all my lettersin one now.'

So they sat round the fire, and Tom gave an account of him-
sf ; while his father marked with pride that the young man
had grown and strengthened in body and in mind ; and that
under that nonchalant, almost cynical outside, the heart still
beat honest and kindly. For before Tom began, he would
needs draw his chair closer to his father's, and half-whispered
to him,—

'This is very jolly. | cant be sentimental, you know.
Knocking about the world has beat all that out of me: butitis
very comfortable, after al, to find oneself with a dear old daddy,
and a good cod fire,

"Which of the two could you best do without ? v

'Well, one takes things as one finds them. It don't do to
look too deeply into one's feelings, | Like chemicals, the more
you anayse them, the worse they smell.

So Tom began his story.
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"You heard from me at Bombay; after I'd been up to the
HlmalayaW|th an old Mumpsimus friend ?

“Yos)’
"Well, | worked my way to Suez on board a ship whose
doctor had fallen ill; and then | must needs see a little of

Egypt; and there robbed was I, and nearly murdered too ; but
| take a good deal of killing.'

"1'll warrant you do,' said Mark, looking at him with pride.

'So | begged my way to Cairo; and there | picked up a
Y ankee—a New Y orker, made of money, who had a yacht at
Alexandria, and travelled en prince, and nothing would serve
him but | must go with him to Constantinople; but there he
and 1 quarrelled more fools, both of us! | wrote to you from
Constantinople.'

' We never got the letter.'

"I can't help that; | wrote. But there | was on the wide
world again. So | took up with a Russian prince, whom | met
at a gambling-table in Pera,—a mere boy, but such a plucky
one,—and went with him to Circassia, and up to Astrakhan,
and on to be Kirghis steppes ; and there | did see snakes.'

1 should have thought you had seen

out these were snakes spiritual and meta-
lookingabout where we had no business, Mary,
Caught us, and tied us to their horses tails, after
g. this scar across the cheek, and taught us to drink
mares milk, and to do a good deal of dirty work beside. So
there, we stayed with them six months, and observed their
manners, which were none, and their customs, which were dis-
gusting, as the midshipman said in his diary ; and had the
honour of visiting a pleasant little place in No-man's Land,
called Khiva, which you may find in your atlas, Mary; and of
very nearly being sold for slaves into Persia, which would not
have been pleasant; and at last, Mary, we ran away—or rather,
rode away, on two razor-backed Calmuc ponies, and got back to
Russia, vid Orenberg,—for which consult your atlas again; so
the young prince was restored to the bosom of his afflicted
family ; and a good deal of trouble 1 had to get him safe there,
for the poor boy's health gave way. They wanted me to stay
with them, and offered to make my fortune.’'

"I'm so glad you didn't,’ said Mary.

' Well—I wanted to see little Mary again, and two worthy
old gentlemen beside, you see. However, those Russians are
generous enough. They filled my pockets, and heaped me with
presents ; that bracelet among them. What's more, Mary, I've
been introduced to old Nick himself, and can testify, from per-
sonal experience, to the correctness of Shakespeare's opinion
that the prince of darkness is a gentleman.’

" And now you are going to stay at home ? asked the doctor.
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'Well, if you'll take me in, daddy, I'll send for my traps
from London, and stay a month or s

" A month,’ cried the forlorn father.

'‘Well, Daddy, you see, there is a chance of more fighting in
Mexico, and | shall see such practice there ; beside meeting old
friends who were with mein Texas. And—and I've got alittle
corpmission, too, down in Georgia, that | should like to go and

' What isthat ? .

" Well, it's along story and a sad one; but there was a poor
Y ankee surgeon with the army in Circassia—a Southerner, and
avery good fellow ; and he had taken a fancy to some coloured
girl a& home—poor fellow, he used to go half mad about her
sometimes, when he was talking to me, tor fear she should have
been sold—sent to the New Orleans market, or some other
devilry; and what could | say to comfort him? Well, he got
his mittimus by one of Schamyl's bullets; and when he was
dying, he made me promise (I hadn't the heart to refuse) to take

| his savings, which he had been hoarding for for no
other purpose, and see if | couldn't buy - " her
away to Canada.. | was a fool for prom on-
cern of mine; but the poor fellow wouldn
So what must be, must.’

"Oh, go! go!" sad Mary. ' You will let
Thurnall, and see the poor girl free? Think ho
must be to be a dave.'

‘I will, my little Miss Mary : and for more reasons than you
think of. Little do you know how dreadful itisto beaslave.

"Hum !" said Mark Armsworth. ' That's aqueer story. Tom,
have you got the poor fellow's money ? Didn't lose it when you
were taken by those Tartars 7

"Not . I wasn't sogreen as to carry it with me. It ought
to have been in England six months ago. My only fear is it's
not enough.’

"Hum!" said Mark. 'How much more do you think you'll
want ?'

' Heaven knows. Thereis athousand dollars; but if she be
half as beautiful as poor Wyse used to swear she was, | may
wan}fmoreéhan doyble(tjh?t”‘ ] No. by G |

' ou do, it, and I ou again. o, eorge !'
sad M)z:lrk, ! nopgr)lle shall t gtyv%//hilea%/lark Armsvelorth hgd a
balance at his bankers' he let a poor girl——' and, recollectin
Mary's presence, he finished his sentence by sundry stamps an
thumps on the table.

"You would soon exhaust your balance, if you set to work to
Ijree all poor girls who are in the same case in Georgia,' sad the

octor.

'Well, what of that? Them | don't know of, and so | ain't
responsible for them ; but this one | do know of, and so—there
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| can't argue; but, Tom, if you want the money, you know
where to find it

'"Very good. By the by—I forgot it till this moment—who
should come down in the coach with me but the lost John
Briggs.'

'He is come too late, then,’ said the doctor. ‘'His poor
father died this morning.'

Ah'! then Briggs knew that he wasill? That explains the
Manfredic mystery and gloom with which lie greeted me.'

'I cannot tell. lie has written from time to time, but he
has never given any address; so that no one could write in
return.’ \

' Hemay have known. He looked very downcast. Perhaps
that explains his cutting me dead.'

"Cutyou V cried Mark. 'l dare say he's been doing some-
thing he's ashamed of, and don't want to be recognised. That
fellow has been after no good all this while, I'll warrant. |
always say he's connected with the swell mob, or croupier at a
gambling-table, or something of that kind. Don't you think it's
likely, now ?

Mark was in the habit of so saying for the purpose of tor-
menting the doctor, who held stoutly to his old belief, that John
Briggs was a very clever man, and would turn up some day as
a distinguished literary character.

'Well,' said Tom, 'honest or not, he's thriving, came down
inside the coach, dressed in the distinguished foreigner style,
with lavender kid-gloves, and French boots.'

‘Just like a swell pickpocket,’ said Mark. 'l aways told
you 0, Thurnall.'

'He had the old Byron collar, and Raphael hair, though.'

' Nasty, effeminate, un- Engllsh foppery grumbled Mark ; 'so
he may be in the scribbling line after all.

"I'll go and see if | can find him," quoth the doctor.

' Bother you,' said Mark, 'always running out o' nights after
somebody elsgs business, instead of having a jolly evening.
You stay, Tom, like a sensible fellow, and tell me and Mary
some more travellers lies. Had much sporting, boy ?

"Hum ! I've shot and hunted every beast, | think, shootable
and huntable, from a humming-bird to an elephant; and | had
some splendid fishing in Canada; but, after all, give me a
Whitbury trout, on a single-handed Chevalier. WEell at them
to-morrow, Mr. Armsworth.'

' We will, my boy! never so many fish in the river as this
year, or in season so early.’

The good doctor returned; but with no news which could
throw light on the history of the now mysterious Mr. John
Briggs. He had locked himself into the room with his father's
corpse, evidently in great excitement and grief; spent severa
hours in walking up and down there alone ; and had then gone
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to an attorney in the town, and settled everything about the
funeral 'in the handsomest way," said the man of law; ' and
was quite the gentleman in his manner, but not much of a man
of business ; never had even thought of looking for his father's
will; and was quite surprised when | told him that there ought
to be a fair sum—eight hundred or a thousand, perhaps—to
come in to him, if the stock and business were properly dis-
posed of. So he went off to London by the evening mail, and
told me to address him at the post-office in some street off the
Strand. Queer business, sir, isn't it ?'

John Briggs did not reappear till a few minutes before his
father's funeral, witnessed the ceremony evidently with great
sorrow, bowed off silently all who attempted to speak to him,
and returned to London by the next coach, leaving matter for
much babble among all Whitbury gossips. One thing at least
was plain, that he wished to be forgotten in his native town ;
and forgotten he was, in due course of time.

Tom Thurnall stayed his month at home, and then went to
America; whence he wrote home, in about six months, aletter,
of which only one paragraph need interest us.

Tel Mark | have no need for his dollars. | have done the
deed ; and, thanks to the underground railway, done it nearly
gratis ; which was both cheaper than buying her, and infinitely
better for me ; so that she has all poor Wyse's dollars to start
with afresh in Canada. | write this from New York. | could
accompany her no farther ; for | must get back to the South in
time for the Mexican expedition.’

Then came along and anxious silence ; and then aletter, not
from Mexico, but from California,—one out of several which
had been posted ; and then letters more regularly from Aus-
tralia.  Sickened with Californiaii life, lie had crossed the
Pacific once more, and was hard at work in the diggings,
doctoring ami gold-finding by turns.

A rolling stone gathers no moss said his father.

'He has the pluck of a hound, and the cunning of afox,' said
Mark ¢ 'and he'll be a credit to you yet.'

And Mary prayed every morning and night for her old play-
fellow ; and so the years slipped on till the autumn of 1853.

As no one has heard of Tom now for eight months and more
(the pulse of Australian postage being of a somewhat inter-
mittent type), we may as well go and look for hitai.

A sheet of dark rolling ground, quarried into a gigantic
rabbit burrow, with hundreds of tents and huts dotted about
among the heaps of rubbish ; dark evergreen forests in the dis-
tance, and, above all, the great volcanic mountain of Buninyong
towering far aloft—these are the '‘Black Hills of Ballarat; and
that windlass at that shaft's mouth belongs in part to Thomas
Thurnall. ’

At the windlass are standing two men, whom we may have
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seen in past years, self-satisfied in countenance, and spotless in
array, sauntering down Piccadilly any July afternoon, or loung-
ing In Haggiss stable-yard at Cambridge any autumn morning.
Alas! how changed from the fast oun% under-graduates, wit
powers of enjoyment only equalled by their powers of runnin
into debt, are those two black-bearded and mud-bespatter
ruffians, who once were Smith and Brown of Trinity. Yetwho
need pity them, as long as they have stouter limbs, healthier
stomachs, and clearer consciences, than they have had since they
left Eton at seventeen? Would Smith have been a happier
man as a briefless barrister in adingy Inn of Law, Beepmg now
and then into thirdrate London society, and scribbling for the
daily Pr%s ? Would Brown have been a happier man had he
been forced into those holy orders for which he never felt the
least vocation, to pay off his college debts out of his curate's
income, and settle down on his lees, at last, in the family living
of Nomansland-cum-Clayhole, and support a wife and five
children on live hundred ayear, exclusive of rates and taxes ?
Let them dig, and be men.

The windlass rattles, and the rope goes down. A shout from
the bottom of the shaft proclaims al right; and in due time,
sitting in the noose of the rope, up comes Thomas Thurnall,
bare-rooted and bare-headed, in flannel trousers and red jersey,
begrimed with slush and mud; with a mahogany face, a brick-
rea neck, and a huge brown beard, looking, to use his own
expression, 'as jolly as a sandboy.'

' A letter for you, doctor, from Europe.' .

Tom takes it, and his countenance falls; for itis black-edged
and black-sealed. The handwriting is Mary Armsworth's,

'| suppose the old lady who is going to leave me afortune is
dead says he drily, and turns away to read.

" Bad luck, | suppose,' he says to himself. ‘I have not had
any for full six months, so | suppose it is time for Dame For-
tune to give me a SIK stab again. | only hope it is not my
father; for, begging the dame's pardon, | can bear any trick of
hers but that." And he sets his teeth doggedly, and reads.

' My dear Mr. Thurnall—My father would have written him-
self, but he thought, | don't know why, that | could tell you
better than he. Y our father is quite well in health,'—Thurnall
breathesfreelk;vaga n—' but he has had heavy trials since your
poor brother Wmiam's death.’ ) )

Tom opens his eyes and sets his teeth more firmly. 'Willy
dead ? | suppose there is a letter lost: better so; better to
have the whole list of troubles together, and so get them sooner
over. Poor Willl"

" Your father caught the scarlet fever from him, while he was
attending him, and was very ill after he came back. Heis quite
well again now ; but if | must tell you the truth, the disease
has affected hiseyes. You know how weak they always were,

D T. Y. A
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and how much worse they have grown of late years; and the
doctors are afraid that he has little chance of recovering the
sight, at least of the left eye!

Recovering? He's blind, then' And Tom set his teeth
more tightly than ever. He felt a sob rise in his throat, but
choked it down, shaking his head like an impatient bull.

' Wait abit, Tom,’ said he to himself, 'before you have it out
with Dame Fortune. There's more behind, I'll warrant. News
Iié(a(‘ejthis lies in pockets, and not in single nuggets’ And he
read on—

" And—for it is better you should know all—something has
happened to the railroad in which he had invested so much.
My father has lost money in it also, but not much; but | fear
that your poor dear father is very much straitened. My father
is dreadfully vexed about it, and thinks it all his fault in not
having watched the matter more closely, and made your father
sl out in time; and he wants your father to come and live
with us, but he will not hear of it. So he has given up the old
house, and taken one in Water Street; and oh T | need not tell
%.ou that we are there every day, and that | am trying to make

im as happy as | can—but what can| do ? And thenfollowed
kind womanly common-places, which Tom hurried over with
fierce impatience..

'He wants you to come home ; but my father has entreated
him to let you stay. You know, while we are here, he is safe,
and my father begs you not to come home, if you are succeeding
as well as you have been doing,’

' There was much more in the letter, which | need not repeat;
and, after al, a short postscript by Mark himself followed :—

' Stay where you are, boy, an kee%p up heart; while |l have a
pound, your father shall have half of it; and you know Mark
Armsworth.'

He waked away dowly into the forest. He felt that the
crisis of his lifewas come; that he must turn his hand hence-
forth to quite new work ; and as he went he 'took stock,' as it
were, of his own soul, to see what point he had attained—what
he could do.

Fifteen years of adventure had hardened into wrought metal
a character never very ductile. Tom was now, in his own way,
an atogether accomplished man of the world, who knew (at
leest in al companies and places where he was likely to find
himself) exactly what to say, to do, to make, to seek, and to
avoid. Shifty and thrifty as old Greek, or modern Scot, there
were few things he could not invent, and perhaps nothing he
could not endure. He had watched human nature under every
disguise, from the pomﬁ of the ambassador to the war-paint of
the savage, and formed his own clear, hard, shallow, practica esti-
mate thereof. He looked on it as his raw materia, which he
had to work up into subsistence and comfort for himself. He
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did not wish to live on men, but live by them he must; and for
that purpose he must study them, and especialy their weak-
nesses. He would not cheat them ; for there was in him an
innate vein of honesty, so surly and explosive, at times, as to
give him much trouble. The severest part of his self-education
had been the repression of his dangerous inclination to cal a
sham a sham on the spot, and to answer fools according to their
folly. That youthful rashness, however, was now well-nigh
subdued, and Tom could flatter and bully also, when it served
his turn—as who cannot ? Let him that is without Ssn among
my readers cast the first stone. Self-conscious he was, there-
fore, in every word and action; not from morbid vanity, but a
necessary consequence of hiH mode of life. He had to use men,
and therefore to watch how he used them ; to watch every word,
gesture, tone of voice, and, in al times and places, do the fitting
thing. It was hard work ; but necessary for a man who stood
alone and self-poised in the midst of the universe; fashioning
for himself everywhere, just as far as hisarm could reach, some
not intolerable condition ; depending on nothing but himself,
and caring for little but himself and the father whom, to do him
justice, he never forgot. If | wished to define Tom Thurnall by
one epithet, | should call him specialy an ungodly man—were
it not that scriptural epithets have, nowadays, such altogether
conventional and official meanings, that one tears to convey, in
using them, some notion quite foreign to the truth. Tom was
certainly not one of those ungodly whom David had to dea with
of old, who robbed the widow, and put the fatherless to death.
His morality was as high as that of the average; his sense of
honour far higher. He was generous and kind-hearted. No
one ever heard him tell alie; and he had a blunt honesty about
him, half real, because heliked to be honest, and yet half affected
too, because he found it pay in the long run, and because it
threw off their guard the people whom he intended to make his
tools. But of godliness in its true sense—of belief that any
Being above cared for him, and was helping him in the daily
business of life—that it was worth while asking that Beings
advice, or that any advice would be given if asked for; of any
practical notion of a Heavenly Father, or a Divine education—
Tom was as ignorant as thousands of respectable people who go
to church every Sunday, and read good books, and believe firmly
that the Pope is Antichrist. He ought to have learnt it, no
doubt, for his father was a religious man ; but he had not learnt
it, any more than thousands learn it, who have likewise rdi-
gious parents. He had been taught, of course, the common
doctrines and duties of religion ; but early remembrances had
been rubbed out, as off a schoolboy's date, by the mere current
of new thoughts and objects, in his continual wanderings.
Disappointments he had had, and dangers in plenty; but
only such as rouse a brave and cheerful spirit to bolder self-
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reliance and invention ; not those deep sorrows of the heart
which leave a man helpless in the lowest pit, crying for help
from without, for there is none within. He had seen men of
al creeds, and had found in al alike (so he held) the many
rogues, and the few honest men. All religionswere, in his eyes,
equally true and equally false. Superior morality was owing
principally to the influences of race and climate; and devo-
tional experiences (to judge, at least, from American camp-
meetings and popish cities) the results of a diseased nervous
stem

Upon aman so hard and strqng?.this fearful blow had fallen,
and, to do him justice, he took it like a man. He wandered on
and on for an hour or more, up the hills, and into the forest,
talking to himself.

"Poor old Willy ! | should have liked to have looked into his
honest face before he went, if only to make sure that we were
good friends. | used to plague him sadly with my tricks. But
what is the use of wishing for what cannot be? 1 recollect |
had just the same feeling when John died ; and yet | got over
it after atime, and was as cheerful asif he were dive again, or
had never lived at al. And so | shal get over this. Why
should | give way to what | know will pass, arid is meant to

? Itismy father | feel for. But T couldn't be there; and
it is no fault of mine that T was not there. No onetold me
what was going to haﬂpen ; and no one could know ; so again,
—why g}gle\/e over what can't be helped ?

And then, to give the lie to al his cool arguments, he sat
glown among the fern, and burst into a violent fit of crying.

Oh, my poor dear old daddy !

Yes: beneath al the hard crust of years, that fountain of
life still lay pure as when it came down from heaven—Iove for
his father.

' Come, come, this won't do ; thisis not the way to take stock
of my goods, either mental or worldly. 1 can't cry the dear old
man out of this scrape,

He looked UE. The sun was setting.  Beneath the dark_roof
of evergreens the eucalyptus boles stood out, like basdt pillars,
black against a background of burning flame. The flying foxes
shot from tree to tree, and moths as big as sparrows whirred
about the trunks, one moment black against the glare beyond,
and vanishing the next, like imps of darkness, into their native
gloom. There was no sound of living thing around, save the
ghastly rattle of the dead bark tassds which swung from every
tree, and, far away, the faint clicking of the diggers at ther
work, like the rustle of a gigantic ant-hill. Was there one
among them all who cared for him ? who would not forget him
in aweek with—'Well, he was pleasant company, poor fellow,'
and go on digging without asign ? What, if it were his fate to
die, as he had seen many a stronger man, there in that lonely
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wilderness, and deep for ever, unhonoured and unknown, be-
neath that awful forest roof, while his father looked for bread
to others hands ?

No man was less sentimental, no man less superstitious, than
Thomas Thurnall; but crushed and softened—all but terrified
(as who would not have been ?)—by that day's news, he could
not struggle against the weight of loneliness which fell upon
him. For the first and last time, perhaps, in. his life, he felt
fear; avague, awful dread of unseen and inevitable possibili-
ties. Why should not calamity fall on him, wave after wave ?
Was it not falling on him aready ? Why should he not grow
sick to-morrow, break his leg, his neck—why not ? What
guarantee had he in earth or heaven that he might not be
‘'snuffed out silently," as he had seen hundreds already, and die
and leave no sign ?° And there sprung up in him at once the
intensest glearnlng after his father and the haunts of his boy-
hood, and the wildest dread that he should never see them.
Might not his father be dead ere he could return ?—if ever he
did return. That twelve thousand miles of sea lpoked to him a
gulf impassable. Oh, that he were safe at home™ that he could
start that moment! And for one minute a helplessness, as of a
lost child, came over him.

Perhaps it had been well for him had he given that feeling
vent, and, confessing himself a lost child, cried out of the dark-
ness to a Father; but the next minute he had dashed it proudly

away.

"rretty baby | am, to get frightened, at my time of life,
because I find myself in adark wood—and the sun shining all
the while as jollily as ever away there in the west! It is morn-
ing somewhere or other now, and it will be morning here again
to-morrow. "Good times and bad times, and all times pass
over;"—I| learnt that lesson out of old Bewick's vignettes, and
it has stood me in good stead this many a year, and shall now.
Die? Nonsense. | take more killing than that comes to. So
for one more bout with old Dame Fortune. If she throws me
again, why, I'll get up again, as | have any time these fifteen
years. Mark'sright. I'll stay here and work till I make a hit,
or luck runs dry, and then home and settle ; and, meanwhile,
Il go down to Melbourne to-morrow, and send the dear old
man two hundred pounds ; and then back again here, and to it

an.'
agAnd with a fate-defiant smile, half bitter and half cheerful,
Tom rose and went down again to his mates, and stopped their
inquiries by—' What's done can't be mended, and needn't be
mentioned : whining won't make me work the harder, and harder
than ever | must work.'

Strange it is, how mortal man, ' who cometh up and is cut
down like the flower,’ can thus harden himself into soicd
security, and count on the morrow, which may never come.
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Yet so it is; and, perhaps, if it were not o, no work would get

done on earth,—at least by the many who know not that God

gsdgwd ng them, while they fancy that they are guiding them-
Ves.

CHAPTER I
STILL LIFE

I MUST now, if | am to bring you to ' Two years ago,’ and to
my story, asit was told to me, ask you to follow me into the
%ood old West Country, and set you down at the back of an old

arbour pier ; thirty feet of gray and brown boulders, spotted
aloft with bright yellow lichens, and black drops of tar, polished
lower down by the surge of centuries, and towards the foot of
the wall roughened with crusts of barnacles, and mussel-nests
in crack and cranny, and festoons of coarse dripping weed.

On alow rock at its foot, her back resting against the Cyclo-

wall, dts a young woman of eight-and-twenty, soberly,
amost primly dressed, with three or four tiny children cluster-
wgwround her. In front of them, on a narrow spit of sand
between the rocks, a dozen little girls are laughing, romping
and paItermg about turnm%_the stones for 'shannies and
“bullies’ and other luckless Tish left by the tide; while the
party beneath the pier wall look steadfastly down into a little
rock-pool at their feet, full of the pink and gtreen and purple
cut-work of delicate weeds and coraline, and starred with great
sea-dahlias, crimson and brown and gray, and with the waving
snake-locks of the Cereus, dpale blue, and rose-tipped like the
fingers of thedawn. One ddicate Medusais diding across the
, by dow pantings of its crystal bell; and on’it the eyes
of the whole group arefixed—for it seems to be the subject” of
some story which the village schoolmistress is finishing in a
sweet, half-abstracted voice— )

" And so the cruel soldier was changed into a great rough red
starfish, who goes about killing the poor mussals,” while nobody
loves him, or cares to take his ﬁa(t; and the poor little girl was
changed into a beautiful bright jelly-fish, like that one, who
swims about dl day in the pleasant 'Sunshine, with a red cross
stamped on its heart.' _

" Oh, midress, what a pretty story !' cry the little ones,
\(/jv_ltr’;tearful eyes. 'And what shal we'be changed to when we
ie?

"If we will only be good we shall go up to Jesus, and be
beautiful anc%els and sng hymns. Would that it might be
soon, soon; for you and me, and all!" And she draws the
chlldren to her, and looks upward, as if longing to bear them
with her doft. ] o )

Let us leave the conversation where it is and look into the
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face of the speaker, who, young as she is, has already meditated
ﬁo long upon the mystery of death that it has grown lovely in
er eyes.

Her figureis tall, %raceful, and dlight, the severity of its out-
lines suiting well with the severity or her dress, with the brown
stuff gown and aE)Iain gray whittle. Her neck is long, amost
too long ; but al defects are forgotten in the first look at her
fa(:ﬁ. We can seeiit fully, for her bonnet lies beside her on the
rock.

The masgue, though thin, is perfect. The brow, like that of
Greek statue, looks lower than it redly is, for the hair springs
from below the bend of the forehead. Thebrainisvery long,
and sweeps backward and upward in grand curves, till it attains
above the ears a great expanse and height. She should be a
character more able to feel than to argue; full of all awoman's
veneration,devotion, loveof children,—perhaps, too, of awoman's
anxiety.

The nose is dightly aquiline ; the sharp-cut nostrils indicate
a reserve of compressed strength and passion ; the mouth is
delicate ; the lips, which are full and somewhat-heavy, not from
coarseness, but rather from languor, show somewhat of both the
upper and the under teeth. Her eyes are bent on the pool at
her feet: so that we can see nothing of them but the large
deepy lias, fringed with lashes so long and dark that the eye
looks asif it had been painted, in the Eastern fashion, with
antimony; the dark lashes, dark eyebrows, dark hair, crisped
(as West-country hair so often is) to its very roots, increase the
amost ghost-like paleness of theface, not sallow, not snow-white,
but of a clear, bloodless, waxen hue.

And now she lifts her eyes—dark eyes, of preternatural large-
ness ; brilliant, too, but not with the sparkle of the diamond ;
brilliant as deep clear wells are, in which the mellow moonlight
deeps fathom-deep between black walls of rock ; and round
them, and round the wide-opened lips, and arching eyebrow, and
slightly wrinkled forehead, hangs an air of melancholy thought,
vague doubt, almost of sartled fear ; then that expresson

and the whole face collapses into a languor of patient
sadness, which seemsto say, ‘| cannot solve the mystery. Le
Him solve it as seems good to Him.'

The pier has, as usual, two stages; the upper and narrower
for a public promenade, the lower and broader one for business.
Two rough collier lads, strangers to the place, are lounging on
thewall above, and begin, out of mere mischief, dropping pebbles
on the group below. S

" Hillo! you young rascds' cdls an old man Iourégmg like
them on the wall; 'if you don't drop that, you're likely to get
your heads broken.'

"Will youdpit ? i o ,

" | would thirty yearsago; but I'll find adozen infiveminutes
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who will do it now. Here, lads! here's two Welsh vagabonds
pelting our schoolmistress!'

This is spoken to a group of Sea Titans, who are sitting
about on the pier-way behind him, in red caps, blue jackets,
striped jerseys, bright brown trousers, and all the picturesque
comfort of afinsherman's costume superintending the mending
of a boat. TThe  TRRe
ofaboat. Upjumped half adozenoff thelogsand baulkings, where
tr‘;&y- have been sguatting, doubled up knee to nose, after the
fashion of their class, and a volley of execrations, like a storm
of grape, amost blows the two offenders off the wall. The
bolder, however, lingers, anathematising in turn; whereon a
black-bearded youth, some six feet four in height catches up an
oar, makes a sweep at the shins of the lad above his head, and
brings him writhing down upon the upper pier-way, whence he
walks off howling, and muttering threats of 'taking the law.’
In vain ; there is not a magistrate within ten miles; and
custom, lynch-law, and the coastguard lieutenant settle all
matters in Aberalva town, and do so easily enough ; for the
ﬁetty crimes which fill our gaols are all unknown among those

onest Vikings sons; and any man who covets his neighbour's
goods instead of stealing them has onlg to go and borrow them,
on condition, of course, of lending in his turn.

" What's that collier lad hollering about, Captain Willis?
asks Mr. Tardrew, steward to Lord Scoutbush, landlord of Aber-
ava, as he comes up to the old man.

' Gentleman Jan cut him over, for pelting the schoolmistress
below here!

'Serve him right; he'll have to cut over that curate next, |
reckon.'

' Oh, Mr. Tardrew, don't you talk so; the young gentleman
is as kind a man as | ever saw, and comes in and out of our
house like a lamb.'

'‘Wolf in sheep's clothing,’ growls Tardrew. 'What dye
think he says to me last week 1 Wanted to turn the school-
mistress out of her place because she went to chapel sometimes.’

"1 know, | know," replied Willis, in the tone of a man who
wished to avoid a painful subject. 'And what did you answer,
then, Mr. Tardrew ?

'l told him he mi?ht if he liked ; but he'd make the place
too hot to hold him, if he hadn't done it aready, with his bow-
ings and his crossings, and his chantings, and his popish
Gregories—and tells one he's no papist; caled him rope
Gregory himself. What do we want with popes tunes here,
instead of the Old Hundred and Martyrdom 1 | should like
to see any pope of the lot make atune like them."

Captain Willis listened with aface haf sad, half dily amused.
He and Tardrew were old friends ; being the two most notable
persons in the parish, save Jones the lieutenant, Headle the
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doctor, and another gentleman, of whom we shal spesk pre-
sently. Both of them, too, were thorough-going Protestants, and,
though Churchmen, walked sometimes into the Brianite Chapel
of an afternoon, and thought it no sin. But each took the cur-
ae's 'Puseyism’ in a different way, being two men <as unlike
each other as one could well find. -

Tardrew—steward to Lord Scoutbush, the absentee landlord
—was a shrewd, hard-bitten, choleric old fellow, of the shape,
colour, and consistence of a red brick ; one of those English
types which Mr. Emerson has so well hit off in his rather
confused and contradictory Traits:—

' He hides virtues under vices, or, rather, under the semblance
of them. It is the misshapen, hairy, Scandinavian Troll again
who lifts the cart out of the mire, or threshes the corn which
ten day-labourers could not end : but it is donein the dark, and
with muttered maledictions. He is a churl with asoft place in
his heart, whose speech is a brash of bitter waters, but who
loves to hel[z you at a pinch. He says, No; and serves you,
and his thanks disgust you." Such was Tardrew—a true British
bull-dog, who lived pretty faithfully up to his Old Testament,
but had, somehow, forgotten the existence of the New.

Williswasavery different and avery much nobler person ; the
most "perfect specimen which | ever have met (for | knew him
well, and loved him) of that type of British salor which good
Captain Marryat has painted in his Masterman Ready, and
painted far better than | can, even though | do so from life. A
tall and graceful old man, though stooping much from lumbago
and old wounds; with snow-white hair and whiskers, delicate
aquiline features, the manners of a nobleman, and the heart of
a child. All children knew that latter fact, and, clung to him
instinctively. Even ' the Boys, that terrible Berserk-tribe, self-
organised, self-dependent, and bound together in common ini-
quities and the dread of common retribution, who were in
Aberalva, as dl flshln? towns, the torment and terror of 4l
douce fogies, male and female—even 'the Boys,' | say, respected
Cagain Willis, so potent was the influence of his gentleness;
nailed not up his shutters, nor tied fishing-lines across his door-
way ; tail-piped not his dog, nor sent his cat to sea on a barrel-
stave ; ‘put not live crabs into his pocket, nor dead dog-fish into
hiswell; yea, even when judgment, too long provoked, made
bare her red right hand, and the lieutenant vowed by his com-
mission that he would send haf adozen of them to the treadmill,
they would send up a deputation to ' beg Captain Willis to
the schoolmistress to beg them off." For between Willis an
that fair young creature a friendship had grown up, easly to be
understood.  Willis was one of those rare natures upon whose
purity no mire can cling ; who pass through the furnace, and yet
not even the smell of fire has passed upon them. Bred, amost
born, on board a smuggling cutter, in the old war-times; then
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hunting, in the old coast-blockade service, the smugglers among
whom he had been trained « watching the dow horrors of the
Walcheren : fighting under Collingwood and Nelson, and many
another valiant Captain ; lounging away years of temptation
on the West-Indian station, as sailing-master of a ship-of-the-
line; pensioned comfortably now for many ayear in his native
town, ne had been always the same gentle, valiant, righteous
man ; (sober in life, strict in duty, and smple in word ~ a soul
as transparent as crystal, and as pure. Hewas the oracle of
Aberalva now ; and even Lieutenant Brown would ask his
opinion—non-commissioned officer though he was—in a tone
which was al the more patronising, because lie stood a little in
awe of the old man.

But why, when the boys wanted to be begged off, was the
schoolmistress to be their advocate ? Because Grace Harvey
exercised, without intending anythin% of the kind, an amost
mesmeric influence on every one in the little town. Goodness
rather than talent had given her wisdom, and goodness rather
than courage a power of using that wisdom, which, to those
smple, superstitious folk, seemed altogether an inspiration.
There was amystery about her, too, which worked strongly on
the hearts of the West-country people. Shewas supposed to be
at times 'not right;' and wandering intellect is with them, as
with many primitive peoples, an object more of awethan of pity.
Her deep melancholy alternated with bursts of wild eloquence,
with fantastic fables, with entreaties and warnings against sin,
full of such pity and pathos that they melted, at times, the
hardest hearts. A whole world of strange tales, half fase, half
true, had grown up around her asshe grew. She was believed
to spend whole nights in prayer; to speak with visitors from
the other world ; even to have the power of seeing into futurity.
The intensity of her imagination gave rise to the belief that she
had only to will, and she could seewhom shewould, and &l that
they were doing, even across the seas; her exquisite sensibility,
it was whispered, made her feel ever?/ bodily suffering she wit-
nessed as acutely as the sufferer's sdl, and in the very limb in
which he suffered. Her deep melancholy was believed to be
caused by some dark fate—by some agonising sympathy with
evil-doers; and it was sometimes sad in Aberalva—'Don't
do tQﬁ‘t for poor Grace's sske. She bears the sins of al the

parish.

So it befell that Grace Harvey governed, she knew not how or
why, al hearts in that wild ssimple fishing town. Rough men,
fighting on the quay, shook hands at Grace's bidding.  Wives
who could not lure their husbands from the beer-shop, sent
Gracein to fetch them home, sobered by shame ; and woe to the
stranger who fancied that her entranceinto that noisy den gave
him aright to say a rou%h word to the fair ﬁi rl ' The maidens,
instead of envying her beauty, made her the confidante of dl
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their loves ; for though many a man would gladly have married
her, to woo her was more than any dared ; and Gentleman Jan
himself, the rightful bully of the quay, as being the handsomest
and biggest man for many a mile, besides owni nﬂ a tidy trawler
and two good mackerel boats, had said openly, that if any man
had a right to her, he supposed he had ; but that he should as
soon think of asking her to marry him, as of asking the
moon.

But it was in the school, in the duty which lay nearest to her,
that Grace'sinward loveliness shone most lovely. Whatever dark
cloud of melancholy lay upon her own heart, she took care that
it should never overshadow one of those young innocents, whom
she taught by love and ruled by love, always tender, aways
cheerful, even gay and playful; punishing, when she rarely
punished, with tears and kisses. To make them as happy as
she could in a world where there was nothing bub temptation,
and disappointment, and misery ; to makethem' fit for heaven,'
and then to pray that they might go thither as speedily as
possible, this had been her work for now seven years; and that
Manichaeism which has driven darker and harder natures to
destroy young children, that they might go straiﬂht to bliss,
took in her the form of outpourings of gratitude (when the first
natural tears were dried), as often as one of her little lambs was
" delivered out of the miseries of this sinful world." But aslong
as they were in the world, she was their guardian angel; ana
there was hardly a mother in Aberalya who did not confess her
debt to Grace, not merely for her children's scholarship, but for
their characters.

Frank Headley the curate, therefore, had touched altogether
the wrong chord when he spoke of displacing Grace. And when,
that same afternoon, he sauntered down to the pier-head, wearied
with his parish work, not only did Tardrew stump away in
dslence as soon as he appeared, but Captain Williss face
assumed a grave and severe look, which was not often to be
seen on it.

" Well, Captain Willis? said Frank, solitary and sad ; long-
ing for a talk with some one, and not quite sure whether he was
welcome.

"Widl, sir?" and the old man lifted his hat, and made one
of his princely bows. 'You look tired, sir ; | am afraid you're
doing too much ) : ]

"I~ shall have more to do soon,’ said the curate, his eye
glancing towards the schoolmistress, who, disturbed by the noise
above, was walking slowly up the beach, with a child holding to
every finger, and every fold of her dress.

Willis saw the direction of his eve, and came at once to the
point, in his gentle, straightforward fashion.

) ol hear you have thoughts of taking the school from her,
sir?
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_ " Why—indeed—I shall be very sorry ; but if shewill persist
in going to the chapel, | cannot overlook the sin of schism.'

She takes the children to church twice a Sunday, don't she ;'
And teaches them dl that you tell her——'

'Why—yes—I| have taken the religious instruction amost
into my own hands now.

Willis smiled quietly.

"You'll excuse an old sailor, sir; but | think that's more
than mortal man can do. There's no hour of the day but what
she's teaching them something.  She's telling them Bible stories
now, I'll warrant, if you could hear her.'

Frank made no answer.

"You wouldn't stop her doing that ? Oh, sir,’ and the old
man spoke with a quiet earnestness which was not without its
effect, just look at her now, like the Good Shepherd with His
lambs about His feet, and think whether that's not much too
pretty a sight to put an end to, in a poor sinful world like this.

‘It is my duty,' sad Frank, hardening himself. 'It pains
me exceedingly, Willis; | hope | need not tell you that,’

"If | know aught of Mr. Headley's heart by his ways, you
needn't indeed, sSr.'

"But | cannot allow it. Her mother a class leader among
these Dissenters, and one of the most active of them, too. The
school next door to her house. The preacher, of course, has
influence there, and must have. How am | to instil Church

rinciples into them, if he is counteracting me the moment my

k isturned ? | have made up my mind, Willis, to do nothing
in a hurry. Lady-day is past, and she must go on till Mid-
summer ; then | shall take the school into my own hands, and
teach them myself, for | can pay no mistress or master; and
Mr. & Just—'

Frank checked himsef as he was going to speak the truth ;
namely, that his deepy old absentee rector, Lord Scoutbush's
uncle, would yawn and grumble at the move, and wondering
why Frank "had not the sense to leave ill aone,’ would give
him no manner of assistance beyond his pittance of eighty
pounds ayear, and five pounds at Christmas to spend on the
poor.

"Excuse me, s, | don't doubt that you'll do your best in
teaching, as you aways do: but | tell you honestly, you'll get
no children to teach.’

‘No children?

'Their mothers know the worth of Grace too well, and the
children too, sir; and they'll go to her al the same, do what
gou }Nillﬁ and never a one will enter the church door from that

orth.'
a>'/On their own heads beit!' said Frank, alittle testily ; 'but
I should not have fancied Miss Harvey the sort of person to set
up hersdf in defiance of me’
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‘The more reason, dr, if you'll forgive me, for your not
putting upon her.' )

'l do not want to put upon her or any one. | will do every-
thm%v_ | will—I| do—work day and nlg?ht for these people,
Mr. Willis. 1 tell you, asl would my ownTtather. | dont think
| have another object on earth—if | have, | hope | shal for-
gett It—than the parish: but Church principles'| must carry
out.

"Wdll, sir, certainly no man ever worked here as you do. If
al had been like you, s, there would not be a Dissenter here
now; but excuse me, sir, the Churcli isa very good thing, and
| keep to mine, having served under her Maesty, and her
Majesty's forefathers, and learnt to obey orders, 1"hope; but
don'ta%/ou think, sir, you're taking it as the Pharisees took the
Sabbath-day 2

‘How then?'

'Why, as if man was made for the Church, and not the
Church for man." _ o

',,That is a shrewd thought, at least. Where did you pick it

" 'Tis none of my own, sir; ahbit of wisdom that my maid let
fall ; and it has stuck to me strangely ever since.!

'Y our maid ?" . ]

'Yes, Grace there. | aways cdl her my maid ; having no
father, poor thing, she looks up to me as one, pretty much—the
dear soul. Oh, Sr! | hope you'll think over this'again, before
you do anything. It'sdoneinaday : but years won't undo it

ain

So Grace's sayings were quoted a%;ajnst him. Her power was
Irc])rm|dable enough, if she dareuseif. Hewassdlent awhile, and

en—

"Do you think she has heard of this—of my—'
‘Honeﬂ){;sthebest policy, dr ; shehas; andthat'sthetruth.
Y ou know "how things get round.'
'‘Well ; and what did she sag?' ) )
"Il tell you her very words, sir; and they were these, if

%lqu'll excuse me. " Poor dear gentleman,” Says she, "if he
hinks chapel-going so wrong, why does he daré drive folks to
chapel? | wonder, every time he looks at that deep sea he
don't remember what the Lord sad about it, and those who
cause his little ones to offend."

_Frank was somewhat awed. The thought was new ; the ap-
plication of thetext, as his own scholarship taught him, even
more exact than Grace had fancied.

' Then she was not angry ? ] o

_'She, sir? You coul nt_an?er her if you tore her maf)leces
}ght'h ho{;[\b plrgcers, as they did those old martyrs shes always

in out.'

'Ggood-bye, Willis' sad Frank, in a hopeess tone of voice,
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and sauntered to the pier-end, down the steps, and aong the
lower pier-way, burdened with many thoughts. He came up to
the knot of chatting sailors. Not one of them touched his cap,
or moved out of the way for him. The boat lay amost across
the whole pier-way ; and he stopped, awkwardly enough, for
there was not room to get by. .

"Will you be so kind as to let me pass? asked he, meekly
enough. But no one stirred

"Why don't you get up, Torn ? asked one.

"| be lame.

'SobeU ) ) o

' The_?entleman can step over me, if he likes,' said big Jan,
a proposition the impossibility whereof raised a horse-laugh.

" Ain't you ashamed of yourselves, lads ? sad the Severe
voice of Willis, from above. “The men rose sulkily ; and Frank
hastened on, as ready to cry as ever he had been in his life
Poor fellow ! he had been “labouring among these people for
now twelve months, as no man had ever laboured before, and
he felt that he had not won the coriiidence of a single human
being,—not even of the old women, who took histeaching for
the sake of his charity, and who scented poperg, al the while,
in words in which there was no popery, and m doctrines which
were I|1USt the same, on the whole, aS those of the dissenting
preacher, smply because he would sprinkle among them certain
words and phrases which had become ' suspect,' as party badges.
His church'was dl but empty ; the genera excuse was, that it
was amile from the town ; "but Frank knew that that was not
the true reason ; that al the parish had got it into their heads
that he had a leaning to popery; that he was going over to
Eome; that he was probably a Jésuit in disguise.

Now, be it always remembered, Frank Headley was a good
man, in every sense of theword. He had nothing,” save the out-
sde, in common with those undesirable coxcombs who have
not been bred by the High Church movement, but have taken
refuge in its cracks, as they would have done forty years ago in
those of the Evangelical,—youths who_hide their crass ignor-
ance and dulness under the cloak of Church infalibility, and
having neither wit, manners, learning, humanity, nor any other
dignity whereon to stand, talk loud, Eour pis aller, about  the
dignity of the priesthood. Such men, Frank had met at neigh-
bouring clerical meetings, overbearing and out-talking the
elder and the wiser members ; and finding that he got no good
from them, had withdrawn into his parish work, to'eat his'own
heart, like Bellerophon of old. For Frank was a gentleman
and a Christian, if ever one there was. Delicate in person, all
but consumptive; graceful and refined in dl his works and
ways ; ascholar, degant rather than deep, yet a scholar il
full of dl love for painting, architecture, ahd poetry, he had
come down to bury himsdf in this remote curacy, in the honest
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desire of domﬂ good.  He had been a curate in afashionable
London church ; but finding the atmosphere thereof not over
wholesome to his soul, he had had the courage to throw off S.
Nepomuc's, its brotherhoods, sisterhoods, and dl. its gorgeous
an hlghgyl;orgzanmd appliances for enabling five thousand
rich to take folerable care of five hundred poor; and had
fled from ‘the haly virgins' (as certain old ladies who do
twice their work with half'their noise, call them% into the wilder-
ness of Bethnal Green. But six months gdlant work there,
with gallant men (for there are High Churchmen there who are
an honour to England), brought him to death's door. The
doctors commanded some soft western, air.  Frank, as chival-
rous as a knight-errant of old, would fain have died at his pot,
but his mother interfered ; and he could do no less than obey
her. So he had taken this remote West-country curacy ; all the
more willingly because he knew that nine-tenths of the people
were Dissenters.  To._ recover that place to the Church would
be something worth living for.  So he had coine, and laboured
late and early ; and behold, he had failed utterly ; and seemed
further than ever from success. He had opened, too hadtily, a
crusade against the Dissenters, and denounced where he should
have conciliated. He had overlooked—indeed he hardly knew
—the sad truth, that the mere fact of his being a clefgyman
was no passport to the hearts of his people. For the Curate
who preceded him had been an old man, mean, ignorant, incap-
able, remaining there simply because nobody elSe would have
him, and given to brandy-and-water as much as his flock. The
rector for the last fifteen years. Lord Scoutbush's uncle, was a
cypher. The rector before him had notoriously earned the
living by a marriage with alady who stood in some question-
able relation to Lord Scoutbush's father, and who had never
had a thought above his dinner_and his tithes ; and all that the
Aberalva fishermen knew of God or rlﬁhteousnesa th

learnt from the soi-disant disciples of John Wedey.  So Frank
Headley had to make up, at starting, the arrears of half a
century of base neglect; but instead of doing so, he had con-
trived” to  awaken™ againgt himsdf that oggbed hatred of
_Popery which lies inarticulate and confused,” but deep. and
irm, In the heart of the En?hsh people.  Poor fellow ! if he
made a mistake, he suffered for it.” There was hardly a sadder
soul than poor Frank, as he went listlessy up the village
street that afternoon, to his lodging a "Captain Williss,
which he had taken because he preferred living in the village
|ttself to occupying the comfortable rectory a mile out of
own.

However, we cannot st him straight;—after al, every man
must perform that office for himself, ~“So the best thing we can
do, as we landed, naturally, at the pier-head, is to walk up-street
after him, and see what sort of a place Aberava is
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_ Benesth us, to the left hand, is the quay-pool, now lying dry,
in which adozen trawlers are lopping over on their sides, their
red sals drying in the sun, the tails of the trawls hauled up to
the topmast heads; while the more handy of their owners are
ggttmg on board by ladders, to pack away the sad red sals;

rit will blow to-night. In the long furrows which their keels
have left, and in the shallow mudd%pools, lieinnumerable frag-
ments of exenterated maids (not human ones, pitiful reader,
but belonging to the order Pisces, and the family llaia), and
some twenty non- exenterated ray-do%s and picked dogs
(Anglice, dog-fish), together with a tine basking shark, at least
nine feet long, out of which the kneeling Mr. George Thomas,
clothed in pilot cloth patches of every hue, bright scarlet, blue,
and brown (not to mention a large square of white canvas
which has been let into that part of his trousers which is now
uppermost), is dissecting the liver, for the purpose of greasing
his 'sheaves with the fragrant oil thereof. The pools in
general are bedded with black mud, and creamed over with
oily flakes which may proceed from the tar on the vessals sides,
and may aso from 'decomposing animal matter,' as we euphe-
mise it nowadays. The hot pebbles, at high tide mark,—
crowned with along black row of herring and mackerel boats,
laid up in ordinary for the present,—are beautifully variegated
with mackerel's heads, gurnets' tins, old hag, lobworm, and
mussel-baits, and the inwards of a whole ichthyological
museum ; save at one spot wherethe Cloaca Maxima and port
Esquiline of Aberalva town (small enough, considering the
place holds fifteen hundred souls) murmurs from beneath a gray
stone arch toward the sea, not unfraught with dead rats and
cas, who, their ancient feud forgotten, combine lovingly at
last in increasing the health of the blue-trousered urchins who
are sailing upon that Acherontic stream bits of board with a
feather stuck in_it, or of their tiny sisters, who are dancin
about in the dirtiest pool among the trawlers in a way whicl
§|f your re?ectable black coat be seen upon the pier) will dlicit
rom one of the balconied windows above, decked with reeking
Shirts and linen, some such shriek as——

' Patience Penberthy, Patience Penberthy—a! You nasty,
dirtY, little ondecent hussy—a! What be playing in the quay-
pool for—a? A pulling up your pesticoats before the quality
—a!'" Each exclamation ng followed with that dronig

runt, with which the West-country folk, after having scream
their lungs empty through their noses, recover their breath for
a fresh burst.

Never mind ; it is no nosegay, certainly, as a whole : but did
you ever see sturdier, roser, nobler-looking children,—rounder
races, raven hair, bright gray eyes, full of run and tenderness?
As for the dirt, that cannot harm them ; poor people's children
must be dirty—why not? Look on fifty yards to the left.
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Between two ridges of high pebble bank, some twenty yards
apart, comes Alva river rushing to the sea  On the opposite
ridge, a low white house, with three or four white canvas-
covered boats, and aflag-staff with sloping cross-yard, betokens
the coastguard station. Beyond it rise blacl Jaﬁged cliffs; mile
after mile of iron-bound wall: and here and there, at the glens
mouths, great banks and denes of shifting sand. In front of
it, upon the beach, are half a dozen great green and gray heaps
of Welsh limestone ; behind it, at the cliff foot, is the lime-kiln,
with its white dusty heaps, and brown dusty men, its quivering
mirage of hot air, its strings of patient hay-nibbling donkeys,
which look as if they had just awakened out of a flour bin.
Above, agreen down stretches up to bright yellow furze-crofts
far aloft. Behind, a reedy marsh, covered with red cattle,
paves the valley till it closes in ; the steep sides of the hills are
clothed in oak and ash covert, in which, three months ago, you
could have shot more cocks in one day than you would in Berk-
shirein ayear. Pleasant little glimpses there are, too, of gray
stone farmhouses, nestling amongst sycamore and beech
bright-green meadows, alder-fringed ; sguares of rich red
fallow-field, ﬁarted by lines of golden furze; all cut out with a
peculiar blackness, and clearness, soft and tender withal,
which betokens a climate surcharged with rain. Only, in the
very bosom of the valley, a soft mist ha_nPs, increasing the
sense of distance, and softening back one hill and wood behind
another, till the great brown moor which backs it al seems to
rise out of the empty air. For athousand feet it ranges up, in
huge sheets of brown heather, and gray cairns arid screes of
granite, all sharp and black-eaged against the pale blue sky;
and all suddenlgl cut_off above by one long horizontal line of
dark gray cloud, which seems to hang there motionless, and yet
isgrowingto windward, and dying toleeward, for ever rushing
out of the invisible into sight, arid into the invisible again, at
railroad speed. Out of nothing the moor rises, and into nothing
it ascends—agreat dark phantom between earth and sky, boding
rain and howling tempest, and perhaps fearful wreck—for the
groundswell moans and thunders on the beach behind us, louder
and louder every moment.

Let us go on, and up the dtreet, after we have scrambled
through the usual labyrinth of timber-baulks, rusty anchors,
boats which have been (:_Ira&ged, for the purpose of mending and
tarring, into the very middle of the road, and old spars stowed
under walls, in the vain hope that they may be of some use for
something some day, and have stood the stares and welcomes of
the lazy giants who are sitting about upon them, black-locked,
black-bearded, with ruddy, wholesome faces, and eyes as bright
as diamonds; men who are on their own ground, and know it;
who will not touch their caps to you, or pull the short black
pipe from between their lips as you pass, but expect you to

E T Y. A
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prove yourself a gentleman, by speaking respectfully to them ;
which, if you do, you will find them as hearty, intelligent, brave
fellows as ever walked this earth, capable of anything, from
working the naval-brigade guns at Sevastopol down to runnin
up to ... ahundred miles in a cockleshdll lugger, to forest
the earIK mackerel market. God be with you, my brave lads,
and with your children after you ; for aslong as you are what
I have known you, Old England will rule the seas, and many a
land besidel

But in going up Aberalva Street, you remark severa tilings;
first, that the houses were all whitewashed yesterday, except
where the snowy white is ﬁicked out by buttresses of pink and
blue; next, that they all have bright green palings in front,
and bright green window-sills and frames; next, that they are
dl roofed with shining gray date, and the space between the
window and the paes flagged with the same ; next, that where
such space is not flagged, it is full of flowers and shrubs which
stand the winter only in our greenhouses. The fuchsias are ten
feet high, laden with ripe purple berries running over (for there
are no birds to pick them off; and there, in the front of the
coast-guard lieutenant's house, is Cobsea scandens, covered with
purple claret-glasses, as it has been ever since Christmas: for
Aberalva knows no winter : and there are grown-up menin it
who never put on a skate, or made a snowball in their lives. A
most cIeanIF(, bright-coloured, foreign-looking street, is that
long strag? ing one which runs up the hill towards Penava
Court: only remark, that this cleanliness is gained by making
the gutter in the middle street the common sewer of the town,
and tread clear of cabba e-Iew&q_Pilchard bones, et id genus
omne. For Aberalvais like Paris (if the answer of a celebrated
sanitary reformer to the Emperor be truly reported), 'fair with-
out but foul within.'

However, the wind is blowing dull and hollow from south-
west ; the clouds are rolling faster and faster up from the
Atlantic; the sky to westward is brassy green; the glass is
falling fast; and there will be wind and rain enough to-night
to sweep even Aberalva clean for the next week.

Grace Harvey sees the corning storm, as she goes sowly
homewards, dismissing her little flock; and she lingers long
and sadly outside her cottage door, looking out over the fast
blackening sea, and listening to the hollow thunder of the
groundswell againgt the back of the point which sheters
Aberava Cove.

Far away on the horizon, the masts of stately ships stand out
against_the sky, driving fast to the eastward with shortened
sal. They, too, know what is coming; and Grace prays for
them as she stands, in her wild way, with half outspoken words.

"All those gallant ships, dear Lord ! and so many beautiful
men in them, and so few of them ready to die; and al those
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gadlant soldiers going to the war ;—Lord, wilt thou not have
mercy ? Spare them for a little time before Is not that
cruel, man-devouring sea full enough, Lord; and brave men's
bones enough, strewn up and down all rocks and sands? And
is not that dark place full enough, O Lord, of poor souls cut off
in a moment, as my two werel Oh, not to-night, dear Lord !
Do not call any one to-night—give them a day more, one chance
more, poor fellows—they have had so few, and so many tempta-
tions, and, perhaps, no schooling. They go to sea so early, and
young things will be young things, Lord.  Spare them but one
night more—and dyet He did not spare my two—they had no
time to repent, and have no time for ever, evermore !

~ And she stands looking out over the sea; but she has lost
sight of everything, save her own sad imaginations. Her eyes
open wider and wider, as if before some unseen horror ; the eye-
brows contract upwards; the cheeks sharpen; the mouth parts;
the lips draw back, showing the white teeth, as if in intensest
agony. Thus she standslong, motionless, awe-frozen, ssvewhen
a shudder runs through every limb, with such a countenance as
that ' fair terror ' of which Shelley sang—

"Its horror and its beaug/ are divine ;
Upon its lips and eyelids seem to lie
Loveliness like a stiadow, from which shine,
Fiery and lucid, struggling underneath,
The agonies of anguish and of death.’

Her mother comes out from the cottage door behind, and
lays her hand upon the girl's shoulder. The spell is broken;
and hiding her face in her hands, Grace bursts into violent
weeping.

) 'OWhat are you doing, my poor child, here, in the cold night
air?'

"My two, mother, my two !" said she; ' and all the poor souls
at seato-night!’

' You mustn't think of it. Haven't | told you not to think of
it? One would lose one's wits if one did too often.’

"If it is dl true, mother, what ese is there worth thinking of
in heaven or earth ?

And Grace goes in with a dull, heavy look of utter exhaus-
tion, bodily and mental, and quietly sets the things for supper,
and goes about her cottage work, as one who bears a heav
chain, but has borne it too long to let it hinder the daily drud-
gergj of life.

‘Grace had reason to pray at least for the soldiers who were
going to the war. For as she prayed, the Orinoco, Ripon, and
Manilla were steaming down Southampton Water, with the
Guards on board ; and out that morning little Lord Scoutbush,
left behind at the depot, had bid farewell to his best friend,
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opposite Buckingham Pdace, while the bearskins were on the
bayonet-points, with—

" Well, old fellow, you have the fun, after dl, and | the work;'
and had been answered with—

" Fun ? there will be no lighting; and | shall only have lost
my season in town.'

Was there, then, no man among them that day, who

"As the trees beg?an to whisper and the wind began to roll,
Heard in the wild March morning the angels call his soul’ ?

Verily they are gone down to Hades, even many stalwart
souls of heroes.

CHAPTER Il
ANYTHING BUT STILL LIFE

PENALVA COURT, about half a mile from the quay, is 'like a
house in a story;'—a house of seven gables, and those very
aky ones; a house of useless long passages, useless turrets
vast lumber attics where maids see F?hosts, lofty garden an
?/ard, walls of ﬁray stone, round which the wind and rain are
ashing through the dreary darkness ; low oak-ribbed ceilings;
windows which once were mullioned with stone, but now with
wood painted white ; walls which were once oak-wainscot, but
have been painted like the mullions, to the disgust of Eislgty
Vavasour, poet, its occupant in March 1854, who forgot thaf,
while the oak was left dark, no man could have seen to read in
the rooms a yard from the window. )
~ He has, however, little reason to complain of the one draw-
ing-room, where he arid his wife are sitting, so pleasant has she
made it look, in spite of the plainness of the furniture. A
bright log-lire is burning on the hearth. There are a few good
books too, and a few handsome prints; while some redly valu-
able knick-knacks are set out, with pardonable ostentation, on
a little table covered with crimson velvet. It is only cotton
velvet, if you look close at it; but the things are pretty enough
to catch the eye of al visitors; and Mrs. Hede, the doctor's
wife (who always cals Mrs. Vavasour 'my lady,’ though she
does not love her}/ and Mrs. Trebooze, of Trebooze, always finger
them over when have any opportunity, and whisper to each
other, half contemptuously, ' Ah, poor thing ! there's'a sign that
she has seen better days.

And better days, in‘one sense, Mrs. Vavasour has seen. | am
afraid, indeed, that she has more than once regretted the morn-
ing when she'ran away in a hack-cab from her brother Lord
Scoutbush's house in Eaton Square, to be married to Eldey
Vavasour, the gifted author of A Soul's Ayonies, and other Poems.
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He was a lion then, with foolish women running after him, and
turning his head once and for all; and Lucia &. Just was a
wild Irish ?IH, new to London society, all feeling and romance,
and literally all; for there was little real intellect underlyin
her passionate sensibility. So when the sensibility burnt itsel
out, as it generaly does; and when children, and the weak
health which comes with them, and the cares of a household,
and money difficulties, were absorbing her little powers, Eldey
Vavasour began to fancy that hiswife wasavery common-place
person who was fast losing even her good looks and her good
temper. So, on the whole, they were not happy. Eldey was
an affectionate man, and honourable to a fantastic nicety ; but
lie was vain, capricious, over-sensitive, craving for admiration
and distinction; and it was not enough for him that hiswife
loved him, bore him children, kept his accounts, mended and
moiled al day long for him and his; he wanted her to act the
public for him exactly when he was hungry for praise; and
that not the actual, but an altogether ideal, public; to worship
him as adeity, 'live for him and him alone," realise' his poetic
dreams of marriage bliss, and talk sentiment with him, or listen
to him talking sentiment to her, when she would much sooner
be safein burying all the petty cares of the day, and the
Bain in her back too, poor thing! in sound sleep' and so it
efell that they often quarrelled and wrangled, and. that they
were quarrelling and wrangling this very night.

Who cares to know how it began? Who caresto hear how
it went on,—the stupid, aimless skirmish of bitter words, be-
tween two people who had forgotten themselves? | believe it
began with Eldey's being vexed at her springing up two or
three times, fancying that she heard the children cry, while he
wanted to be quiet, and sentimentalise over the roaring of the
wind outside. Then—shethought of nothing but those children.
Why did she not take a book and occupy her mind? To which
she had her pert, though just answer, about her mind having
quite enough to do to keep clothes on the children's backs, an
so forth,—let who list imagine the miserable little squabble ;—
till she says—'l know what has put you out so to-night;
nothing but the news of my sisters coming.' He answers—
'That her sgter is aslittle to him as to any man ; aswelcome
to come now as she has been to stay away these three years.

" Ah, it'svery well to say that ; but you have been adifferent
person ever since that letter came.’ And so she torments him
into an angry self-justification (which she takes triumphantly
as a confession) that' it is very disagreeable to have his thoughts
broken in on by one who has no sympathy with him and his

ursuits—andwho——' and at that point he wisely stops short,
or he was going to throw down a very ugly gage of baitle.

Thrown down or not, Lucia snatches at it.

" Ah, | understand; poor Valentia! You aways hated her.'
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"1 did not: but sheis so brusque, and excited, and——'

' Be so kind as not to abuse my family. You may say what
you will of me ; but——'

' And what have your family done for me, pray ?

'‘Why, considering that we are now living rent-free in m
brother's house, and——' She- stopsin her turn; for her pride
and her prudence also will not let her tell him that Vaentiahas
been clothing her and the children for the last three years. Heis
just the man to forbid her on the spot to receive any more pre-
sents, and to sacrifice her comfort to his own pride. But what
she has sad is quite enough to brin%out avery angry answer,
which she expecting, nipsin the bud by—

'For goodness sake, don't speak so loud; | don't want the
servants to hear.'

"1 am not speaking loud' (he has not yet opened his lips).
"That iso?/our old trick to prevent my defending myself, while
you are driving one mad. How dare you taunt me with being
a pensioner on your brother's bounty ? Il go up to town again
and take lodgings there. | need not be beholden to any aristo-
crat of them al. | have my own station in the real world,—the
world of intellect: | have my own friends; | have made myself
a name without his help; and | can live without his help, he
shdl find !'

" Which namewere you ieaking of ? rejoins she, looking up at
him, with al her native Irish humour flashing up for amoment
in her naughty eyes. The next minute she would have given
her hand not to have sad it; for, with a very terrible word,
Eldey springs to his feet and dashes out of the room. ]

She hears him catch up his hat and cloak, and hurry out into
the rain, slamming the door behind him. She springs uto to call
him back, but he is gone;—arid she dashes herself on the floor,
and bursts into an agony of weeping over 'young bliss never to
return'! Not intheleast. Her principal fear is, lest he should
catch cold in the rain. She takes up her work again, and
gtitches away in the comfortable certainty that in half an hour
she will have recovered her temper, and he dso ; that they will
pass a sulky night; and to-morrow, by about mid-day, without
explanation or formal reconciliation, have become as good
friends as ever. 'Perhaps,' says she to herself, with awoman's
sense of power, 'if he be very much ashamed and very wet, I'll
pity him and make friends to-night.'

Miserable enough are these little squabbles.  Why will two
pegple, who have sworn to love and cherish each other utterly,
and who, on the whole, do what they have sworn, behave to
each other as they dare for very shame behave to no one dse 1
Is it that, as every beautiful thing has its hideous antitype, this
mutual shamelessnessis the devil's ape of mutual confidence ?
Perhaps it cannot be otherwise with beings compact of
and evil. When the veil of reserve is withdrawn from between
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two souls, it must be withdrawn for evil, asfor good, till the two
natures, which ought to seek rest, each in the other's inmost
depths, may at last spring apart, confronting each other reck-
lesdy with---' There, you see me as | am ; you know the worst of
me, and | of you ; take me as you find me—what care 1?
Eldey and Lucia have not yet arrived at that terrible crisis ;
though they are on the path toward it,—the path of little care-
lessnesses, rudenesses, ungoverned words and tempers, and,
worst of al, of that half-confidence, which is certain to avenge
itself by irritation and quarrelling; for if two married people
will not tell each other in love what they ought, they will be
sure to tell each other in anger what they ought not. It isplain
enough already that Elsley has his weak point, which must not be
touched; something about' aname,' which Luciaisto be expected
to ignore,—as if anything which realy exists could be ignored
while two people live together night and day, for better for
worse. (Till the thornis out the wound will not heal ) and till
the matter (whatever it may be) is set right by confession and
absolution, there will be no peace for them, for they are living
in alie; and unlessit beavery little one indeed, better, perhaps
that they should go on to that terrible crisis of open defiance.
It may end in disgust, hatred, madness; but it may, too, end
in each falling agan upon the other's bosom, and sobbing out
through holy tears—' Yes, you do know the worst of me, and yet
you love me ill.  This is happiness, to find oneself most loved
when one most hates oneself ! God, help us to confess our sins
to Thee, aswe havedoneto each other, and to begin lifeagain like
little children, struggling hand in hand out of this lowest pit,
up the steep path which leads to life, and strength, and peace.’
Heaven grant that it may so end ! But now Eldey has gone
raging out into the raging darkness ; trying to prove himself to
himself the most injured of men, and to hate his wife as much
as possible : though the fool knows the whole timethat heloves
her better than anything on earth even than that 'fame,
on which he tries to fatten hislean soul, snapping greedily at
every scrap which falls in his way, and in default snapping at
everybody and everything dse. And little comfort it gives him.
Why should it1 What comfort, save in being wise and strong ?
And is he the wiser or stronger for being told by a reviewer
that he has written fine words, or has failed in writing them ;
or to have silly women writing to ask for his autograph, or for
leave to set his songsto music? Nay,—shocking as the question
may seem,—is he the wiser and stronger man for being a poet
at al, and a genius ?>—provided, of course, that the word genius
is used in its modern meaning, of a person who can say prettier
things than his neighbours. T think not. Be it asit may, away
goes the poor genius; his long cloak, picturesque enough in
calm weather, fluttering about uncomfortably enough, while the
rain washes his long curls into swabs; out. through the old
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garden, between storm-swept laurels, beneath dark groaning
ines, and through a door in the wall which opens into the
ane.

The road leads downward, on the right, into the village. He
is in no temper to meet his fellow-creatures—even to see the
comfortable gleam through their windows, as the sailors close
round the fire with wife and child ; so he turnsto the left, u
the deep stone-banked lane, which leads towards the cliff, dar
nowdas pitch, for it is overhung, right and left, with deep oak-
wood.

It is no easy matter to proceed, though, for the wind pours
down the lane as through afunnel, and the road is of dippery
bare date, worn here and there into puddles of greasy clay, and
Eldey dlips back half of every step, while his wrath, as he tires,
oozesout of hisheels. Moreover, those dark trees above him,
tossing their heads impatiently against the scarcely less dark
sky, strike an awe into him,—a sense of loneliness, ailmost of
fear. An uncanny, bad night it is; and he is out on a bad
errand ; and he knows it, and wishes that he were home again.
He does not believe, of course, in those ' spirits of the storm,'
about whom he has so often written, any more than he doesin
agreat dea of hisfineimagery ; but still, in such characters as
his, the sympathy between the moods of nature and those of the
mind is most real and important; and Dame Nature's equinoc-
tial night-wrath is weird, gruesome, crushing, and can be faced
(if it must be faced) in real comfort only when oneis going on
an errand of mercy, with a clear conscience, alight heart, agood
cigar, and plenty of mackintosh.

So, ere Eldey had gone a quarter of a mile, he turned back,
and resolved to go in, and take up hisbook once more. Perhaps
Lucia might beg his pardon ; and if not, why, perhaps he might
beg hers.  The rain was washing the spirit out of him, as it does
out of a thin-coated horse.

Stay ! What was that sound above the roar of the gde? A
cannon?

He listened, turning his head right and left to escape the
howling of the wind in hisears. A minute, and another boom
rose and rang aloft. It was near, too. He amost fancied that
he felt the concussion of the air.

Another, and another; and then in the village below, he
could see lights hurrying to and fro. A wreck at sea? He
turned again up the lane. He had never seen awreck. What
an opportunity for a poet; and on such a night too : it would
be magnificent if the moon would but come out! Just the scene,
too, for his excited temper! He will work on upward, let it
blow and rain as it may. He s not disappointed. Ere he has
gone a hundred yards, a mass of dripping oilskins runs full butt
against him, knocking him against the bank ; and, by the clank
or weapons, he recognises the coast-guard watchman.
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" Hillo !—who's that ? Beg your pardon, sr,' asthe man re-
cognises Eldey’s voice,

What is it >—what are the guns ?

" God knows, sir!  Overright the Chough and Crow ; on 'em
I'm afeared. Therethey go again '—hard up, poor souls!  God
help them ! and the manruns shouting down the lane.

‘Another gun, and another; but long ere Elsley reaches the
cliff, they are silent; and nothing is to be heard but the noise
of the storm, which, loud as it was below among the wood, is
amost intolerable now that he is on the open down.

He struggles up the lane toward the cliff, and there pauses,
gasping, under the shelter of a wall, trying to analyse that
enormous mass of sound which fills his earsand brain and flows
through his heart like maddening wine. He can bear the sight
of the dead grass on the cliff-edge, weary, feeble, expostulating
with its old tormentor the gale ; then thé fierce screams of the
blasts as they rush up across the layers of rock below, like
hounds leaping up at their prey ; and, far beneath, the horrible,
confused battle-roar of that great leaguer of waves. He cannot
e them, as he strains his eyes over the wall into the blank
depth,—nothing but a confused welter and quiver of mingled
air, and rain, and spray, asif the very atmosphere were writh-
mgi in the clutches of the gae: but lie can hear,—what can he
not hear ? It would have needed a less vivid brainthan Eldey's
to fancy another Badajos beneath. There it al is.—the rush
of columns to the breach, officers cheering them on,—pauses,
breaks, wild retreats, upbraiding cals, whispering consultations,
fresh rush on rush, now here, now there,—fierce shouts above,
below, behind,—shrieks of onY, choked groans and. gasps, of
dying men,—scaling-ladders hurled down with all their raitling
frelg t,—dull mine explosions, ringing cannon thunder, asthe
old fortress blasts back its besiegers i:)e -mell into the deep. It
is dl there: truly enough there, at least, to madden yet more
Eldey's wild angry brain, till he tries to add his shoits to the
great” battle-cries of land and sea, and finds them asllittle audible
as an infant's wail. _ ) ) _

Suddenly, far below him, a bright glimmer; and, in a
moment, & blue-light reveals the whole scene, in ghastly hues,
—blue feaping bréakers, blue weltering sheets of foarn, blue
rocks, crowded with blue figures, like %hosts flitting to and fro
upon the brink of that blue Seethln% legethon, and rushing
up towards him through the air, a thousand flying blue foam-

nges, which dive over the brow of the hill ‘and vanish, like
gelicate fairies fleeing before the wrath of the gale :(—but where
is the wreck ? The blue-light cannot pierce the gray veil of
mingled mist and spray which hangs to seaward ; and her guns
have been silent for half an hour and more.

Eldey hurries down, and finds half the village collected on
the long doping point of down below. Salors wrapped in
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pilot-cloth, oil-skinned coast-guardsmen, women with their
gowns turned over their heads, staggering restlessly up and
own, and in and out, while every moment some freshcomer
stumbles down the dope, thrusting himself into his clothes as
he goes, and asks, 'Where's the wreck ? and gets no answer,
but a surly advice to "hold his noise,' as if they had hope of
hearing the wreck which they cannot see : and kind women,
with their hearts full of mothers instincts, declare that they
can hear little children crying, and are pooh-poohed down by
kind men, who man's fashion, don't like to believe anything too
painful, or, if they believe it, to talk of it.
What were the guns from, then, Brown ? asks the lieu-
tenant of the head-boatman.

' Off the Chough and Crow, | thought, sir. God grant not!"

' You thought, sr,' says the great man, willing to vent his
vexation on someone. 'Why didn't you make sure?"

Why, just look, lieutenant,' sgys Brown, pointing into the
" blank height of the dark;" and | was on the pier too, and
couldn't see; but the look-out man here says——" A shift of
wind, a drift of cloud, and the moon flashes out a moment.
' There sheis, sr.'
_ Some three hundred yards.Fut at sea lies along curved black
line, beautiful, severe, and till, amid those white wild leaping
hills. A murmur from the crowd, which swells into a roar, as
they surge aimlessly up and down. o

Another moment, and it is cut in two by a white line—
covered—Ilost—all hold their breaths. No; the sea passes on,
and dill the black curveisthere; enduring.

" A terrible big ship !"

" A Liverpool clipper, by the lines of her.'

' God help theePoor passengers, then!" sobs a woman.
' They're past our help : she's on her beam ends,

'And her deck upright towards us.'

'Slence! Out of the way you loafing long-shores!" shouts
the lieutenant. ' Brown—the rockets !
~ What though the lieutenant be somewhat given to strong
liquors, and stronger language. He wearsthe Queen'suniform;
and what is more, he knows his work and can do it; al make a
silent ring while the fork is planted ; the lieutenant, throwing
away the end of his cigar, kneels and adjusts the stick ; Brown
and his mates examine and shake out the coils of line.

Another minute, and the magnificent creature rushes forth
with a triumphant roar, and soars aoft over the waves in along
stream of fire, defiant of the gae.

Isitover her? No! A fiercegust, which al but hurls the
spectators to the ground ; the fiery stream swi away to the
left, in a grand curve of sparks, and drops into the sea

"Try it again!" shouts the lieutenant, his blood now up,
" Well see which will beat, wind or powder.'
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Again a rocket is fixed, with more allowance for the wind,;
but the black curve has disappeared, and he must wait awhile.
' Thereitisagain! Fly swift and sure, cries Eldey, ' thou
fiery angel of mercy, bearing the saviour-line! It may not be
toolateyet.'

Full and true the rocket went across her ; and ' Three cheers
for the lieutenant!" rose above the storm. ) )

" Silence, lads! Not so bad, though ;' says he, rubbing his
wet hands. 'Hold on by the line, and watch for a bite, Brown.'

Five minutes pass. Brown has the line in his hand, waiting
fﬁr any signal touch from the ship : but the line swayslimp in
the surge.

Ten minutes. The lieutenant lights a fresh cigar, and paces
up and down, smoking fiercely. ]

A quarter of an hour; and yet no response. The moon is
shining clearly now. They can see her hatchways, the stumps
of her masts, great tangles of rigging swaying and lashing down
across her deck; but that delicate upper curveis becoming more
ragged after every wave ; and the tide is rising fast. )

" There's a pull!" shouts Brown. . . . 'No, there ain't!

.. God have mercy, sir! She's going !'

The black curve boils up, as if a mine had been sprung on
board, leaps into arches, jagged peaks, black bars crossed and
tangled; and then all melts away into the white see.th|endq
waste ; while the line floats home heIPIeﬂy, as if disappointed;
and the billows plunge more sullenly and sadly towards the
shore, asif in remorse for their dark and reckless deed.

All is over. What shall we do now ? Go home, and ﬁraK
that God may have mercy on al drowning souls? Or thinl
what a picturesgque and tragical scene it was, and what a beauti-
ful poem it will make, when we have thrown it into an artistic
form, and bedizened it with conceits and analogies stolen from
al heaven and earth by our own self-willed fancy 1 )

Eldey Vavasour—througih whose spectacles, rather than with
my own eyes, | have been looking at the wreck, and to whose
account, not to mine, the metaphors and similes of the last two
pages must be laid—took the latter course ; not that he was not
awed, calmed, and even humbled, as he felt how poor and petty
his own troubles were, compared with that great tragedy ; but
in his fatal habit of considering al mattersin heaven ana earth
as bricks and mortar for the poet to build with, he considered
that he had ' seen enough ;' as if men were sent into the world
to see, and not to act; and going home too excited to deep,
much more to go and kiss forgiveness to his sleepmg wife, sat
up dl night, writing ' The Wreck,’ which may be (as the
reviewer in The Parthenon asserts) an exquisite poem ; but |
cannot say that it is of much importance. . .

So the delicate genius sat that night, scribbling versesby a
warm fire, and the rough Tieutenant Settled himsalf down inhis
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mackintoshes, to st out those weary hours on the bare rock,
having done al that he could do, and yet knowing that his duty
was not to leave the place as long as there was a chance of
saving—not a life, for that was past al hope—but a chest of
clothes or a gick of timber. There he settled himself, grum-
bling yet faithful; and filled up the time with deepy maledic-
tions against some old admiral, who had—or had not—taken a
spite to him in the West Indies thirty years before, else he
would have been a post captain by now, comfortably in bed on
board a crack frigate, instead of sitting al night out on a rock,
like an old cormorant, etc. etc. Who knows not the woes of
ancient coast-guard lieutenants ?

But as it befell, Eldey Vavasour was justly punished for
goi ?19 home, by losing the most ' poetical' incident of the whole
night.

For with the coast-guardsmen many sailors stayed. There
was nothing to be earned by staying : but ill, who knew but
they might be wanted ? And they hung on with the same
feeling which tempts one to Iin%er round a grave ere the earth
is filled in, loth to give up the last sight, and with it the last
hope. The ship herself, over and above her lost crew, wasin
their eyes a person to be loved and regretted. And Gentleman
Jan spoke, like a true sailor—

'‘An, poor dear ! And she such a beauty, Mr. Brown ; as
gny (')ne might see by her lines, even that way off. Ah, poor

ear!’

" And so many brave souls on board; and, perhaps, some of
them not ready, Mr. Beer,' says the serious elderly chief boat-
man. ' Eh, Captain Willis ?

' The Lord has had mercy on them, | don't doubt,” answers
the old man, in his quiet sweet voice. 'One can't but hope
that He would give them time for one prayer before al was
over ; and having been drowned myself, Mr. Brown, three times,
and taken up for dead—that is, once in Gibraltar Bay, and once
when | was a total wreck in the old Seahorse, that was in the
hurricane in the Indies ; after that, when | fell over quay-head
here, fishing for bass—why, | know well how quick the prayer
will run through a man's heart, when he's a-drowning, and the
light of conscience, too, all one's life in one minute, like—'

"It arn't the men | care for,' says Gentleman Jan ; 'they're
%one to heaven, like dl brave sdlors do as dies by wreck and

attle: but the poor dear ship, dye e, Captain Willis, she
han't no heaven to go to, .and that's why | feel for her 0.

Both the old men shake their heads at Jan's doctrine, and
turn the subject off.

' You'd better go home, captain, 'fear of the rheumatics. It's
a rough night for your years ; and you've no cdl, like me'

"I would, but for my maid there ; and | can't get her home;
and | can't leave her. AndWillis pointsto the schoolmistress, who
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Sits upon the flat ope of rock, alittle apart from the rest, with
her face resting on her hands, gazing intently out into the wild
waste.

' Make her go; it's her duty—we al have our duties. Why
does her mother let her out at this time of night? | keep
my maids tighter than that, | warrant.” And disciplinarian
Mr. Brown makes a step towards her.

" Ah, Mr. Brown, don't now ! She's not one of us. There's
no saying what's going oh there in her. Maybe she's praying ;
maybe she sees more than we do, over the sea there!'

"What do you mean? There's no living body in those
breakers, be sure !'

‘There's more living things about on such a night than have
bodies to them, or than any but such as she can see If any
one ever talked with angels, that maid does; arid I've heard her,
too; | can say | have—certain of it. Those that like may call
her an innocent: but | wish | were such an innocent, Mr.
Brown. I'd be nearer heaven then, here on earth, than | fear
sometimes | ever shall be, even after I'm dead and gone.'

'Well, she's a good girl, mazed or not; but look at her now !
What's she after ?'

The girl had raised her head, and was pointing, with onearm
stretched stiffly out, toward the sea.

Old Willis went down to her, and touched her gently on the
shoulder.

'Come home, my maid, then, you'll take cold, indeed;" but
she did not move or lower her arm.

The old man, accustomed to her fits of fixed melancholy,
looked down under her bonnet, to see whether she was 'past,’ as
he cdled it. By the moonlight he could see her great eyes
steady and wide open. She motioned him away, half im-
patiently, and then sprang to her feet with a scream.

"Aman! Aman! Save him!

As she spoke, a huge wave rolled in, and shot up the sloping
end of the point in a broad sheet of foam. And out of it
struggled, on hands and knees, a human figure. He looked
wildly up, and round, and then his head dropped again on his
breast; and he lay clinging with outspread arms, like Homer's
polypus in the Odyssey, as the wave drained back, in a thousand
roaring cataracts, over the edge of the rock.

' Save him !" shrieked she again, as twenty men rushed for-
ward—and stopped short. The man was fully thirty yards
from them ; but close to him, between them and him, stretched
a long ghastly crack, some ten feet wide, cutting the point
across.  All knew it: its slippery edge, its polished upright
sdes, the seething cauldrons within it; and knew, too, that the
next wave would boil up from it in a hundred jets, and suck in
the strongest to his doom, to fall, with brains dashed out, into a
chasm from which was no return.
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Ere they could nerve themselves for action, the wave had
come. Up the dope it went, one-half of it burying the wretched
mariner, and fell over into the chasm. The other half rushed
up the chasm itself, and spouted forth again to the moonlight in
columns of snow, in time to meet the wave from which it had
just parted, as it fell from above; and then the two boiled up,
and r?und, and over, and swirled along the smooth rock to their
very feet.

The schoolmistress took one long look ; and as the wave
retired, rushed after it to the very brink of the chasm, and flung
herself on her knees.

' She's mazed!"

' No, she's not!" amost screamed old Willis, in mingled pride
and terror, as he rushed after her. ' The wave has carried him
across the crack, and she's got him !"  And lie sprang upon her,
and caught her round the waist.

' Now, if you be men !" shouted he, as the rest hurried down.

" Now, if you be men ; before the next wave comes!" shouted
big Jan. 'Hands together, and make aline!" And he took a
grip with one hand of the old man's waistband, and held out the
other for who would to seize.

Who took it? Frank Headley, the curate, who had been
watching al sadly apart, longing to do something which no one
could mistake.

‘Be you man enough V asked big Jan doubtfully.

' Try,'said Frank.

' Redlly, you ben't, sir,' said Jan, civilly enough. ' Means no
offence, sir; Your heart's stout enough, | see; but you don't
know what it'll be' Arid he caught the hand of a huge fellow
next him, while Frank shrank sadly back into the darkness.

Strong hand after hand was clasped, and strong knee after
knee dropped almost to the rock, to meet the coming rush of
water; and al who knew their business took along breath,—
they might have need of one. :

It came, and surged over the man, and the girl, and up to old
Williss throat, and round the knees of Jan and his neighbour;
and then followed the returning out-draught, and every limb
quivered with the strain; but when the cataract had dis
appeared, the chain was still unbroken.

*Saved!' and a cheer broke from al lips, save those of the
irl herself; she was as sensdess as he whom she had saved,
hey hurried her and him up the rock ere another wave could

come; but they had much ado to open her hands, so firmly
clenched together were they round his waist.

Gently they lifted each, and laid them on the rock ; while old
Willis, having recovered his breath, sat to work crying like a
child, to restore breath to ' his maiden.’

"Run for Dr. Hede, some good Christian!" But Frank,
longing to escape from a company who did not love him, and to
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be of some use ere the night was out, was aready half-way to
the village on that very errand.

However, ere the doctor could be stirred out of his boo:
slumbers, and thrust into his clothes by his wife, the school-
mistress was safe in bed a her mother's house ; and the man,
weak, but alive, carried triumphantly up to Heale's door ; which
having been kicked open, the sailors insisted in carrying him
right upstairs, and depositing him on the best spare bed.

" If you won't come to your patients, doctor, your patients
shall come to you. Why were you adeep in your liquors, in-
stead of looking out for poor wratches, likea Christian? You
see whether his bones be broke, and gi un his medicines proper;
and then go and see after the schoolmistress sheém worth a
dozen of any man, and a thousand of you! WelIl pay for 'un
likemen ; andif youdon't, we'll break every bottle inyour shop.'

To which, what between bodily fear and real good-nature,
old Hedle assented ; and so ended that eventful night.

CHAPTER IV
FLOTSOM, JETSOM, AND LAGEND

ABOUT nine o'clock the next marning, Gentleman Jan strolled
into Dr. Hed€e's surgery, pipe in mouth, with an attendant
satellite ; for everx lion, poor as well as rich, in country asin
town, must needs have hisjackal.

Hede's surgery—or, in plain English, shop—was a doleful
hole enough ;" in"such dirt and confusion as might be expected
from adrunken occupant, with a practice which was only not
decaying because there was no riva in the field. But monopoly
made the old man, as it makes most men, al the more lazy and
cardess ; and there was not a drug on his shelves which could
be warranted to work the effect &t forth in. that sanguine and
too trustful book, the Pharmacopada, which, like Mr. Pecksniff's
Engzland, expects every man to do his duty, and is, accordi né:]Iy
(as hellé&ncet and Dr. Letheby know too well), grievously dis-

fied. v
qi"?gith_is kennel of evil savours Hede was slowly trying to
poke things into something like order ; and dragging otit a few
old drugs with a shaky hand, to see if any one would buy them,
in a vague expectafion that something must needS have
happened to somebody the night before, which would require
somewhat of hisart. ~ ) )

And he was not disappointed. Gentleman Jan, without
taking his pipe out of his mouth, dropped his huge elbows on
the counter, and his black-fringed chin on his fists: took a look
rOL(Jjntdhthe shop, as if to find something which would suit him;
and then—
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'l say, doctor, gi's some tackleum.'

'Some diachylum plaster, Mr. Beer? says Hede meekly,
' What for, then?'

'To tackle my shins. | barked 'em cruel against King
Arthur's nose lagt night. Hard in the bone he is;(—wish | was
as hard.’

" How much diachylum will you want, then, Mr. Beer 1'

" Wel, | don't know. Let'ssee!" and Jan pulls up his blue
trousers, and pulls down his gray rig and furrows, and considers
his broad and shaggy shins.

' Matter of four pennies broad ; two to each leg ;
replaces his elbows, and smokes on.

'l say, doctor, that 'ere curate came out well last night. |
shall go to church next Sunday.'

"What,' asks the satellite, "after you upset he that fashion
yesterday ?'

'I don't care what you thinks,' says Jan, who, of course’
bullies his jackal like most lions; 'but | goes to church. He's
agood 'un, say |,--little and good, like a Welshman's cow ; and
clapped me on the back when wed got the man and the maid
sofe, and says,—"Well done our side, old fellow !" and stands
something hot all round, what's more, in at the Mariner's Rest.
—I say., octor, where's he as we hauled ashore ? I'll go up and
see 'un.

‘Not now, then, Mr. Beer; not now, then. He's deeping,
indeed he is, like any child.'

'S0 much the better. We wain't be bothered with his
hollering. Butgoup | will. Doyelet me now ; I'll be asill
asarnad.

And Jan kicked off his shoes, and marched on tiptoe through
the shop, while Dr. Heale, moaning professional ejaculations,
showed him the way.

The shipwrecked man was sleeping swestly : and little was
to be seen of his face, so covered was it with dark tangled curls
and thick beard.

"Ah! a 'Stralian digger, by the beard of him, and his red
jersey," whispered Jan, as he bent tenderlﬁ/ over the poor fellow,
and put his head on one side to listen to his breathing. ' Beau-
tiful he deeps, to be sure !' said Jan ; 'and atidy-looking chap,
too. Tis a pity to wake 'un, poor wratch; and he, per_haE_s,
with a sweetheart aboard, and drownded; or else al his kit
lost. Let'un deep so long as he can: hell find dl out soon
enough, God help him !"

And big Jan stole down the stairs gently and reverently, like
ﬁ.trléﬁlsailor; and took his diachylum, and went off to plaster

is shins.

About ten minutes afterwards, Heale was made aware that
his guest was awake by sundry grunts and eaculations, which
ended in a series of long and doleful whistles, and then broke

and then
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out into asong. So he went up, and found the stranger sitting
upright in bed, combing his curls with his lingers and chanting
unto himself a cheerful ditty.

* Good morning, doctor,' quoth he, as his host entered. 'Very
kind of you, this. Hope | haven't turned a better man than
myself put of his bed.'

'‘Delighted to seeyou so well. Very near drowned, though.
We were pumping at your lungs for afull half hour.'

'Ah? nothing, though, for an experienced professional man
likeyou!"

"Hum! speaks well for your discrimination,’ says Hesdle,
flattered. ' Very well-spoken young person, though hisbeard is
abit wild. How did you know, then, that | was a doctor ?

'By the reverend looks of you, sir. Besides, | smelt the rhu-
barb and senna all tho way upstairs, and knew that I'd fallen
among professional brethren :—

' "Oh, then tins valiant manner,
Which sailed across the sea,
He came home to his own sweetheart,
With his heart so lull of glee ;
' "With his heart so full of glee, sir,
And his pockets full of gold,
And his bag of drugget, with many a nugget,
As heavy as he could hold."

Don't you wish yours was, doctor ?

' Eh, eh, eh,' sniggered Hedle.

‘Mine was last night. Now, doctor, let's have a glass of
brandy-and-water, hot with, and an hour'smore sleep ; and then
kick me out, and into the workhouse. Was anybody else saved
from the wreck last night ?

' Nobody, sir' said Heale ; and said ' gir,' because, in spite of
the stranger's rough looks, his accent,—or rather, his no-accent
—showed him that he had fallen in with a very different, and
probably a very superior stamp of man to himself ; in the light
of which conviction (and being withal a good-natured old soul),
he went down and mixed him a stiff glass of brandy-and-water,
answering his wife's remonstrances by—

'The party upstairs is abit of a frantic party, certainly ; but
he is certainly a very superior party, and has the true gentle-
man about him, any one can see. Besides, he's shipwrecked, as
you and | may be any day; and what's like brandy-and-water ?

'I should like to know when I'm like to be shipwrecked, or
you either;' says Mrs. Hedle, in a tone slightly savouring of
indignation and contempt. ' You think of nothing but brandy-
and-water." But she let the doctor take the glass upstairs,
nevertheless.

A few minutes afterwards, Frank came in, and inquired for
the shipwrecked man.

F TY. A
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" Well enough in body, sir; and rather requires your skill
than mine,' sad the old time-server. 'Won't you walk up ?

So up Frank was shown.

The stranger was sitting up in bed. ' Capital dyour brandy is,
doctor.—Ah, dr,' seeing Irank, 'it is very kind of you, | am
sure, to cal on me! | presume you are the clergyman ?

But before Frank could answer, Heale had broken forth into
loud praises of him, setting forth how the stranger owed his life
entirely to his superhuman strength and courage.

"Pon my word, sir,' said the stranger, looking them both
over and over, through and through, as If to settle how much of
al this he was to believe, 'l am deeply indebted to you for your
galtljantry. I only wish it had been employed on a better
subject.’

'JMy good sir,' said Frank, blushing, ' you owe your life not
tome. | would have helped if | could ; but was not thought
worthy by our sons of Anak here. Your actual preserver was a
young girl.’

And Frank told him the story.

"Whew ! | hope she won't expect me to marry her as pay-
ment. Handsome ?

' Beautiful,' said Frank.

" Money ?

' The village schoolmistress.’

'Clever?

" A sort of half-baked body," said Heale.

" A very puzzling intellect,’ said Frank.

' Ah—well—that's afair excuse for declining the honour. |
can't be expected to marry a frantic party, as you caled me
dov;/nst_al gs Just now, doctor.'

I, sir?

'yes, | heard : no offence, thou%h, my &ood sr, but lve the
ears of afox. | hope really, though, that she is none the worse
for her heroic flights.'

' How is she this morning, Mr. Heale ?

' Well—poor thing, alittle light-headed last night: but kindly
when | went in last.'

"Whew! | hope she has not fallen in love with me. She
may fancy me her property—a private waif and stray. Better
send for the coast-guard officer, and let him claim me as belong-
ing to the Admiralty, asflotsom, jetsom, and lagend; for | was
al three last night.

"You were indeed, sir,' said Frank, who began to be a little
tiregeof this levity ; 'and very thankful to Heaven you ought
to be!'

Frank spake this in a somewhat professional tone of voice;
at which the stranger arched his eyebrows, screwed his lips up,
and laid his ears back, like a horse when he meditates a kick.

" You must be better acquainted with my affairs than | am,
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my dear dir, if you are ableto state that fact. Doctor ! | hear
a patient coming into the surgery.'

' Extraordinary power of hearing, to be sure' sad Hede,
toddling downstarrs, while the stranger went on, looking Frank
full in the face.

‘Now that old fogy's gone downstairs, my dear sr, let us
come to an understanding at the beginning of our acquaintance.
Of course, you're bound by your cloth to say that sort of thing
to me, just as | am bound by it not to swear in your company :
but you'll allow me to remark, that it would be rather trying
even to your faith, if you were to be thrown ashore with nothin
in the world but an old jersey and a bag of tobacco, two hundr
miles short of theedaort where you hoped to land with fifteen
hundred well-earned pounds in your pocket.'

' My dear sr,’ said Frank, after a pause, ' whatsoever comes
from our Father's hand must be meant in love. "The Lord
gave, and the Lord hath taken away." '

A quaint wince passed over the stranger's face.

' Father, sir ? That fifteen hundred pounds was going to my
father's hand, from whosesoever hand it came, or the loss of it.
And now what is to become of the poor old man, that hussy
Dame Fortune only knows—if she knows her own mind an hour
together, which | very much doubt. | worked early and late for
that money, sir; up to my kneesin mud and water. Let it be
enough for your lofty demands on poor humanity, that | take
my loss like a man, with a whistle and a laugh, instead of howl-
ing and cursing over it like a baboon. Let's talk of something
dse; and lend me five pounds and a suit of clothes. | shan't
Iru;qala\ivay with them, for as I've been thrown ashore here, here

stay.'

Frank amost laughed at the free and easy request, though he
felt at once pained Kthe man's irreligion, and abashed by his
stoicism ;—would he have behaved even as well in such acase?

" | have not live pounds in the world.'

' Good ! we shdl understand each other better.’

' But the suit of clothes you shall have at once!'

' Good again! Let it be your oldest; for | must do alittle
rock-scrambling here, for purposes of my own.'

So off went Frank to fetch the clothes, puzzling over his new
parishioner. The man was not atogether well bred, either in
voice or manner; but therewas an ease, a confidence, a sense of
power, which made Frank feel that he had falen in with a very
strong nature; and one which had seen many men, and many
lands, and profited by what it had seen.

When he returnea, he found the stranger busy at his ablu-
tions, and raduall?: appearing as a somewhat dapper, handsome
fellow, with a bright gray eye, a short nose, a firm, small mouth,
a broad and upright forehead, across the left side of which ran
a fearful scar.
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That's a shrewd mark,' sad lie, as he caught Frank's eye
fixed on it, while he sat coolly arranging himselt on the bedside.
"I got it in fair fight, though, by a Crow's tomahawk in the
Rocky Mountains.  And here's another token' (lifting up his
black curls), ' which a Greek robber gave me in the Morea. |'ve
another under my head, for which | have to thank a Tartar, and
one or two more little remembrances of flood and field up and
down me. Perhapsthey may explain toyouwhy | take life and
death so coolly. I've looked too often at the little razor-bridge
which parts them, to care much for either. Now, don't let me
trouble you any longer. You have your flock to see to, | don't
doubt. You'll find me at church on Sunday. | alwaysdo at
Rome as Rome does.'

"Then you will stay away,' said Frank, with a sad smile.

" Ah ? No. Churchisrespectable and aristocratic ; and there
one don't get sent to a place unmentionable, ten times an hour,
by some inspired tinker. Beside, countrK people like the doctor
to go to church with their betters; and thevery fellows who go
to the Methodist meeting themselves would think it infra dig.
in metowalk in there. Now, good-bye—though | haven't in-
troduced myself — not knowing the name of my kind pre-
server.'

' My name is Frank Headley, curate of the parish,’ said Frank,
smiling : though he saw the man was rattling on for the purpose
of preventing his talking on serious matters.

'And mine is Tom Thurnall, FRC.S, Licentiate of the
Universities of Paris, Glasgow, and whilome surgeon of the
good clipper Hesperus, which you saw wrecked last night. Bo,
farewel !

' Come over with me, and have some breakfast.'

"No, thanks; you'll be busy. I'll screw some out of old
bottles here.'

" And now,' said Tom Thurnall to himself, as Frank left the
room, 'to begin life again with an old pen-knife and a pound of
honeydew. | wonder which of them got my girdle. I'll stick
here till 1 find out that one thing, and stop the notes by to-
day's post if | can but recollect them all;—if | could but stop
the nugget, too !'

So saying, he walked down into the surgery, and looked
round. Everything was in confusion. Cobwebs were over the
bottles, and armies of mites ?Iayed a bo-peep behind them.
He tried a few drawers, and found that they stuck fast; and
when he at last opened one, its contents were two old dried-up
horse-balls and a dirty tobacco-pipe. He took down a jar
marked Epsom sdts, and found it full of Welsh snuff; the
next, which was labelled cinnamon, contained blue vitriol. The
spatula and pill-roller were crusted with d its of every hue.
The pill-box drawer had not a dozen whole boxes in it; and the
counter was a quarter of an inch deep in deposit of every vege-
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table and mineral matter, including ends of string, tobacco
ashes, and broken glass.

Tom took up a dirty duster, and set to work coolly to clear
up, whistling away so merrily that he brought in Hedle.

"I'm doing alittle in the way of business, you see'

'Then you really are a professional practitioner, sir, as Mr.
Headley informs me: though, of course, | don't doubt the fact ?
said Hede, summoning up al the little courage he had to ask
the question with. . .

'F.R.C.S. London, Paris, and Glasgow. Easy enough to write
and ascertain thefact. Have been medical officer to a poor-law
union, and to aBrazilian man-of-war. Have seen three choleras,
two army fevers, and yellow-jack without end. Have doctored
gunshot wounds in thetwo Texan wars, in one Parisrevolution,
and in the Schleswig-FTolstein row ; beside accident practicein
eve%&;::ountry from California to China, and round the world
and back again. There's afine nest of Mr. Weekes' friend (if
not creation), Acarus Horridus,' and Tom went on dusting and
arranging.

Heale had been fairly taken aback by the imposing list of
acquirements, and looked at his guest awhile with considerable
awe : suddenly asuspicion flashed across him, which caused him
(not unseen by Tom) a start and a look of self-congratulatory
wisdom. He next darted out of the shop, and returned as
rapidly, rather redder about the eyes, and wiping his mouth
with the back of his hand.

'But, sir, though, though'—began he—'but, of course, you
will alow me, being a stranger—and as a man of business—all
I have to say is, if—that isto say——'

"You want to know why, if I've had all these good businesses,
why | haven't kept them ?

"Ex—actly,' stammered Heale, much relieved.

"A very sensible and business-like question : but you needn't
Eave been so delicate about asking it as to want a screw before

eginning.'

"Ah, you're awag, sr,' keckled the old man.

"I'll tell you frankly ; | have an old father, sir,—agentleman,

and a scholar, and a man of science; oncein as a countr
practice as man could have, till, God help him, he went blind,
sr, and | had to keep him, and have till. | went over the

world to make my fortune, and never made it; and sent him
home what | did make, and_little enough too. At last, in my
despair, | went to the dlgglngs and had a pretty haul—|
needn't say how much. That matters little now ; for | suppose
it's at the bottom of the sea  There's my story, Sir, and a poor
one enough it is—for the dear old man, at least.’” And Tom's
voice trembled so as he told it, that old Hede believed every
word, and what is more, being—like most hard drinkers—not
'unused to the melting mood,” wiped his eyes fervently, and
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went off for another drop of comfort; while Tom dusted and
arranged on, till the shop began to look quite smart and
business-like.

‘Now, sir"—when the old man came back—'business is
business, and beggars must not be choosers. | don't want to
meddle with ?/our practice; |1 know the rules of the profession :
but if you'll let me St here, and mix your medicines for you,
you'll have the more time to visit l%/our patients, that's clear/—
and, perhaps (thought he), to drink your brandy-and-water,—
‘and when any of them are poisoned by me, it will be time to
kick me out. "All | ask is, bed and board. Don't be frightened
for your spirit-bottle—| can drink water ; I've done it many a
time for a week together in the prairies, and been thankful
for a half-pint in the day.’

'But, sr, your dignity asa—"' ]

' Fiddlesticks for dignity; | must live, sr. Only lend me a
couple of sheets of paper and two queen's heads, that | may tell
my friends my whereabouts,—and go and talk it over with Mrs.
Hede. We must never act without consulting the ladies!

That day Tom sent off the following epistle :—

‘To CHARLES SHUTER, Ex, MD., S Mumpsimus Hospital,

London.
' DEAR CHARLEY—
""Ido adg',ure thee, by old pleasant days,
Quartier Latin, and neatly-shod grisettes,
By dl our wanderings in quaint by-ways,
By ancient frolics, and by ancient debts,"

go to the United Bank of Australia forthwith, and stop the
notes whose numbers—all, alas! which | can recollect—are
enclosed. Next, lend me live pounds. Next, send me down, as
quick as possble, five pounds worth of decent drugs, as per list;
and—if you can borrow me one—a tolerable microscope, and a
few natural history books, to astound the yokels here with : for
| was shipwrecked here last night, after al, at a dirty little
West-country port, and what's worse, robbed of al | had made
a the dllzggmgs and start fair, once_more, to run against cruel
Dame Fortune, as Colson did against the Indians, without a
shirt to my back. Don't be a hospitable fellow, and ask me to
come up and camp with you. umpsimus and al old faces
would be a great temptation : but here | must stick till 1 hear
of my money, and physic the natives for my daily bread.'

Tﬁ his father he wrote thus, not having the heart to tell the
truth:—

' To EDWARD THURNALL, Esg, M.D., Whitbury.

"MY DEAREST OLD FATHER—I hope to see you again in afew
weeks, as soon as | have settled a little business here, where |
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have found a capital opening for amedica man. Meanwhile
let Mark or Mary write and tell me how you are; and for
sending you every penny | can spare, trust me. | have not
had al"the luck | expected ; but am as hearty as a bull, and as
merr¥ as a cricket, and fall on rgty legs as of old, likeacat. |
long to come to you ; but | mustn't yet. It is near three years
since | had a sight of that blessed white head, which is the’only
thing | care for under the sun, except Mark and little Mary—
big Mary | suppose she is now, and engaged to be married to
some "bloated aristocrat.” Best remembrances to old Mark
Armsworth.—Y our affectionateson, TT.

' Mr. Hedle,' said Tom next, ' are we Whigs or Tories here ?

'Why—ahem, sir, my Lord Scoutbush, who owns most
heregbouts, and my Lord Mlncham\ﬁst_ead, who_ has bought
Carcarrow moors above,—very old Whig connections, both of
them ; but Mr. Trebooze, of Trebooze, he, again, thorough-goi ng
Tory—very good patient he was once, and may be again—hal
ha!” Gay young man, sir—careless of his health ; soyou seeas
amedicd man, Sr——' )

"Which is the liberal paper? Thisone? Very good. And
Tom wrate off to the liberal paper that evenlngfa_l ter, which
bore fruit ere the week's end, in the shape of five columns,
headed thus:—

"WRECK OF THE " HESPERUS."

" The following detailed account of this lamentable cates-
trophe has been kindly contributed by the Igra\phlc pen of the
only survivor, Thomas Thurnall, Esguire, FR.C.S, eic. etc. etc.,
late surgeon on board theill-fated A essal.” Which five columns
not only put a couple of guineas into Tom's pocket, but, as he
intended they should, brought him before the public as an
interesting pérsonage, and sefved as a vg[y ?_ood advertisement
to the practice which Tom had aready established in fancy.
~ Tom had not worked Ion%, however, before the coast-guard
lieutenant bustled in. He had trotted home to shave and get
his breakfast, and was trotting back again to the shore.

_ 'A—thj)lp, Heale! can | see the fellow who was saved last
night ~
gl am that fellow," says Tom.

| The dickens you are’!’ you seem to have fallen on your legs
quickly enplf?h. ) )

"ItsatricK I've had occasion to learn, gir,' says Tom. ' Can

| prescribe for f}/ou this morning ? }
_ ' Medicine ? roars the lieutenant, Iau%hlr;ﬂ. ' Catch me at
it! No; I want you to come down to the shore, and help to
identify ?oods and things. The wind has chopped up north,
arid is bowg dead on’; and, with this tide, we shdl have a
good dedl on shore.  So, If you're strong enough——'

'I'm dways strong enough-to do my duty,' said Tom.
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"Hum! Very good sentiment, young man. Always strong
enough for duty. Hum ! worthy of Nelson ; said pretty much
the same, didn't he? something about duty | know it was, and
aways thought it uncommon tine. Now, then, what can you
tell me about this business?

It was a sad stor?(/; but no sadder than hundreds besides.
They had been struck by the gae to the westward two days
before, with the wind south; had lost their foretopmast and
boltsprit, and become dl but unmanageable ; had tried durin
alull to ri%ajury-mast, but were prevented by the gale, whic
burst on them with fresh fury from the south-west, with very
heavy rain and fog ; had passed alight in the night, which they
took for Scilly, but which must have been the Longships; had
dill fancied that they were safe, runnin% up Channel with a
wide berth, when, about sunset, the gale had chopped again to
north-west ;—and Tom knew no more. 'l was standing on the
poop with the captain about ten o'clock. The last words he
sad to me were, " If this lasts, we shall see Brest harbour to-
morrow," when she struck, and stopped dead. | was chucked
clean off the poop, and nearly overboard ; but brought up in the
inizzen rigging. Where the captain went, poor fellow, Heaven
alone knows; for | never saw him after. The mainmast went
likeacarrot. Theinizzen stood. | ran round to the cabin-doors.
There were four men steering ; the wheel had broke out of the

or fellows hands, and knocked them over,—broken their
imbs, | believe. 1 was stoopig? to pick them up, when a sea
came into the waist, and then aft, washing me in through the
sdloon-doors, among the poor half-dressed women and children.
Queer sight, lieutenant! I've seen a good many, but never
worse than that. | bolted to my cabin, tied my notes and gold
round me, and out again.'

' Didn't desert the poor things ?

"Couldn't if I'd tried ; they clung to me like a swarm of bees.
'‘Gad, sir, that was hard lines! to have al the pretty women one
had waltzed with every evening through the Trades, and the
little children one had been making playthings for, holding
round one's knees, and screaming to the doctor to save them.
And how the . . . was | to savethem, sir V cried Tom, with a
sudden burst of feeling, which, as in so many Englishmen,
exploded in anger to avoid melting in tears.

' Ought to be alaw againgt it, sir,' growled the lieutenant;
"against women-folk and children going to sea. It's murder
and cruelty. I've been wrecked, scores of times; but it was
with honest men, who could shift for themselves, and if they
were drowned, drowned : but didn't screech and catch hold—I
couldn't stand that! Waell ?

'Well, there was a pretty little creature, an officer's widow,
and two children. | caught her under one arm, and one of the
children under the other; said, " | can't take you al at once;
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Il come back for the rest, one by one" Not that | believed
it; but anything to stop the screaming ; and | did hope to put
some of them odt of the reach of the “seq, if | could get them
forward. | knew the forecastle was dry, for the chiel officer
wasflrm? there. You heard him?'

' Yash Ive or sx times; and then he stopped suddenly.'

" He had reason. — We got out | could see her nose up in the
ar forty feet above us, covered with fore-cabin passengers.
warped the lady and the children upward— Heaven knows how,
for the sea was breaking over us very sharp—till we were at
the mainmast stump, an hoId|gg on b)&the wreck of it, | felt
the ship stagger as if a whale had struck her, and heard a roar
and a swish behind me, and looked back just in time to see
mizzen, and poop, and al the poor women and children in it, go
bodily, as if they had been shaved off with a knife. | suppose
that altered hef balance; for before | could turn again she
dived forward, and then rolled over upon her beam ends to
leeward ; and | saw the seawalk in over her from stem to stern
glfe one white wall, and | was washed from my hold, and itwas

over.
" What became of the |ady ?'
‘| s awhite thing flash by to leeward ; what's the use of

ing

' B%t_the child you held ?

. E1hd?|gn't let it go till there was good reason.’

Tom tapped the points of his fingers smartly against the sde
of his head, and then went on, in thé same cynical drawl, which
he had affected throughout— ]

"1 heard that—against a piece of timber as we went over-
board. And, as a medical man, | considered after that, that |
had done my duty. Pretty little boy it was, just Sx years old ;
and_such afancy for drawing.' ,

the lieutenant was quite” puzzled by Tom's seeming non-
chaance.

Vs\}lqhgt do you mean, sir? Did you leave the child to

erish

,p " Confound you, sr! If you will have plain English, here it
is. | tell you I'heard the child's skull crack like an egg-shell !
There, let's talk no more about it, or the whole matter.” It's a
bad business, and I'm not answerable for it, or you either; so
let's Sqo and do what we are answerable for, and identify-'

Sr ! you will be so good as to recallect,’ said the lieuténant,
with ruffled plumes. )

"I'dp; I'do! 1 beg your pardon athousand times, I'm sure,
for being so rude; but you know as well as |, gir, there are a
gno.od many things in the world which won't stand too much

inking over ; "and last night was one.’

"Very true, very true; but how did you get ashore ?'
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'l get ashore? Oh, well enough! Why not ?

' 'Gad, dr, you were near enough being drowned at last:
only that girl's pluck saved you.'

"Well; out it did save me; and here | am, as| knew | should
be when 1 first struck out from the ship.’

"Knew ! that is a bold word for mortal man at sea’

"I suppose it is; but we doctors, you see, get into the way of
looking at things as men of science; and the ground of science
is experience; and, to judge from experience, it takes more to
kill me than | have yet met with. |If | had been going to be
snuffed out, it would have happened long ago.’

'Hum ! It'swell to carry a cheerful heart; but the pitcher
goes often to the well, and comes home broken at last.'

"I must be a gutta-percha pitcher, | think, then, or else—

' "There's a sweet little cherub who sits up aloft," etc.

as Dibdin has it. Now, look at the facts yourself, sir," con-
tinued the stranger, with ‘a recklessness half frue, halt assumed,
to escape from the malady of thought. 'l don't want to boast,
gr; | only want to show "you that T have some practical reason
for wearing as my motto, "Never say die" have had the
choleratwice, and 'yellow-jack beside ; five severd times | have
had bullets through me ;1 have been bayoneted and left for
dead ; | have been shipwrecked three times—and once, as now,
| was the only man who escaped; | have been fatted by savages
for baking and eatlneg%, and got away with a couple of friends
only aday or two betore the feast. ~ One really narrow chance
| had, which | never expected to squeeze through ; but, on the
whole, | have taken full grecaunons to prevent its recurrence

What was that, then 7 _

'l have been h&ér&ged, Sr,' sad the doctor quietly. )

"Hanged? cried the lieutenant, facing round upon his
strange companion with a visage which asked plainly enough,
"Youhanged ? | don't believe you ; and if F}/ou have been hanged,
what have you been doing to'get hanged 7 _

"You need not take care of your pockets, sir—neither robbery
nor murder was it which brought me to the galows; but inno-
cent_bug-hunting. The fact 1s | was caught by a party of
Mexicans, during the last war, straggling aftef plants “and
insects, and hanged as aspy. | don't brame' the fellows; | had
no business where | was; ‘and they could not conceive that a
man would risk his life for a few butterflies.'

'But if dyou were _hanoged, sr——'

"Why did | not die 7 By my usual luck. The fellows were
clumsy,” and the noose would not work ; so that the Mexican
doctor, who meant to dissect me, brought me round again  and
being a freemason, as| am, sood by me, got me safe off, and
cheated the devil.'
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The worthy lieutenant walked on in slence, steding furtive
lances at Tom, as if he had been a guest from the other world,
ut not disbelieving his story in the less. He had seen, as

most old navy men, so many strange things happen, that he was
prepared to ﬁlve credit to”any tale when told, as Tom's was,
with a straightforward and unboastful smplicity.

'There lives the girl who saved you,' sad he, as they passed
Grchthgrlv ey'sh(%c%orba” d espects!

? | ought to cdl an my r S,

But Grace %vas not at hor%ae):{ '¥he wreck had emptied the
school; and Grace had gone after her schalars to the beach. .

"We couldn't keep her alwax, weak as shewas,' sad a neigh-
%ur, ‘as soon as she hear A the poor corpses were coming

ore.

' Hum !" said Tom. 'True woman. . Quaint—that appetite
for horrors the sweet creatures have. Did you ever see aman
hanged, lieutenant? No? If you had, you would have seen
two women in the crowd to oné man. Can you make out the
phll||080phy OftthhaI Fk it le do hot '

suppose ike it, as some e do hol ers.

'Or 83%keyse¥histles—f|nd a Iﬁﬁ%ppam Ieﬁ.ﬁp I lhada
Patlent once in France, who read Dumas Crimes Céébres al
he week, and the Vies des tiahits on Sundays, and both, as far
as | could see, for just the same purpose—to see how miserable
gggPI‘e could be, and how much pinching and pulling they could

So they walked on, along a sheep-path, and over the Spur,
and down to the Cove.

. It was such a morning as often follows a gale, when the great
firmament stares down u&aon the ruin which'it has made, bright,
and clear, and bold; and seems to say, with shameess amile,
"There, | have done it, and am as merry as ever after it
all" " Beneath a cloudiess sky, the breakers, still gray and foul
from the tempest, were tumbling in before a cold northern
breeze. Half a mile out at sea, the rough backs of the Chough
and Crow loomed black and sulky in the foam. At their fegt,
the rocks and shingle of the Cove were alive with human beings
—groups of womeén and children cl usterlnP round a corpse or a
chest; sailors, knee-deep in the surf, hauling at floating spars
and ropes ; ollskinned coast-guardsmen pacing UR and down_in
charge of goods, while groups of farmers men, who had hurried
down from the villages inland, lounged about on the top of the
cliff, looking sulkily™on, hoping for plunder ; and yet half afraid
to mingle with thé sallors befow, who |ooked on them as an
inferior race, and refused, in generd, to intermarry with them.

The lieutenant plainly held “much "the same opinion; for as
a party of them tried t0 descend the narrow path to the beach,
he shouted after them to come back. ]

"Eh? you won't 7 and out rattled from its scabbard the old
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worthy's sword. 'Come back, | say, you loafing, miching,
wrecking crowkeepers; there are no pickings for you here
Brown, send those fellows back with the bayonet. None but
blue-jackets allowed on the beach !I' And the labourers go up
again, grumbling.

' Can't trust those landsharks.  They'll plunder even the rings
off acorpse'sfingers. They think every wreck agodsend. I've
known them, after they've been driven off, roll great storiesover
the cliff at night on the coast-guard, just out of spite; while
these blue-jackets here, 1 can depend on them. Can you tell
me the reason of that, as you seem a bit of a philosopher V

"It is ea's{l enough; the sailors have a fellow-feeling with
sdilors, and the landsmen have none. Besides, the sailors are
finer fellows, body and soul; and the reason is that they have
been brought up to face danger, and the landsmen haven't.'

' Well,' said the lieutenant, 'unless a man has been tau%ht
to look death in the face, he never will grow up, | believe, to be
much of a man at al.

' Danger, my good sir, is a better schoolmaster than all your
new model schoals, diagrams, and scientific apparatus. It made
our forefathers the masters of the seg, though they never heard
of popular science ; and | dare say couldn't, one out of ten of
them, spell their own names.'

This sentiment €licited from the lieutenant a grunt of ap-
probation, as Tom intended that it should do ; shrewdly arguing
that the old martinet was no friend to the modern superstition,
that al which is required to cast out the devil is a smattering
of the 'ologies.

"Will the gentlemen see the corpses 7 asked Brown; 'we
have fourteen already;'—and he lea the way to where, along
the shingle at high-water mark, lay a ghastly row, some fear-
fully bruised and mutilated, cramped together by the death
agony ; others with the peaceful smile which showed that they
had sunk to in that strange water-death, amid a wilder-
ness of pleasant dreams. Strong men lay there, little children,
women, whom the sailors wives had covered decently with
closks and shawls; and at their heads stood Grace Harvey,
motionless, with folded hands, gazing into the dead faces with
her great solemn eyes. Her mother and Captain Willis stood
by, watching her with a sort of superstitious awe. She took no
notice either of Thurnall or of the lieutenant, as the doctor
identified the bodies one by one, without a remark which
indicated any human emotion.

‘A very sengble man, Willis' said the lieutenant apart, as
Tom knelt awhile to examine the crushed features of a sailor ;
and then looking up, said simply—

‘James Macqgilliivray, second mate. Cause of death, contu-
sons; probably by the fall of the mainmast.' )

"A very senSble man, and has seen a ded of life, and kept
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his eyes open ; but a terrible hard-plucked one. Talked like a
book to me all the way; but, be hanged if | don't think he has
a thirty-two pound shot under his ribs instead of a heart.—
Doctor Thurnall, that is Miss Harvey, the young person who
saved your life last night,’

Tom rosg, took off his hat (Frank Headley's), and made her a
bow, of which an ambassador need not have been ashamed.

"1 am exceedingly shocked that Miss Harvey should
Ih]:';\v'e run so much danger for anything so worthless as my
ife.

She looked up at him, and answered, not him, but her own
thoughts.

' Strange, is it not, that it was a duty to pr?/ for al these
poor things last night, and a sin to pray for them this
morning?'

'Grace, dear " interposed her mother, 'don't you hear the
gentleman thanking you ?'

She started, as one awaking out of a dream, and looked into
his face, blushing scarlet.

' Good heavens, what a beautiful creature!' said Tom to him-
self, as quite a new emotion through him. Quite new it
was, whatsoever it was ; and he was aware of it. He had had
his passions, his intrigues, in past years, and prided himself—
few men more—on understanding women ; but the expression
of the face, and the strange words with which she had greeted
him, added to the broad fact of her having offered her own life
for his, raised in him a feeling of chivalrous awe and admira-
tion, which no other- woman had ever caled up.

'Madam," he said again, 'l can repay you with nothing but
thanks; but, to judge from your conduct last night, you are
one of those people who will find reward enough in knowing
that you have done a noble and heroic action.'

She looked at him very steadfastly, blushing till. Thurnall,
be it understood, was (at least, while his face was in the state in
which Heaven intended it to be, haf hidden in a silky-brown
beard) a very good-looking fellow ; and (to use Mark Arms-
worth's description) 'as hard as anail; as fresh asarose; and
stood on his legs like a game-cock.! Moreover, as Willis sad
approvingly, he had spoken to her 'as if he was a duke, and she
was a duchess.’ Besides, by some blessed moral law, the surest
way to make onesdlf love any human being isto go and do him
a kindness; and therefore Grace had aready a tender interest
in Tom, not because he had saved her, but she him. And so it
was, that a strange new emotion ﬁ&ed through her heart aso,
though so little understood by her, that she put it forthwith
into words,

"You might repay me,' she said, in a sad and tender tone.

"You have only to command me,' said Tom, wincing alittle
as the words passed his lips.
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"Then turn to God, now in the day of His mercies. Unless
you have turned to Him already ?

One glance at Tom's rising eyebrows told her what he thought
upon those matters.

She looked at him sadly, lingeringly, asif conscious that she
ought not to look too long, and yet unable to withdraw her
eyes. 'Ah! and such a precious soul as yours must be; a

recious soul—all taken, and you aone left! God must have

igh things in store for you. He must have a great work for
you todo. Else, why are you not as one of thesel Oh, think!
where would you have been at this moment if God had dealt
with you as with them ?

"Where | am now, | suppose,' said Tom quietly.

"Where you are now ?

'Yes; where | oughttobe. | am where T ought to be now.
| suppose if | had found myself anywhere se this morning, |
?]hould have taken it as a 9gn that | was wanted there, and not

ere.’

Grace heaved a sigh at words which were certainly startling.
The Stoic optimism of the world-hardened doctor was new and
frightful to her.

"My good madam,' said he, 'the part of Scripture which I
appreciate best, just now, is the case of poor Job, where Satan
has leave to rob and torment him to the utmost of his wicked
will, provided only he does not touch his life. | wish," he went
on, lowering his voice, 'to tell you something which | do not
wish publicly talked of; but in which you may help me. |
had nearly fifteen hundred pounds about me when | came
ashore last night, sewed in a belt round my waist. It is gone.
That is dl.’

Tom looked steadily at her as he spoke. She turned pale,
red, pale again, her lips quivered : but she §)oke no word.

" She hasiit, as | live!' thought Tom to himself. ™ Frailty,
thy name is woman !" The canting little methodistical hum-
bug ! She must have dip| it off my waist as | lay sensdess.
| suppose she means to keep it in pawn, till | redeem it by
marrying her. Wael, | might take an uglier mate, certainly :
but when | do enter into the bitter bonds of matrimony, 1
slr?%lrrJld like to be sure, beforehand, that my wife was not a
thief I'

Why, then, did not Tom, if he were so very sure of Grace's
having the belt, charge her with the theft? Because he had
found out already how popular she was, and was afraid of
merely making himself unpopular; because, too, he took for

ranted that whosoever had his bet, had hidden it aread

ond the reach of a search warrant; and because, after dl,
an honourable shame restrained him. It would be a poor return
to the woman who had saved his life to charge her with theft
the next morning; and more, there was something about that
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irl's face which had made him feel that, if he had seen her put

e belt into her pocket before his eyes, he could not have found
the heart to have sent her to gaol. "' No!" thought he ; 'I'll get
it out of her, or whoever lias it, and stay here'till |1 do get'it.
One place is as good as another to me.'

But what was Grace saying ? ] , )

She had turned, after two or three minutes' astonished silence,
to her mother and Captain Willis— ]

'‘Belt!  Mother! ‘Uncle! What is this? The gentleman
has lost a belt!" ] )

' Dear me'—a belt? Wall, child, that's not much to grieve
over, when the Lord has spared his life and soul from the pit!"
sad her mother, somewhat testily. _

"You don't understand. . A belt, | say, full of money—fifteen
hundred pounds; helogt it last night.” Uncle? Spedk, quick !
Didyou seeabelt? o

illis shook his head meditatively. | don't, and yet | do ;
and yet | don't again. My brains were well-nigh washed out or
me, 1 know. However, gr, I'll think, and talkit over with you
too ; for if it bein the village, found it ought to be, and will be,
with God's help.' ) )

' Found ? cried Grace, in so hlcT;h a key, that Tom entreated
her to cam herself, and not make the matter public. 'Found ?
Yes; and shdl befound, if there be justice in heaven. Shame
hat’ West-country folk should turn robbers and wreckers |
Mariners, too, and mariners wives, who should be praying for
those who are wandering far away, each man with his lire in
his hand! Ah, what aworld! When will it end? soon, too
soon, when West-country folk rob shipwrecked men!  But you
will find your belt; yes, sr, you will find it. Wait till you
have learnt to do without it. an does not live by bread aone.
Do you think he lives by gold ? Only be patient ; and when
jou are worthy of it, you'shall find it again, in the Lord's good

ime.

To the doctor this seemed a mere burst of jargon, invented
for the purpose of h|d|n% %mlt; and his faith in womankind
was not heightened when heheard Grace's mother sy, sotto voce
to Willis, that 'In wrecks, and fires, and such like, a many
people comPIamed of having lost more than ever they had.'

"Oh ho! my old lady, is that the way the fox"is gone?
quoth Tom to that trusty counsellor, himsdf : and began care-
fully scrutinisng Mrs. Harvey's face. It had been véry hand-
some: it was dill very clever: but the eyebrows, crushed
to%ether downwards above her nose, and rising high a the
outer corners, indicated, as surely as the restless down-dropt
eye, a character sdlf-conscious, furtive, capable of great incon-
sigencies, possibly of great deceits.

~"You don't look me in the face, old lady!' quoth Tom to
himself. 'Very well! between you two it lies, unless that
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]9Id gentleman implicates himself aso, in his approaching con-
esson,’

He took his part at once. 'Weall, well, you will oblige me by
saying nothing more about it. After all, as this good lady says,
the loss of a little money is not worth complaining over, when
one has escaped with life. Good morning; and many thanks
for dl your kindness !

And Tom made another grand bow, and went off to the lieu-
tenant.

Grace looked after him awhile, as one stunned ; and then
turned to her mother.

'Let us go home.'

' Go home? Why there, dear ?

‘Let me go home ; you need not come. | am sick of this
world. Is it not enough to have misery and death' (and she
pointed to the row of corpses), 'but we must have sin, too,
wherever weturn! Meannessand theft:—and ingratitudetoo !'
she added, in alower tone.

She went homeward ; her mother, in spite of her entreaties,
accompanied her; and, for some reason or other, did not lose
sight of her dl that daK, or for several days after.

Meanwhile, Willis had beckoned the doctor aside. His face
was serious and sad, and his lips were trembling.

'Thisis avery shocking business, sir. Of course, you've told
the lieutenant.'

"Not yet, my good sir.'

' But—excuse my boldness; what plainer way of getting it
back from ther , whoever lieis?

' Wait awhile,' said Tom ; 'l have my reasons.’

'But, gir, for the honour of the place, the matter should be
cleared up ; and till the thief's found, suspicion will lie on a
dozen innocent men ; myself among the rest, for that matter.'

'You?' sad Tom, smiling. 'l don't know who | have the
honour to speak to ; but you don't look much like a gentleman
who wishes for atrip to Botany Baﬁ.‘

The old man chuckled, and then his face dropped again.

"I'm glad you take the thing so like a man, sir; but it is
really no laughing matter. It's ascoundreIIEv) job, only fit for a
Maltee off the Nix Mangeery. If it had a lot of those
carter fellows that had carried you up, | could have understood
it; wrecking's born in the bone of them : but for those four
sailors that carried you up, '%ad, sr, they'd have been shot
sooner.  I've known 'em from boys!' and the old man spoke
quite fiercely, and looked up; his lip trembling, and his eye
moist.

‘There's no doubt that you are honest— whoever is not,
thought Tom ; so he ventured a further question.

'Then you were by dl the while?

'All thewhile ? Whomore? And that'sjust what puzzlesme.'
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"Pray don't spesk loud,” ssid Tom. ‘| have my reasons for
keepi ngI; things quiet.’ . )

I tell you, sr. | held the maid, and big John Beer (Gentle-
man Jan they call him) held me; and the maid had both her
handstight in your belt. | saw it as plain as | see you, just
before the wave covered us, though little | thought what was in
it; and should never have remembered you had a belt at all, if
| hadn't thou%ht over things in the last five minutes.'

"Well, sir, | am lucky in having come straight to the foun-
tanlbead ; and must thank you for telling me so frankly what
you know.'

' Tell you, sir? What else should one do but tell you? |
only wish | knew more; and more I'll know, please the Lord.
And you'll excuse an old sailor (though not of your rank, sir)
saying that he wonders a little that you don't take the plain
means of knowm%mqreyourself.' ) .

"May | take the liberty of asking your name ? said Tom;
}/_vglo saw by this time that the old man was worthy of his con-

idence.

"Willis, a your service, sir. Captain they cal me, though
I'm none. Sailing-master | was, on board of His Majesty's ship
Niobe, 84 ;' and Willis raised his hat with such an air, that Tom
raised his in return.

' Then, Captain Willis, let me have five words with you
apart; first thanking you for having helped to save my life.

Tin very glad | did, sir ; and thanked God for it on my
knees this morning : but you'll excuse me, sr, | wasthinking—
and no blame to me—more of saving my poor maid's life than
yours, and no offence to you, for | hadn't the honour of know-
ing you; but for her, I'd have been drowned a dozen times
over.'

' No offence, indeed,’ said Tom ; and hardly knew what to
saylnext. ' May | ask, issheyour niecel | heard her cal you
uncle.

' Oh, no—no relation ; only | look on her as my own, poor
thing, having no father; and she aways calls me uncle, as most
do us old men in the West.'

" Well, then, sir,' said Tom, 'you will answer for none of the
four sailors having robbed me 1’

"I've sad it, ar.'

' Was any one else close to her when we were brought ashore?

"Noonebut |. | brought her round myself.'

" And who took her home ?

' Her mother and |

' Very good. And you never saw the belt after she had her
hands in it ?

"No ; I'm sure not,'

' Was her mother by her when she was lying on the rock ?

' No; came up afterwards, just as | got her on her feet.'

G T Y. A
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"Humph ! What sort of a character is her mother ?
'Oh, a tidy, God - fearing person enough. One of these
Methodist class-leaders, Brianites theﬁ cal themselves. | don't
hold with them, though | do go to chapel at whiles ; but there
are good ones among them ; and | do believe she's one, though
she's a little fretful at times. Keeps a little shop that don't
pay over well; and those preachers live on her a good dedl, |
think. Creeping into widows' houses, and making long prayers
—you know the text.'
"Well, now, Captain Willis, | don't want to hurt your feel-
ings ; but do you not see that one of two things | must believe
—either that the belt was torn off my wast, and washed
bﬁx:k into the sea, as it may have been after all; or dsg
that—'
' Dp you mean that she took it ? asked Willis, in a voice of
such indignant astonishment that Tom could only answer by a
shrug of the shoulders.
' Who dse could have done so, on your own showing ?
"Sr!" said Willis dowly. 'l thought | had to do with a
entleman : but | have my doubts of it now. A poor girl risks
er life to drag you out of that sea, which but for her would have
hove your body up to lie aong with that line there,’—and
Willis pointed to the ghastl?/ row—'and your soul gone to give
in its last account—you only know what" that would have been
like—and the first thing you do in payment is to accuse her of
robbing you—nher, that the very angels in heaven, | believe, are

lad to keep company with;' and the old man turned and paced
the beach in fierce excitement.

'Captain Willis' sad Tom, Til trouble you to listen
patiently and civilly to me a minute.'

Willis stopped, drew himself up, and touched his hat me-
chanicallg.

"Just because | am a gentleman, | have not accused her ; but
held my tongue, and spoken to you in confidence. Now,
perhaps, you will understand why 1 have sad nothing to the
lieutenant.'

Willis looked up at him.

"I beg your pardon, sir. | see now, and I'm sorry if | was
rude ; but it took me aback, and does ill. | tel you, sr,
guoth he, warming again, Svhatever's true, that's fase.
You're wrong there, If you never are wrong again : and you'll
say so yourself, before you've known her aweeK. No, sir! If
you could make me believe that, | should never believe in good-
ness again on earth; but hold al men, and women too, and
those above, for aught | know, that are greater than men and
women, for liars together.'

What was to be answered ? Perhaps only what Tom did
answer.

"My good gr, | will say no more. | would not have sad
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that much if | had thought | should have pained you 0. |
supzp)ose that the belt was washed into the sea Why
not?'

" 'Why not, indeed, sir? That's a much more Christian-like
way of looking at it than to blacken your own soul before God
by suspecting that sweet innocent creature.’

'Be it so, then. Only say nothing about the matter; and
beg them to say nothing. If it be jammed among the rocks (as
it might be, heavy asit is), talking about it will only set people
looking for it; and | suppose there is a man or two, even in
Aberalva, who would find fifteen hundred pounds a tempting
bait. If, again, some one finds it, and makes away with it, he
will only be the more careful to hide it if he knowsthat | am on
the look-out. So just tell Miss Harvey and her mother that |
think it must have been lost, and beg them to keep my secret.
And now shake hands with me!'

" The best plan, | believe, though bad, is the best, said
Willis, holding out his hand ; and he walked away sadly. His

irit had been altogether ruffled by the imputation on Grace's
character ; and, besides, the chances of Thurnail's recovering his
money seemed to him very small.

In five minutes he returned.

"If you would alow me, sir, there's a man there of whom |
should like to ask one question. He who held me, and, after
that, helped to carry you up ;' and he pointed to Gentleman
Jan, who stood, dripping from the waist downward, over a chest
which he had just secured. 'Just let us ask him, off-hand like,
whether you had a belt on when he carried you up. Y ou may
trust him, sr. Hed knock you down as soon as look at you ;
but tell alie, never.'

They went to the giant, and after cordial salutations, Tom
ropounded his question carelessly, with something like a white
ie

"It's no great matter; but it was an old friend, you see, with
fittings for my knife and pistols, and | should be glad to find it

again,

Jan thrust his red hand through his black curls, and medi-
tated while the water surged round his ankles.

"Never a belt seed |, sir; leastwise while you were in my
hands. | had you round the waist dl the way up, so no one
could have toot it off. Why should they ? And | undressed
you mysdlf ; and nothing, save your presence, was there to get
off, but jersey and trousers, and a lump of backy against your
skin that looked the right sort.'

'Have some, then," said Tom, pulling out the honeydew.
"Asfor the bdlt, | suppose it's gone to choke the dog-fish.’

And there the matter ended, outwardly at least; but only
outwardly. Tom had his own opinion, gathered from Grace's
seemingly guilty face, and to it he held, and cdled old Willis,
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in his heart, a ssimple-minded old dotard, who had been takenin
by her hypocrisy.

And Torn accompanied the lieutenant on his dreary errand
that day, and severa days after, through depositions before a
justice, interviews with Lloyd's underwriters, and all the sad
details which follow awreck. Ere the week's end, forty bodies
and more had been recovered, and brought up, ten or twelve at
atime, to the churchyard, and upon the down, and laid side by
sde in one long shallow pit, where Frank Headley read over
them the blessed words of hope, amid the sobs of women, and
the grand silence of stalwart men, who knew not how soon their
turn might come; and after each processon eaine Grace
Harvey, with dl her little scholars two and two, to listen to the
funeral service; and when the last corpse was buried, they

lanted flowers upon the mound, and went their way again to
earn hymns and read their Bible—little ministering angels to
whom, as to most sailors children, death was too common a
sight to have in it aught of hideous or strange.

And this was the end of the good ship Hesperus, and al her
galant crew.

Verily, however important the mere animal lives of men may
be, and ought to be, at times, in our eyes, they never have been
0, to judge from floods and earthquakes, pestilence and storm,
in the eyes of Him who made and loves us all. Itisastrange
fact: better for us, instead of shutting our eyes to it because it
interferes with our modern tenderness of pain, to ask honestly
what it means.

CHAPTER V
THE WAY TO WIN THEM

So, for a week or more, Tom went on thrivingly enough, and
became a general favourite in the town. Heale had no reason
to complain of boarding him, for he had dinner and supper
thrust on him every day by one and another, who were glad
enough to have him for the sake of his stories, and sor;ﬂs and
endless fun and good-humour. The lieutenant, above all, took
the newcomer under his specia patronage, and was paid for
his services in some of Tom's incomparable honeydew. The
old fellow soon found that the doctor knew more than one old
foreign station of his, and ended by pouring out to him his
ancient wrongs, and the evil doings of the wicked admiral; al
of which Tom heard with deepest sympathy, and surprise that
so much naval talent had remained unappreciated by the unLust
upper powers; and the lieutenant, of course, reported of him
accordingly to Hede.

'A very civil spoken and intelligent youngster, Mr. Hede,
dye see, to my mind; and you can't do better than accept his
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offer; for you'll find him a great help, especiadly among the
!]%dies,r)d'yeysee They like ggood-lgoking Chgp eh, E1\/Irsh
n

eS 7

On the fourth day, by good fortune, what should come ashore
but Tom's own chest—moneyless, alas! but with many useful
matters still unspoilt by salt water. So al went well, and
indeed somewhat too well (if Tom would have It it), in the case
of Miss Anna Maria Hedle, the doctor's daughter. ,

She was just such a girl as her father's daughter was likely
to be; a short, stout, rfosy, pretty body of twente/, with loose
red lips, thwart black e¥ rows, and right naughty eyes under
them, of which Tom took good heed: for Miss Hede was
exceedingly inclined, he saw, fo make use of them in his behoof.
Let others who have experience in, and taste for such matters,
declare how she st her cap at the dagBer goung surgeon ; how
she rushed into the shop with sweet abandon ten times a day, to
find her father : and, not finding him, giggled, and blushed, and
shook her shoulders, and retired, to peép at Tom through the
8]1665 door which led into the parlour ; how she discovered that

e muslin curtain of the said door would get out of order every
ten minutes ; and at last called Mr. Thurnall to asist her in
rearranglsrg it; how, bolder grown, she came into the shop to
help hersdf to various matters, inquiring tenderly for Tom's
health, an e]gl%glmg vulgar sentiments about ' abSent friends,
and hearts |eft behind ;" in the hope of fishing out whether Tom
had a sweetheart or not. _How, at lagt, she was minded to con-
fide her own health to Tom, and to instal him as her private
physician ; yea, and would have made him feel her pulse on the
spdt, had he'not luckily found some assafoatida, and therewith
so perfumed the shop, that her 'nerves (of which she was
always talking, though she had nerves only in the sense wherein
asirfoin of beef lias them) forced her to beat a retreat.

But she returned again to the charge next day, and rushed
bravely through that fearful smell, ‘cleaver in” hand, as the
carrier’ set down at the door a huge box, carriage paid, dl the
way from London, and directed to Thomas Thurnall, I'Esqw re.
Shé would help to open it; and so she did, while old Heale and
his wife stood by curious,—he with a maudlin wonder and awe
(for he regarded Tom already as an aItQ%(]ather awful and incom-
prehensible ' party"), and Mrs. Heale with a look of incredulous
scorn, as if she expected the box to be a mere sham, filled prob-
ably with shavings. For (from reasons best known to herself)
sheé had never [ooked pleasantly on the arrangement which
entrusted to Tom the care of thé bottles. She had given way
from motives of worldly prudence, even of necessity ; for Heale

ad been for the greater part of the week quite incapable of
attending to his business; but black envy and spite were
seething'In her foolish heart, and seethed moré and more fiercely
when she saw that the box did not contain shavings, but valu-
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ables of every sort and kind—drugs, instruments, alarge micro-
scope (which Tom delivered out of Miss Heal€es fat clumsy
fingers only by strong warnings that it would go off and shoot
her), books full of prints of unspeakable monsters; and finally,
a little packet, containing not one five-pound note, but four,
and a letter which Tom, after perusing, put into Mr. Hedes
hands with alook of honest pricfe.

The Mumpsimus men, it appeared, had ' sent round the hat'
for him, and here were the results; and they would send the
hat round again every month, if he wanted it; or, if he would
come up, board, lodge, and wash him gratis. The great Doctor
Bellairs, House Physician, and Carver, the famous operator
(names at which Heale bowed his head and worshipped), sent
compliments, condolences, offers of employment—never was so
trlughant atestimonial; and Heale, in his simplicity, thought
himself (as indeed he was) the luckiest of country doctors;
while Mrs. Hedle, after swelling and choking for five minutes,
tottered into the back room, and cast herself on the sofa in
violent hysterics.

As she came round again, Tom could not but overhear alittle
that passed. And this lie overheard among other matters :—

"Yes, Mr. Hedle, | see | sec too wdll, which ¥our natural
blindness, sir, and that fatal easiness of temper, will bring you
to a premature grave within the paupers precincts; and this
Koun designing infidel, with his science and his magnifiers, and

is calipers, and philosophy falsely so called, which in our true
Protestant youth there was none, nor needed none, to supplant
you in your old age, and take the bread out of your gray hairs,
which he will bring with sorrow to the grave, and mine like-
wise, which am like my poor infant here, of only too sensitive
sensibilitiess Oh, Anna Maria, my child, my poor logt child !
which | can feel for the tenderness of the inexperienced heart!
M?/ Virgin Eve, which the Serpent has entered into your youth-
ful paradise, and you will find, alas! too late, that you have
warmed an adder into your bosom !'

' Oh, ma, how indelicate ! gié;gil]ed Anna Maria, evidently not
displeased. ' If you don't mind he will hear you, and | should
never be able to look him in the face again.” And therewith
she looked round to the glass door.

What more passed, Tom did not choose to hear ; for he began
Rwak;g}g dl the bustle he could in the shop, merely saying to

imself—

' That flood of eloquence is symptomatic enough : I'll lay my
life the old dame knows her way to the laudanum bottle.'

Tom's next business was to ingratiate himself with the young
curate. He had found out already, cunning fellow, that any
extreme intimacy with Headley would not increase his genera
popularity; and, as we have seen dready, he bore no great
affection to ' the cloth' in general; but the curate was an
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educated gentleman, and Tom wished for some more rationa
conversation than that of the lieutenant and Hedle. Beddes,
he was one of those men with whom the possesson of power,
sought at first from self-interest, has become a passion, a species
of sporting, which hefollows for its own sake. To whomsoever
he met he must needs apply the moral stethoscope ; sound him,
Iur(ljgs, heart, and liver ; put his tissues under the microscope,
and try conclusions on him to the uttermost. They r_nlght be
useful’hereafter: for knowledge was power : or they might not.
What matter? Every fresh specimen of humanity which he
examined was so mich gained in general knowlédge. Very
true, Thomas Thurnall; provided the method of examination be
the sound and the deep one, which will |ead you down in each
case to the real living heart of humanity ; "but what if your
method be altogether a shallow arid a cynical one, savour[nﬁ
much more of Gil Bias than of . Paul, grounded not on fait
and love for human bem_?s but on something very like suspicion
and contempt? You will be but too likely, doctor, to make the
coarsest mistakes, when you fancy yourself most’ penetrating;
to mistake the mere scurf and disease of the character for its
healthy organic tissue, and to find out at last, somewhat to your
confusion, that there are more things, not only in heaven; but
in the earthiest of the earth, than are dreamt of in your philo-
sophy.  You have aready set down Grace Harvey ‘as a hypo-
crite, and Willisas adotard.  Will you make up your mind, in
the same foolishness of over-wisdom, that Frank Headley is a
merely narrow-headed and hard-hearted pedant, quite unaware
that he is livi nq an inner life of doubts, struggles, prayers, self-
reproaches, noble hunger after an ideal of moral excellence, such
as you, friend Tom, never yet dreamed of, which would beto
%ou as an unintelligible gibber of shadows out of dreamland,
ut which isto him_the only redlity, the life of life, for which
everything isto be risked and suffered? Y ou treat his opinions
though hée never thrusts them on you) about 'the Church,’ and
is duty, and the souls of his_parishioners, with civil indiffer-
ence, as much ado about nothing ; and hisrubrical eccentricities
as puerilities.  You have aready made up your mind to 'try
and put a little common sense into him,' not’ because it is any
concern of yours whether he has common sense or riot, but
because you think that it will be better for you to have the
parish at ‘peace : but has it ever occurred to you how noble the
man is, even in his mistakes? How that orie thought, that the
finest thing in the world is to be utterly good, and to make
others good a0, puts him three heavens dl |east above you, you
most unan%?lllc ter,ner,—dog, bemired dl day long by grubbing after
vermin! hat if his idea of 'the Church™bé Somewhat too
narrow for the year of grace 1854, is it no honour to him that
he has such an’idea at all; that there has risen up before him
the vison of a perfect polity, a ' Divine and wonderful Order,'
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linking earth to heaven, and to the very throne of Him who
died for men ; witnessing to each of its citizens what the world
tries to make him forget, namely, that he is the child of God
himself; and guiding and strengthening him, from the cradleto
the grave, to do his Father's work 1 Isit a shame to him that
he has seen that such a polity must exist, that he believes that
it does exist; or that he thinks hefindsit in its highest, if not
its perfect form, in the most ancient and august traditions of
his native land? True, he has much to learn, and you may
teach him something of it; but you will find some day, Thomas
Thurnall, that, ’c:;ranting you to be at one pole of the English
character, and Frank Headley at the other, he is as good an
Englishman as you, and can teach you more than you can him.

The two soon be?an to pass almost everY evening together,
pleasantly enough ; for the reckless and rattling manner which
Tom assumed with the mob, he laid aside with the curate, and
showed himself as agreeable a companion as man could need
while Tom in his turn found that Headley was a rational ana
sweet-tempered man, who, evenwhere he had made up his mind
to differ, could hear an adverse opinion, put sometimes in a
startling shape, without falling into any of those male hysterics
of sacred horror, which are the usual refuge of ignorance and
stupidity, terrified by what it cannot refute. And soon Tom
began to lay aside the reserve which he usually assumed to
clergymen, and to tread on ground which Headley would gﬂadly
have avoided. For, to tell the truth, ever since Tom had heard
of Grace'sintended dismissal, the curate's opinions had assumed
apractical importance in his eyes ; and he had vowed in secret
that, if his cunning failed him not, turned out of her school
she should not be. Whether she had stolen his money or not,
she had saved his life ; and nobody should wrong her, if he
could help it. Besdes, perhaps she had not his money. The
belt might have dipped off in the struggle; some one else might
have taken it off in carrying him up ; he might have mistaken
the shame of innocence in her face for that of guilt. Beit asit
might, he had not the heart to make the matter public, and
contented himsalf with staying at Aberalva, and watching for
every hint of his lost treasure.

By which it befell that he was thinking, the half of every day
at least, about Grace Harvey ; and her face was seldom out of
his mind's eye: and the more he looked at it, either in fancy
or in fact, the more did it fascinate him. They met but rarely,
and then interchanged the most simple and modest of saluta-
tions: but Tom liked to meet her, would have gladly stopped
to chat with her; however, whether from modesty or from a
guilty conscience, she always hurried on in silence.

And she? Tom's request to her, through Willis, to say
nothing about the matter, she had obeyed, as her mother dso
had done. That Tom suspected her was a thought which never
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crossed her mind ; to suspect any one herself was in her eyes a
sin; and if the fancy that this man or that, among the sailors
who had carried Tom up to Heal€'s, might have been capable of
the baseness, she thrust the thought from her, and prayed to be
forgiven for her uncharitable judgment.

But night and day there weighed on that strange and delicate
spirit the shame of the deed, as heavily, if possble asif she
herself had been the doer. There was another soul in danger of
ﬁerdition; another black spot of sin, making earth hideous to

er. The village was disgraced ; not in the public eyes, true :
but in the eye of heaven, and in the eyes of that stranger for
whom she was beginning to feel an interest more intense than
she ever had done in any human being before. Her saintliness
(for Gracewas a saint in the truest sense of that word) had long
since made her free of that ' communion of saints' which con-
sss not in Pharisaic isolation from 'the world,' not in the
mutual flatteries and congratulations of a self-conceited clique ;
but which bears the sins and carries the sorrows of all around :
whose atmosphere is disappointed hopes and plansfor good, and
the indignation which hates the sin because it loves the sinner,
and sacred fear and pity for the self-inflicted miseries of those
who might be (so runs the dream, and will run till it becomes a
waking reality) strong, and free, and safe, by being good and
wise. To such a spirit this bold cunning man had come, stiff-
necked and heaven-defiant, a 'brand plucked from the burn-
ing :' and yet equally unconscious of his danger, and thankless
for his respite. Given, too, as it were, into her hands; tossed
at her feet out of the very mouth of the pit—why but that she
might sasvehim ? A far duller heart, afar narrower imagination
than Grace's would have done what Grace's did—concentrate
themselves round the image of that man with al the love of
woman. For, ere long, Grace found that she did love that man,
as awoman loves but once in her life; perhaps in al timeto
come. She found that her heart throbbed, her cheek flushed,
when his name was mentioned ; that she watched, almost un-
awares to herself, for his passing; and she was not ashamed of
the discovery. It was a sort of melancholy comfort to her that
there was a great gulf fixed between them. His station, his
acquirements, his great connections and friends in London (for
dl Tom's matters were the gossip of the town, as, indeed, he
took care that they should be), made it impossible that he
should ever think of her ; and therefore she held herself excused
for thinking of him, without any fear of that ' self-seeking, and
'inordinate affection,’ and 'unsanctified passions,’ which her
religious books had taught her to dread. Besides, he was not
‘a Christian.' That five minutes on the shore had told her
that; and even if her station had been the same as his, she
must not be 'unequally yoked with an unbeliever,’” And thus
the very hopdessness of her love became its food and strength ;
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the feeling which she would have checked with maidenly
modesty, had it been connected even remotely with marriag_le,
was allowed to take immediate and entire dominion ; and she
held hersef permitted to keep him next her heart of hearts,
because she could do nothing for him but pray for his conversion.

And pray for him she did, the noble, guileless girl, day and
night, that he might be converted : that he might prosper, and
become—perhaps rich, at least useful; a mighty instrument in
some good work. And then she would build up one beautiful
cadle In the air after another, out of her fancies about what
such a man, whom she had invested in her own mind with all
the wisdom of Solomon, might doif his ' talents were sanctified,’
Then she prayed that he might recover his lost gold—when it
was good for him; that he might discover the thief: no—that
would onIK involve fresh shame and sorrow; that the thief,
then, might be brought to repentance, and confession, and
restitution. That was the solution of the dark problem, and
fbor éhat she prayed ; while her face grew sadder and sadder day

y aay.

For a while, over and above the pain which the theft caused
her, there came—how could it be otherwise ?—sudden pangs of
regret that this same love was hopeless, at least upon this side
of the grave. Inconsistent they were with the chivalrous un-
selfishness of her usual temper ; and as such she dashed them
from her, and conquered them, after awhile, by a method which
many awoman knows too well. It was but ' one cross more ;'
a natural part of her destiny—the child of sorrow and heaviness
of heart. Pleasure in joy she was never to find on earth ; she
would find it, then, in grief. And nursing her own melancholy,
she went on her way, sad, sweet, and steadfast, and lavished
more care and tenderness, and even gaiety, than ever upon her
neighbours' children, because she knew that she should never
have a child of her own.

But there is a third damsda, to whom, whether more or less
engaging than Grace Harvey or Miss Heale, my readers must
needs be introduced. Let Miss Hede hersalf do it, with eyes
full of jealous curiosity.

'There is aforeign letter for Mr. Thurnall, marked Montreal,
and sent on here irom Whitbury,' said she, one morning at
breakfast, and in a sdignificant tone; for the address was
evidently in a woman's hand.

'For me—ah, Fv1as; | s8¢ said Tom, taking it cardesdy, and
thrusting it into his et,’

"Wont you read it a once, Mr. Thurnall ? I'm sure you
must be anxious to hear from friends abroad ;' with an emphasis
on the word friends.

"I have a good many acquaintances all over the world, but
Boeglifends that | am aware of,' said Tom, and went on with his

r ast.
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'"Ah— but some people are more than friends. Are the
Montreal |adies pretty, Mr. Thurnall?'

"Don't know ; for’ | never was there'

Miss Hede was silent, being mystified : and, moreover, not
quite sure whether Montreal was’in India or in Australia, and
not willing to show her ignorance. ]

She waiched Tom through the glass door al the morning to
e if he read the letter, and betrayed any emotion at its Con-
tents : but Tom went about his business as usual, and, as far as
she saw, never read it at all. o . )

Plowever, it was read in due time; for, finding himself in a
lonely place that afternoon, Tom pulled it out with an anxious
face, and read a letter writtenin a hasty ill-formed hand, under-
scored at every fifth word, and plentitully bedecked witli notes
of exclamation. ] ]

What? my dearest friend, and fortune still frowns upon
you? Your father blind and ruined !  Ah, that | werethere to
comfort him for your sake! And ah, that | were anywhere,
doing any drudgéry, which mlg]ht Prevent my being ill a
burdeén to my benefactors.  Not that they are unkind ; not that
they arc not"angels! | told them a once that you could send
me no more money till you reached England, perhaps not then s
and they answered that God would send it: that He who had
sent me'to them would send the means of supporting me; and
ever since they have redoubled their kindness : but if'is intoler-
able, this dependence, and on Kou, too, who have a father to
support in his darkness.. Oh, how | feel for you! But to tell
%ou the truth, | pay a price for this dependence. | must needs

e staid and sober’; T must needs dress like any Quakeress ; |
must not read this book or that; and mx Shelléy—taken from
me, | suppose, because it spoke too much "Liberty," though, of
course, the reasog]g[;lven,was its,infidel opinions—is repl Y
Law's Serious Call. 'Tis dl right and good, | doubt not: but
it isvery dreary ; as dreary as these black fir-forests, and brown
snake fénces, and that dreadful, dreadful Canadian winter which
is past, which went to my very heart, dg¥ after day, like asword
of ice. . Anather such winter,"and | shdl die, as one of my own
humming-birds would die, did you cage him here, and prevent
him from fleeing home to the stinny South when the first leaves
begin to fall. Dear children of thesun! my heart goes farth to
them; and the whir of their wings is music to me, for it tells
me of the South, the glaring Sotth, with its glorious flowers,
and glorious woods, itS luxuriance, life, fierce enjoyments—Ilet
fierce sorrows come with them, if it must beso ' “Let me take
the evil with the good, and. live my rich wild life through bliss
and agony, like & true daughter of the sun, instead of crys
tthsggg Sowly here into ice, amid countenances rigid with
re ability,” sharpened by the lust of gain; without taste,
without emaétion, without even sorrow! Let who will be the
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stagnant mill-head, crawling in its ugly spade-cut ditch to turn
the mill. Let me be the wild mountain brook, which foams and
flashes over the rocks—what if they tear it?—it leaps them
nevertheless, and goes laughing on itsway. Let mego thus, for
weal or woe! Andif | deep awhile, let it be like the brook,
beneath the shade of fragrant magnolias and luxuriant vines,
and ircrj1age, meanwhile, in my bosom nothing but the beauty
around.

"Yes, my friend, | can live no longer this dull chrysalid life,
in comparison with which, at times, even that Fast ark dream
seemstolerable—for amid its lurid smokewereflashesof bright-
nes. A dave? Well; 1 ask myself at times, and what were
women meant for but to be slaves? Free them, and they en-
dave themselves again, or languish unsatisfied ; for they must
love. And what blame to them if they love awhite man, tyrant
though he be, rather than a fellow-slave ? If the men of our
own race will claim us, let them prove themselves worthy of us!
Let them rise, exterminate their tyrants, or, failing that, show
that they know how to die. Till then, those who are the masters
of their bodies will be the masters of our hearts. If they crouch
before the white like brutes, what wonder if we look up to him
astoagod? Woman must worship, or be wretched. Do | not
know it? Havel not had my dream—too beautiful for earth 1
Was there not one whom you knew, to hear whom call me slave
would have been rapture; to whom | would have answered on
my knees, Master, | have no will but yours? But that is past
—past. One happiness aone was possible for a dave, and even
that they tore from me; and now | have no thought, no purpose,
save revenge.

' These good people bid me forgive my enemies. Easy enough
for them, who have no enemies to forgive. Forgivel Forgive
injustice, oppression, baseness, cruelty ? Forgive the devil, and
bid him go in peace, and work his wicked will ? Why have they
put into my hands, these last three years, books worthy of afree
nation ?—books which cdl patriotism divine : which tell me how
in every age and clime men have been called heroes who rose
againgt their conquerors, women martyrs who stabbed their
tyrants, and then died ? Hypocrites! Did their grandfathers
meekly turn the other ch when your English taxed them
somewhat too heavily ? Do they not now teach every school-
child to glory in their own revolution, their own declaration of
independence, and to natter themselves into the conceit that
they are the lords of creation, and the examples of the world,
because they asserted that sacred right of resistance which is
discovered to be unchristian in the African? They will free us,
forsooth, in good time (is it to be in God's good time, or in their
own ?), if we will but be patient, and endure the rice-swamp, the
scourge, the slave-market, and shame unspeakable, a few years
more, till al is ready and safe—for them. Dreamers as well as
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hypocrites! What nation was ever freed by others help? |
have been reading history to see,—you do not know how much
| have been reading, —and | find that freemen have always freed
themselves, as we must do ; and as they will never let usdo, be-
cause they know that with freedom must come retribution; that
our Southern tyrants have an account to render, which the cold
Northerner has no heart to see him pay. For, after al, he loves
the Southerner better than the dave ; and fears him more aso.
What if the Southern aristocrat, who lords it over him as the
panther does over the ox, should transfer (as he has threatened
many atime) the cowhide from the negro's loinsto hisl No;
we must free ourselves! And there lives one woman, at least,
who, having gained her freedom, knows how to use it in eternal
war against all tyrants. Oh, | could go down, | think at
moments, down to New Orleans itself, with a brain and lips of
fire, and speak words—you know how | could speak them—
which would bring me in a week to the scourge, perhaps to the
stake. The scourge | could endure. Have | not felt it dready ?
Do | not bear its scars even now, and glory in them; for they
were won by speaking as a woman should speak ? And even
thefire >—Have not women been martyrs already 1 and could
not | be one? Might not my torments madden a p%c()fle into
manhood, and my name become awar-cry in the sacred fight ?
And yet, oh my friend, life is sweetl—and m¥l little day has
been so dark and gloomy !'—may | not have one hour's sunshine
ere youth and vigour are gone, and my swift-vanishing Southern
womanhood wrinkles itsef up into despised old age? Oh,
counsel me,—help me, my friend, my preserver, my true master
now, so brave, so wise, so all-knowing; under whose mask of
cynicism lies hid (have | not cause to know it ?) the heart of a
hero. MARIE,

If Miss Heale could have watched Tom's face as he read, much
more could she have heard his words as he finished, al jealousy
would have passed from her mind : for as he read, the cynical
smile grew sharper and sharper, forming a fit prelude for the
' Little fool!" which was his only comment.

"I thought you would have falen in love with some honest
farmer years ago : but a martyr you shan't be, even if | haveto
send for you hither ; though how éce)‘c?et you bread to eat | don't
know. However, you have been reading P/our book, it seems—
clever enough you aways were, and too clever ; so you could go
out as governess, or something. Why, here's a postscript dated
three months afterwards! Ah, | see; this letter was written
last duly, in answer to my Australian one. What's the meaning
of this 7 And he began reading again.

"1 wrote so far ; but | had not the heart to send it; it was so
full of repinings. And since then,—must | tell the truth?>—I
have made a step ; do not cdl it a desperate one ; do not blaine
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me, for your blame | cannot bear : but | have gone on the stege.
There was no other means of independence open to mej anal
had adream, | have it ill, that there, if anywhere, | might do
my work. You told me that I might become a great actress: |
have st my heart on becoming one; on learning to move the
hearts of men, till the time comes when | can tell them, show
them, in living flesh and blood, upon the stage, the secrets of a
dave's sorrows, and that dave a woman. The time has not
come for that yet here: but | have had my success already,
more than | could have expected ; and not only in Canada, but
in the States. | have been at New York, acting to crowded
houses. Ah, when they applauded me, how | longed to speak !
to pour out my whole soul to them, and call upon them, as men,
to——. But'that will come in time. | have found a friend,
who has promised to write dramas especialy for me. Merely re-
publican ones at iirst; in which | can give full vent to my pas-
son, and hurl forth the eternal laws of liberty, which their
consciences may—must—at last, apply for thémselves. But
soon, he says, we shall be able to dare to approach the red sub-
ject, if not”in America, sill in Europe; and then, | trust, the
coloured actress will stand forth as the ch_am ioness of her race,
of al who are oppressed, in every capital in Europe, save, das !
Italy and the Austria who crushés her. | have taken, | should
tell 'you, an Italian name, It was better, | thought, to hide my
African taint, forsooth, for awhile. So the wise New Y orkers
havebeenfeting, asMariaCordifiamma, thewhitewoman (foram
| not fairer than many an Italian signora?), whom they would
have looked on as an inferior being under the name of Marie
Lavington : though thereis finer old English blood running in my
veins, from your native Berkshire they say, than in many a
Down-Easter'swho hangs upon my lips. “Address me henceforth,
then, as La Signora Maria Cordifiamma. | am learning fast
by the by, to speek ltdian. | shall be a Quebec till tfe end
of the month. “ Then, | believe, | come to London; and we shdll
meet once more ; and | shall thank you, thank you, thank you,
once more, for dl your marvellous Kindness.' )

" Humph!" said"Tom, after awhile. 'Wadll, sheis old enough
to choose for herself. Five-and-twenty she must be by now. . . .
As for the dtage, | suppose it is the best place for her; better
at leagt, than turning governess, and going mad, as she would
do, over her drudgery and her dreams.” But who is this friend?
Singing-master, <cribbler, or politica refugee? or SE)erhaps all
three together ? A dark lot, those fellows. | must keep m
eye on him, though it's no concern of mine. I've done my duty
by the poor thing; the devil himsdf can't deny that. But
somehow,_if this play-writin worth){1 plays her fase, | fee very
much as if | should be fool enough to try whether | have for-
gotten my pistol-shooting,'
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CHAPTER VI
AN OLD FOE WITH A NEW FACE

" THIS child's head is dreadfully hot; and how yelow he does

look !" says Mrs. Vavasour, fussing about in herlittle nursery.

' Oh, Clara, what shall | do? | realy dare not give them any

more medicine myself; and that horfid old Dr. Hedle is worse
an NO ONe.

" Ah, maam," says Clara, who is privileged to bemoan herself,
and to have sad confidences made to hér, 'if we were but in
town now, to see Mr. Chilvers, or anP/ one that could be trusted;
but in this dreadful out-of-the-way place—'

‘Don't talk of that, Claral Oh, what will become of the
poor children? And Mrs. Vavasour sits down and cries, as she
does three times at least every week. ]

'But indeed, maam, if you thought you could trust him,
there isthat new .assistant—

‘The man who was saved from the wreck? Why, nobody
knowswho heis.’ ] ,

"Oh, but indeed, maam, he is a very nice gentleman, | can
sy that; and so wonderfulhy clever; and has cured so many

eople aready, the%{ sag and got down alot of new medicines
for he has great friends among the doctars in town), and such
awonderful m n|f¥]| ng glass, with which he showed me himself,
as | dropped into the Sop promijscuous, such horrible things,
maam, in a drop of water, that | haven't dared hardly to wash
my face since. , o

"And what good will the magnlfy|n%19Ia$ do to us? sys
the poor little Trish soul, laughing up. through its tears. 'He
won; want it to see how ill poor Frederick is, I'm sure ; but you
may send for him. Clara

Il go myself, maam, and make sure' says Clare(ai' oc%lad
enough™of atun, and chance of a chat with th%(}/oung or.

And in half an hour Mr. Thurnall is announced. ]

Though Mrs. Vavasour has a flannel apron on 1for she will
wash the children herself, in spite of Eldey's grumblings), Tom
ses that sheis alady ; and_puts on, accordingly, his very best
manner, which, as his experience has long snce taught him, is
no manner a dl. } ) i

He does his work quietly and kindly, and bows himself out.
Th'Yoal\IJI will be sure to send the medicine immediately, Mr.

urnall,

_"L'will bring it myself, madam ; and, if you like, administer
it. | think the young gentleman has made friends with me
sufficiently alreagy.’ ) ) )

Tom kéeps hiS word, and is back, and away again to his
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shop, in a marvellously short space, having 'struck a fresh
root, as he callsit; for— )

"What a very well-behaved sensible man that Mr. Thurnall
is' says Luciato Eldey, an hour after, as she meets him coming
in from the garden, where he has been polishing his' Wreck,’
'l am sure he understands his business; he was so kind and
quiet, and yet so ready, and seemed to know all the child's
symptoms beforehand, in such a strange wa?]/, 1 do hope hell
stay here. | feel happier about the poor children than | have
for along time.'

" Thurnall ? asks Eldey, who is too absorbed in the ' Wreck'
to ask after the children ! but the name catches his ear.

'Mr. Heales new assistant—the man who was wrecked,'
answers she, too absorbed, in her turn, in the children to notice
her husband's startled face.

Thurnall ? Which Thurnall ?

'Do you know the name? It's not a common one’ says she,
moving to the door.

' No—not acommon one at all! You said the children were
not well ?

h'll am glad that you thought of asking after the poor
things.'

'Why, realal‘g, my dear——' But before he can finish his
excuse (probably not worth hearing), she has trotted upstairs
again to the nest, and is as busy as ever. Possibly Clara might
do the greater part of what she does, and do it better ; but still,
are they not her children? Let those who will call a mother's
care mere animal instinct, and liken it to that of the sparrow
or the sgider ; shal we not rather call it a Divine inspiration,
and doubt whether the sparrow and the spider must not have
souls to be saved, if they, too, show forth that faculty of
maternal love which is, of all human feelings, most inexplicable
and most self-sacrificing; and therefore, surely, most heavenly ?
If that does not come down straight from heaven, a 'good and
perfect gift,’ then what is heaven, and what the gifts which it
sendsdown ?

But tpoor Eldey may have had solid reasons for thinking
more of the name of Thurnall than of hischildren's health ; we
will hope so for his sake; for, after sundry melodramatic
pacings and starts (Elsley was of a melodramatic turn, and fond
of a scene, even when he had no spectator, not even a looking-
glass) ; besides gjaculations of ' It cannot be !" ' If it were !' "1
trust not!" ' A fresh ghost to torment me !" ' When will come
the end of 'this accursed coil which | have wound round my
life?" and so forth, he decided aloud that the suspense was in-
tolerable ; and enclosing himself in his poetical closk and
Mazzini wide-awake, strode down to the town, and into the
shop. And as he entered it, 'his heart sank to his midriff, and
his knees below were loosed.! For there, making up pills, in a
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pair of brown-holland seeves of his own manufacture (for Tom
was a good seamster, as all travellers should be), whistled Lilli-
burlero, as of old, the Tom of other days, which Eldey's muse
would fain have buried in a thousand Lethes.

Eldey came forward to the counter carelessy, nevertheless,
after amoment. 'What with rny beard, and the lapse of time/
thought lie, 'he cannot know me." So he spoke——

‘| understand you have been visiting my children, sir. |
hope you did not find them seriously indisposed ?

'Mr. Vavasour ? says Tom, with alow bow

'I am Mr. Vavasour !' But Eldey was a bad actor, and hesi-
tated and coloured so much as he spoke, that if Tom had known
nothing, he might have guessed something.

'Nothing serious, | assure you, sir; unlessyou are come to
announce any fresh symptom."'

'Oh, no—not at all—that is—| was passing on my way to
the quay, and thought it as well to have your own assurance;
Mrs. Vavasour is so over-anxious.'

'You seem to partake of her infirmity, gr,,' says Tom, with
a smile and a bow. 'However, it is one which does you both
honour.'

An awkward pause.

"I hope | am not taking a liberty, sir; but | think | am
bound to——'

'What in heaven is he going to say?' thought Eldey to
himself, feeling very much inclined to run away.

' Thank you for all the pleasure and instruction which your
writings have given me in lonely hours, and lonely places too.
Your first volume of poems has been read by one man, at least,
beside wild watch-fires in the Rocky Mountains.'

Tom did not say that he pitched the said volume into the
river in disgust; and that it was, probably, long since used up
as house material by the caddis-baits of those parts,—for doubt-
less there are caddises there as elsewhere.

Poor Elsley rose at the bait, and smiled and bowed in
silence.

'l have been so long absent from England, and in utterly
wild countries, too, that | need hardly be ashamed to ask if you
have written anything since The Soul's Agonies? No doubt
if you have, | might have found it at Melbourne, on my way
home; but my visit there was a very hurried one. However,
the loss is mine, and the fault too, as 1 ought to call it.'

' Pray make no excuses, says Elsley delighted. 'l have
written, of course. Who can help writing, sir, while Nature is
so glorious, and man so wretched\ One cannot but take refuge
from the pettiness of the real in the contemplation of the ideal.
Yes, | have written. | will send you my last book down. |
don't know whether you will find me improved.'

' How can | doubt that | shall ?

H T Y. A
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' Saddened, perhaps ; perhaps more severe in my taste; but
we will not talk of that. | owe you a debt, sr, for having fur-
nished me with one of the most striking " motifs" | ever had.
I mean that miraculous escape of yours. It is seldom enough,
in this dull every-day world, one stumbles on such an incident
ready made to one's hands, and needing only to be described as
one s it

And the weak, vain man chatted on, and ended by tellin
Tom all about his poem of ' TheWreck,' in atone which seem
to imply that lie had done Tom a serious favour, perhaps raised
him to immortality, by putting him in a book.

Tom thanked him gravely for the said honour, bowed him at
last out of the shop, and then vaulted back clean over the
counter, as soon as Elsley was out of sight, and commenced an
Indianwar-danceof frantic character, accompanying himself by
an extemporary chant, with which the name of John Briggs
wasfrequentlyintermingled:—

" 1f | don't know you, Johnr&y, my boy,
In spite of all your beard ;
Whlyt en | am a slower fellow,
han ever has yet appeared.”

"Ohif it wasbut he! what acard for mel What aworld it
isfor poor honest rascals like me to try afall with !'—

" Why didn't | take bad verse to make,
nd cal it poetry ;
And so make up to an earl's daughter,
Which was of high degree 7'

But perhaps | am wrong after al ; no—I saw he knew me, the
humbug; thou}q_|h he never was a humbug, never rose above the
rank of fool. owever, I'll make assurance doubly sure, and
then—if it pays me not to tell him | know him, I won't tell
him; and if it pays me to tell him, | will tell him. Just as
you choose, my good Mr. Poet.’ And Tom returned to his work
sméglng an extempore parody of 'We met, ‘twas in a crowd,
ending with—

" And thou art the cause of this anguish, my pill-box,'

in a howl so doleful, that Mrs. Hedle marched into the shop,
evidently making up her mind for an explosion.

'| am very sorry, dir, to have to speak to you upon such a
subject, but | must say, that the profane songs, sir, which our
house is not at al accustomed to them ; not to mention that at
your time of life, and in your position, sr, as my husband's
assistant, though there's no saying' (with a meaning toss of the
head) ' how long it may last,'—and there, her grammar having
got into a hopeless knot, she stopped.
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Tom looked at her cheerfully and fixedly. 'l| had been ex-
pecting tliis' said he to himself. ' Better show the old cat at
once that | carry claws as well as she'

'There is saying, madam, humbly begging your pardon, how
long my present engagement will last. It will last just as long
as | like’

Mrs. Hedle boiled over with rage; but ere the geyser could
explode, Tom had continued in that dogged, nasal Yankee
twang which he assumed when he was venomous :

' As for the songs, maam, there are two ways of making one-
salf happy in this life; you can judge for yourself which is
best. One is to do one's work like a man, and hum atune, to
keep one's spirits up ; the other is to let the work go to rack
and ruin, and keep one€'s spirits up, if one is a gentleman, by a
little too much brandy ; if one is a lady, by alittle too much
laudanum.’

' Laudanum, sir ? almost screamed Mrs. Heale, turning pale
as death.

'The pint bottle of best laudanum, which | had from town a
fortnight ago, maam, is now nearly empty, maam. | will
make affidavit that | have not used a hundred drops, or drunk
one. | suppose it was the cat. Cats have queer tastes in the
West, | believe. | have heard the cat coming downstairs into
the surgery, once or twice after 1 wasin bed ; so | set my door
gjar alittle, and saw her come up again; but whether she had
avia in her paws—'

'Oh, sir !' says Mrs. Heale, bursting into tears. 'And after
the dreadful toothache which | have had this fortnight, which
nothing but a little laudanum would ease it; and at my time
of life, to mock a poor elderly lady's infirmities, which | did not
look for this cruelty and outrage !'

'Dry your tears, my dear madam," says Tom, in his most
winningtone. 'You will always find me the thorough gentle-
man, | am sure. If | had not been one, it would have been
easy enough for me, with my powerful London connections—
though | won't boast,—to set up in opposition to your good
husband, instead of saving him labour in his good old age
Only, my dear madam, how shall | get the laudanum-bottle re-
filled without the doctor's—you understand ?

The wretched old woman hurried upstairs, and brought him
down a half-sovereign out of her private hoard, trembling like
an aspen leaf, and departed.

'So—scotched, but not killed. You'lll gossp and lie too.
Never trust a laudanum drinker. You'll see me, by the eye of
imagination, committing al the seven deadly sins; and by the
tongue of inspiration go forth and proclam the same at the
town-head. | can't kill you, and | can't cure you, so | must
endure you. What sad old Goethe, in al the German | ever
cared to recollect—
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" " Der Wadllfisch hat doch. seine Laus ;
Muss auch die xneiue haben."

"Now, tlieii, for Mrs. Penberthy's draughts. | wonder how
that pretty schoolmistress goes on. If she were but honest,
now, and had fifty thousand pounds—why then, she wouldn't
marry me; and so why now, | wouldn't marry she—as my
native Berkshire grammar Avould render it.'

CHAPTER vlI

LA CORDIFIAMMA

THIS chapter shall begin, good reader, with one of those startling
burstsof "illustration," with which our most popular preachers
are wont now to astonish and edify their hearers, and after
starting with them at the opening of the sermon from the north
pole, the Crystal Palace, or the nearest cabbage-garden, float
them safe, upon the gushing stream of oratory, to the sate and
well-known shores of doctrinal common-place, lost in admiration
at the skill of the good man who can thus make all roads lead,
if not to heaven, at least to strong language about its opposite.
True, the logical sequence of their periods may be, like that of
the coming one, somewhat questionable, reminding one at
moments of Fluelleii's comparison between Macedon and Mon-
mouth, Henry the Fifth and Alexander : but, in the logic of the
pulpit, al'swell that end'swell, and the end must needs sanctify
the means. There is, of course, some connection or other be-
tween al things in heaven and earth, or how would the universe
hold together? And if one has not time to find out the true
connection, what is left but to invent the best one can for one-
self? Thus argues, probably, the popular preacher, and fills
his pews, proving thereby clearly the excellence of his method.
So argue aso, probably, the popular poets, to whose 'luxuriant
fancy' everything suggests anything, and thought plays leap-
frog with thought down one page and up the next, till one
fancies at moments that they had got permission from the
higher powers, before looking at the universe, to stir it dl up a
few times with a spoon. It is notorious, of course, that poets
and preachers alike pride themselves upon this method of
astonishing ; that the former cal it, ' seeing the infinite in the
finite;' the latter, 'pr%sing secular matters into the service
of the sanctuary,' and other pretty phrases which, for rever-
ence' sake, shall be omitted. No doubt they have their reasons
andtheir reward. The style takes ; the style pays; and what
more would you have? Let them go on rejoicing, in spite of
the cynical pedants in the Saturday Revieiv, who dare to accuse
(will it be beieved ?) these luminaries of the age of talking
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merely irreverent nonsense.  Meanwhile, so evident is the
suceess (sole test of merit) which has attended the new method,
that it is worth while trying whether it will not be as taking in
the novel as it is in_the chapel; and therefore the reader is
requested to pa%/ gpecial attention to the following paragraph,
modelled carefully after the exordiums of a famous™ Irish
[:I)_reacher, now drawing crowded houses at the West End of
Town. Asthus:—'It’Is the pleasant month of May, when, as
in old Chaucer's time, the—

' "Smalo foules makcn melodie,
That aepen ale night with open eye
So priketh hem nafureintheir forages.
Then, longen folk to goe on pilgrimages,
And specially from every shire's end
Of Englclorid, to Exeter-hall they wend," "

till the low places of the Strand blossom with white cravats,
those lilies of the valley, types of meekness and humility, at
least in the pious palmer—and why not of similar virtuesin the
undertaker, the concert-singer, the groom, the tavern-waiter
the croupier at the gaming-fable, and Frederick Augustus Lord
Scoutbush, who, white-cravated like the rest, is just getting
into his cab at the door of the Never-mind-what Theatre, to
ﬁ/lpend Iaﬂang)ur at Kensington before sauntering in to Lady

—'shall?

Why not, | ask, at least in the case of little Scoutbush? For
Guardsman though he be, coming from atheatre and going to
aball, there is meekness and humility in him at this moment,
as well asin the average of the white-Cravated gentlemen who
trotted along that same pavement about eleven o'clock this
forenoon. Why should not his white cravat, like theirs, be
held symbolic “of that fact? However, Scoutbush belongs
rather to the former than the latter of Chaucer's categories ;
for a'smae foule he is, a little bird-like fellow, who maketh
melodie dso, and warbles like a cock-robin ; we cannot liken
him to any more dignified songster. Moreover, he will deepadl
night with open eye; for_he will not be in bed till five to-
morrow morning ; and pricked he is, and that sorely, in his
courage; for he'is as much in love as his little nature can be,
with the new actress, La Signora Cordiliamma, of the Never-
mind-what Theatre. o )
~ How exquisitely, now_(for this is one of the rare occasions
in which a man is permitted to praise hlmself%, is established
hereby an unexpected bond of linked sweetnesslong drawn out
between things which had, ere they came beneath’ the magic
touch of genius, no more to do with eacli other than this book
has with the Stock Exchange.. Who would have dreamed of
travelling from the Tabard in Southwark to the lag new
singer, via Exeter-hall and the lilies of the valley, and touching



102 TWO YEARS AGO CHAP.

en passant on two cardinal virtues and an Irish Viscount ?
But see; given only alittle impudence, and less logic, and hey
presto! the thing is done; and all that remains to be done is
to dilate (as the Rev. Dionysius O'Blareaway would do &t this
dage of the proc;? upon the moral question which has been
so cunningly raised, and to inquire, firstly, how the virtues
of meekness and humility could be predicated of Frederick
Augustus &. Just, Viscount Scoutbush and Baron Torytown,
in the peerage of Ireland ; and secondly, how those virtues
were called into specia action by his questionably wise attach-
tr}”nenl_tfto anew actress, to whom he had never spoken aword in
is life.

Fird, then, 'Little Freddy Scoutbush,” as his compeers irre-
verently termed him, was, bv common consent of her Mgjesty's
Guards, a 'good fellow." Whether the St. James Street defini-
tion of that adjective be the perfect one or not, we will not
stay to inquire; but in the Guards club-house it meant this:
that Scoutbush had not an enemy in the world, because he
deserved none; that he lent, and borrowed not- gave, and
asked not again ; envied not; hustled not; slandered not; never
bore malice, never said a cruel word, never played a dirty trick,
would hear afellow's troubles out to the end, and if he could
not counsel, at leest would not laugh at them, and at all times
and in al places lived and let live, and was accordingly a

eneral favourite. His morality was neither better nor worse
than the average of his companions ; but if he was sensual, he
was at least not base ; and there were frail women who blessed
'little Freddy,” and his shy and secret generosity, for having
saved them from the lowest pit.

Au reste. he was idle, frivolous, usdess : but with these two
paliating facts, that he knew it and regretted it, and that he
never had a chance of being aught dse.  His father and mother
had died when he was a child. He had been sent to Eton at
seven, where he learnt nothing, and into the Guards at seven-
teen, where he learnt less than nothing. His aunt, old Lady
Knockdown, who was a kind old Irish woman, an ex-blue and
ex-beauty, now a high evangdlica professor, but as worldly as
her neighbours in practice, had tried to make him a good bggl
in old times: but she had given him up, long before he left
Eton, asa ' vessdl of wrath' (which he certainly was, with his
hot Irish temper); and since then she had only spoken of him
with moans, and to him just as if he and she had made a
compact to be as worldly as they could, and as if the fact that
he was going, as she used to tell her private friends, straight
to the wrong place, was to be utterly ignored before the press-
ing redlity of gettir;g him and his ssters well married. And
so it befell that L K Knockdown, like many more, havin
begun with too high (or at leest precise) a spiritual standard,
was forced to end practically in having no standard at all;
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and that for ten years of Scoutbush's life, neither she nor
any other human being had spoken to him as if he had a soul
to be saved, or any duty on earth save to eat, drink, and be
merry.

And al the while there was a quaint and pathetic conscious-
ness in the little man's heart that he was meant for something
better ; that he was no fool, and was not intended to be one.
Hewould thrust his head into lectures at the Polytechnic and
the British Institution, with a dim endeavour to guess what
they were al about, and a good-natured envy of the clever
fellows who knew about 'science, and al that.' Hewould sit
and listen, puzzled and admiring, to the talk of statesmen, and
confide his woe afterwards to some chum. ‘'Ah, if | had
had the chance now that my cousin Chalkclere has? If | had
had two or three tutors, and a good mother, too, keeping
me in a coop, and cramming me with learning, as they cram
chickens for the market, | fancy | could have shown my
comb and hackles in the House as well as some of them. |
fancy | could make a speech in parliament now, with the hel
of ali‘ttle Irish impudence, if | only knew anything to sp

out,
So Scoutbush cl un%, inachildishway, to any superior manwho
would take notice of him, and not treat him as the fribble which
he seemed. He had taken to that well-known artist, Claude
Méllot, of late, simply from admiration of his brilliant talk
about art and poetry ; and boldly confessed that he preferred
one of Méllot's orations on the sublime and beautiful, though he
didn't understand a word of them, to the songs and jokes (very
excdlent ones in their way) of Mr. Hector Harkaway, the dis-
tinguished Irish novelist, ana boon companion of her Maesty's
Life Guards Green. His ia intimate and Mentor, however,
was acertain Major Campbell, of whom more hereafter ; who,
however, being a lofty-minded and perhaps somewhat Pharisaic
erson, made heavier demands on Scoutbush's conscience than
e had yet been able to meet; for fully as he agreed that Her-
cules choice between pleasure and virtue was the right one, till
he could not yet follow that ancient hero aong the thorny path,
and confined his conception of ' duty' to the minimum guard
and drill. He had estates in Ireland, which had almost cleared
themselvesduring hislong minority, but which, since thefamine,
had cost him about as much as they brought him in; and
estates in the West, which, with a Welsh slate-quarry, brought
him in some seven or eight thousand a year; and so kept his
poor littlehead abovewater, tolook pitifully roundthe universe,
longing for the life of himto make out what it all meant, ana
hoping that somebody would come and tell him.
So much for his meekness and humility in general: asfor the
particular display of those virtues which he has shown to-day,
it must be understood that he has given a promise to Mrs, Mellot
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not to make love to La Cordifiamma; arid, on that only con-
dition, has been allowed to meet her to-night at one of Claude
Meéellot's petits soujyers.

La Cordifiamma has been staying, ever since she came to
England, with the Méellots in the wilds of Brompton ; unap-
proachable there, asin all other places. In public, she is a very
;enobia, who keeps all animals of the other sex at an awful
distance ; and of the fifty young puppies who are raying about
her beauty, her air, and her voice, not one has obtained an in-
troduction ; while Claude, whose studio used to be afavourite
lounge of young Gu,ardsmen, has, as civilly as he can, closed his
doors to those magnificent personages ever since the new singer
became his guest.

Claude Mellot seemsto have come into afortune of lateyears,
large enough, at least, for his few wants. He paints no longer,
save when he choosm and has taken a little old house in one
of those back lanes of Brompton, where idands of primeval
nursery garden still remain undevourecl by the advancing surges
of the brick and mortar deluge. There he lives, happy in a
green lawn, and windows opening thereon; in three ems, a
cork, an ilex, and a mulberry, with a great standard pear, for
flower and foliage the queen of all suburban trees. There he
lies on the lawn, upon strange skins, the summer's day, playing
with cats and dogs, and making love to his Sabina, who has not
lost her beauty in the least, though sheis on the wrong side of
five-and-thirty. He deludes himself, too, into the belief that he
is doing something, because he is writing a treatise on the
" Principles of Beauty'; which will be published, probably,
about the time the Thames is purified, in the season of Latter
Lammas and the Greek Kalends; and the more certainly so,
because he has wandered into the abyss of conic sections and
curves of double curvature, of which, if the truth must be
spoken, he knows no more than his friends of the Life Guards
Green.

To this charming little nest has Lord Rcoutbush procured an
evening's admission after abject supplication to Sabina, who
pets him because he is musical, and solemn promises neither to
talk norlook any manner of foolishness.

'My dearest Mrs. Méllot,' says the poor wretch, 'l will be
good, indeed | will; | will not even speak to her. Only let rne
st and look,—and—and,—why, | thought you understood all
about such things, and could pity a poor fellow who was
spoony.'

And Sabina, who prides herself much on understanding such
things, and on having, indeed, reduced them to a science in
which she gives gratuitous lessons to all young gentlemen and
ladies of her acquaintance, receives him pityingly, in that
delicious little back drawing-room, Whlther whosoever entersis
in no hurry to go out again.
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Claude's house is arranged with his usual defiance of dl con-
ventionalities. Dining or drawing-room proper there is none
the large front room is the studio, where he and Sabina eat and
drink, aswell as work and paint; but out of it opens alittle
room, the walls of which are so covered with gems of art (where
the rogue finds money to buy them is a puzzle) that the eye gan
turn nowhere without taking in some new beauty, and wander-
ing on from picture to statue, from portrait to landscape, dream-
ing and learning afresh after every glance. At the back, aglass
bay has been thrown out, and forms a little conservatory, for
ever fresh and Igj;ay with tropic ferns and flowers; gaudy orchids
dangle from the roof, creepers hide the framework, and you
hardly see where the room ends and the winter-garden begins ;
and in the centre an ottoman invites you to lounge. It costs
Claude money, doubtless ; but he has his excuse—' Having once
seen the tropics, | cannot live without some love-tokens from
their lost paradises; and which is the wiser plan, to spend
money on a horse and brougham, which we don't careto use, and
on scrambling into society at the price of one great stupid party
ayear, or to make our little world as pretty as we can, and lét
those who wish to see us, take us as they find us ?

In this 'nest,’ as Claude and Sabina call it, sacred to the
everlasting billing arid cooing of that sweet little pair of human
love-birds who have built it, was supper set. La Cordifiamma,
al the more beautiful from the languor produced by the excite-
ment of acting, lay upon a sofa; Claude attended, talking
earnestly; Sabina, according to her custom, was fluttering in
and out, arid arranging supper with her own hands; both nus-
band and wife were as busy as bees; and yet any one accus-
tomed to watch the little insand outs of married life, could have
seen that neither forgot for a moment that the other was in the
room, but basked and purred, like two blissful cats, each in the
sunshine of the other's presence ; and he could have seen, too,
that La Cordifiamma was divining their thoughts, arid studying
al]l tf;tew little t;glxpronsh perhaps that g?ﬁ m|gm l%ﬁe.th%m on

e stage; pernaps, oo, Py In_sympathy wi elr nappi-
ness: and yet there was a?ade of sadness on her forehead.

Scoutbush enters, is introduced, and receives a salutation
from the actress, haughty and cold enough to check the for-
wardest; puts on the ar of languid nonchalance which is con-
sidered (or was before the little experiences of the Crimea) fit
and c}Iproper for tyoun gentlemen or rank and fashion. So he
gts down, and feasts his foolish eyes upon hisidol, hoping for a
few words before the evening is over.  Did | not say well, then,
that there was as much meekness and humility under Scout-
bush's white cravat as under others? But his little joy is soon
dashed ; for the black boy announces (fseemmgly much to his
own pleasure) a tall personage, whom, from his dress and his
moustachio, Scoutbush takesfor a Frenchman, till he hearshim
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celed Stangrave. The intruder is introduced to Lord Scout-
bush, which ceremony is consummated by amicroscopic nod on
either sde ; he then walks straight up to La Cordifiamma; and
Scoutbush sees her cheeks flush as he does s0. He takes her
hand speaksto her in alow voice, and sits down by her, Claude
making room for him; and the two engage earnestly in con-
versation.

Scoutbush is much inclined to walk out of the room; was
he brought there to see that ? Of course, however, he sits till,
keeps his own counsel, and makes himself agreeable enough all
the evening, like a good-natured kind-hearted little man, as he
is Whereby he isrepaid ; for the conversation soon becomes
degp, and even too deep for him ; and heisfain to drop out of
the race, and leave it to his idol and to the newcomer, who
seems to have seen, and done, and read everything in heaven
and earth, and probably bought everything also ; not to mention
that hewould be happy to sdll the said universe again, at avery
chea?I price, if any one would kindly take it off his hands. Not
that he boasts, or takes any undue share of the conversation ;
heisevidently too well-bred for that; but every sentence shows
an acquaintance with facts of which Eton has told Scoutbush
nothing, the barrack-room less, and after which lie ill craves,
the good little fellow, in a very honest way, and would soon
have learnt, had he had a chance ; for of native Irish smartness
he had no lack.

'Poor Flake was half mad about you, signora, in the stage-
box to-night,’ said Sabina. ' He says that he shall not deep till
he has painted you,'

‘Do let him!" cried Scoutbush: 'what a picture he will
make!'

'He may paint a picture, but not me; it is quite enough,
Lord Scoutbush, to be some one ese for two hours every night,
without going down to posterity as some one dsefor ever. If
I am painted. | will be painted by no one who 'cannot represent
my very self’

'You are right!' said Stangrave : 'and you will do the man
himself good by refusin%; he has some notion ill of what a
portrait ought to be. If he once begins by attempting passing
expressions of passion, which is al stage portraits can give, he
will find them so much easier than honest representations of
character, that hewill end, where all our moderns seem to do, in
merest melodrama,’

"Explain !' said she.

' Portrait painters now depend for their effect on the mere
accidents of entourage; on dress, on landscape, even on broad
hints of a man's pcupation, putting a plan on the engineer's
table, and a roll in the statesman's hands, like the old Greek
who wrote " this is an ox " under his picture. If they wish to
give the face expression, though they sddom aim so high, all
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they can compass is a passing emotion; and one sitter goes down
to _Fostenty with an eternal frown, another with an eterna
smile’

'Or, if he be a poet,’ said Sabina, 'rolls his eye for ever in a
fine frenzy.'

' But would you forbid them to paint Passion ?

" Not in its place; when the picture gives the causes of the
Easson, and the scene tells its own stor?/. But then let us not

ave merely Kean as Hamlet, but Hamlet's sdf ; let the painter
st down and conceive for himself a Hamlet, such as Shak-
speare conceived ; not merely give us asmuch of him ascould be
Br&sed at a given moment into the face of Mr. Kean. He will

e only unjust to both actor and character. If Flake paints
Marie as Lady Macbeth, he will give us neither her nor Lady
Macbeth ¢ but only the single point at which their two characters
can coincide.'

"How rude !" said Sabina, laughing « 'what is he doing but
hinting that La Signora's conceptionOFLady Macbeth is avery
partial and imperfect one ?

'Anﬁl why should it riot be? asked the actress, humbly
enough.

I meant,’ he answered warmly, 'that there was more, far
more, in her than in any character which she assumes; and | do
not want a painter to copy only one ,and let a part go
down to posterity as a representation of the whole.'

" If you mean that, you shall be forgiven. No; when she is
painted, she shall be painted as herself, as she is now. Claude
shdll paint her.'

'I have not known La Signora long enough,' said Claude, 'to
aspire to such an honour. | paint no face which | have not
studied for a year.'

"Faith I' sad Scoutbush, 'you would find no more in most
faces at the year's end, than you did the first day.'

"Then | would not paint them. If | paint a portrait, which
| seldom do, | wish to make it such a one as the old masters
aimed at—to give the sum total of the whole character; traces
of every emotion, if it were possble, and glances of every ex-
pression which have passed over it since it was born into the
world. They aredl here, thewhole past arid future of theman ;
and every man, as the Mohammedans say, carries his destiny on
hisforehead.’

' But who has eyesto see it ?

' The old masters had; some of them at least. Raphael had,
Sebagtian del Piombo had, and Titian, and Giorgione. There
are portraits painted by them which carry a whole life-history
concentrated into one moment.'

' But they,' said Stangrave, ' are the portraits of men such as
thef/ saw around them ; natures who were strong?]for ood and
evil, who were not ashamed to show their strength. here will
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a painter find such among the poor, thin, unable mortals who
come to him to buy immortality at a hundred and fift%/ guineas
apiece, after having spent their lives in religiously rubbing off
their angles against each other, and forming their characters,
as you form shot, by shaking them together in a bag till they
have polished each other into dullest uniformity ?

"It s very true,' said Scoutbush, who suffered much at times
from a certain wild Irish vein, which stirred him up to kick
over the traces. ' People are horribly like each other ; and if a

r fellow is bored, and tries to do anything spicy or origina,
e has half a dozen people pooh-poohing him down on the score
of bad taste

'Men can be just as origina now as ever,' said La Signora,
'if they had but the courage, even the insight. Heroic souls in
old times had no more opportunities than we have; but they
used them. Therewere daring deedsto be done then—arethere
none now ? Sacrificesto bemade—aretherenonenow 1 Wrongs
to be redressed—are there none now ? Let any one et hisheart,
in these days, to do what is right, and nothing else; and it will
not be long ere his brow is starnﬂed with all that goes to make
up the heroical expression—with nobleindignation, noble self-
restraint, great hopes, great sorrows ; perhaps, even, with the
print of the martyr's crown of thorns.

She looked at Stangrave as she spoke, with an expression
which Scoutbush tried in vain to read. The American made no
answer, and seemed to hang his head awhile. After a minute
he said tenderly—

"You will tire ?/ourself if you talk thus, after the evening's
fatigue. Mrs. Méllot will singto us, and give us leisure to think
over our lesson.’

_ And Sabina sang ; and then Lord Scoutbush was made to
sing ; and sang his best, no doubt.

So the evening dipped on, till it was past eleven o'clock, and
Stangrave rose.  'And now,' said he, ‘| must go to Lady
M——'s ball; and Marie must rest.’

As he went, hejust leaned over La Cordifiamma.

' Shall | comein to-morrow morning ? We ought to read over
that scene together before the rehearsal.’

' Early then, or Sabinawill be gone out; and she must play
soubrette to our hero and heroine.’

"You will ret? Mrs. Mdlot, you will see that she does not
situpV

" It is not very polite to rob us of her, as sbon as you cannot
enjoy her yourself.'

"I' must take care of people who do not take care of them-
slves ;' and Stangrave departed.

Great was Scoutbush's wrath when he saw Marie rise and
obey orders. 'Who was this man ? what right had he to com-
mand her ?
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etHgdasked as much of Sabinathe moment La Cordifiamma had
retired.

"Are you not going to Lady M——'s, too ?

"No; that is I won't go yet; not till you have explained al
thisto me

'Explained what?' asked Sabina, looking as demure as a
little brown mouse.

" Why, what did you ask me here for ?

"Lord Scoutbush should recollect that he asked himself.'

"You cruel venomous creature! do you think | would have
come, if | had known that | was to see another man making love
to hhe’; before my very eyes? | could kill the fellow; who
ishe?

('jAb[al\leW Y ork merchant, unworthy of your aristocratic powder
an N

' The confounded Y ankee!" muttered Scoutbush.

" If people swear in my house, 1 fine them a dozen of kid
gloves. Digle?/ou not promise me that you would not make love
to her yourself ?

' Well—Dbut, it istoo cruel of you, before my very eyes!’

'I saw no Iovemakin? to-night.'

"None? Wereyou blind ?

' Not in the least; but you cannot well see a thing making
which has been made long ago.'

: Whlat! I's he her husband ?

' Engaged to her ?

'No.'

‘What then?'

" Don't you know already that this is a house of mystery, full
of mysterious people? | tell you this only, that if she ever
marries any one, she will marry him; and that if | can, | will
make her.'

' Then you are mK enemy after al.'

'I't Do you think that Sabina Mellot can see a young
viscount loose upon the universe, without trying to make up a
match for him ? No; | have such a prize for you—young, hand-
some, better educated than any woman whom you will meet
to-night. True, she is a Manchester girl; but then she has
eighty thousand pounds.'

"Eighty thousand nonsense! I'd sooner have that divine
creature without a penny, than——'

'And would m,;/ lord viscount so far debase himself as to
marry an actress 7

"Humph! Faith, my grandmother was an actress; and we
<. Justs are none the worse for that fact, as far as | can see—
and certainly none the uglier—the women at least. Oh Sabina
—NMrs. Méllot, i mean—only help methisonce !

"This once? Do you intend to marry by my assistance this
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time, and by your own the next ? How many viscountesses are
thereto her

"'Don't laugh at me, you cruel woman; ?/ou don't know ; you
fanc;r/1 that | @m not in Tove," and the poor fellow began pouring
out these common-places, which one has heard too often to take
the trouble of repeating, and yet which are red enough, and
pahetic too; for in every man, however frivolous, or even
worthless, love cdls glp to the surface the real heroism, the redl
depth of character—all the more deep because common to poet
and i:)hllosopher, guardsman and country clod.

"Il leave town to-morrow. Il go to the Land's end—to
Norway, toAfrica——' i , )

"And forget her in the bliss of lion-hunting.' )

'Don't, | tell you ; here | will not stay to be driven mad.
To think that sheis here, and that hateful 'Y ankee at her elbow.

Il _?o—

‘To Lady M—-'s ball?

_"No, confound it; to meet that fellow there ! | should quarrel
with him, as sure as there is hot Irish blood in my veins. The
self-satisfied puppy! to be, flirting and strutting there, while
such a creature as that is IS¥]|ng thinking of him.' )

" Would you have him shut himself up in his hotel, and write
poet|\rly; or walk the streets dl night, sighing at the moon?'

"No: but the cool way in which he went off himself, and sent
Blecr)o}:iobo'l . Confound "him ! commanding her. It made my

il.

'Claude, get Lord Scoutbush some iced soda-water,'

'If you laugh at me, I'll never spesk to you again.'

"Or buy any of Claude's pictures?

'Why do you torment me so? [I'll go, | say—leave town to-
morrow—only | can't with this horrid degot work ! What shall
| do? It'stoo cruel of you, while Campbell is away in Ireland,
too; and | have not a soul but you to ak advice of, for Valentia
is as great a goose as | am ;" and the poor little fellow buried
his hands in his curls, and stared fiercely into the fire, as if to
draw from thence omens of his love, by the spodomantic augury
of the ancient Greeks; while Sabina tripped up and down' the
room, putting thlrE?s to rights for the night, and enjoying his
torments as acat does those of the mouse between "hér paws;
and yet not out of spite, but from pure and simple fun.

Sahina is one of those charming bodies who knows every-
body's business, and managesit. Shelivesin aworld of intrigue,
but without a thought of Tntriguing for her own benefit. e
has always a match to make, a disconsolate lover to comfort, a
Young artist to bring forward, a refugee to_conced, a spend-
hrift to get out of a scrape; and, like David in the mountains,
every one that is discontented, and every one that is in debt,
gather themselves to her. The strangest people, on the strangest
errands, run over each other in that cosy little nest of hers.
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Fine ladies with over-full hearts, and gentlemen with
over-empty pockets, jostle each other at her door; and she has
agmile, and a repartee, and good, cunning, practical wisdom for
each and every one of them, and then dismisses them to bill and
coo with Claude, and laugh over everybody and everything.
The only price which she'demands for her services is to be
alowed 1o laugh ; and if that be permitted, she will be as busy,
and earnest, and tender, as Saint Elizabeth herself. 'l have no
children of my own," she says, 'so | just make everybody my
children, Claude included; and play with them, and laugh a
them, and.Pet them, and help them out of their scrapes, just as
| should it they werein my own nursery,’ And so it befdls
that sheis every one's confidante ; and though evetg one seems
on the point of taking libertieswitli her, yet ho one does; partly
because they are in her power, and partly because, like an
Eastern sultana, she carries a poniard, and ‘can use it, though
only in self-defence. So, if great people, or small people either
(who can ea%[ve themselves airs as well as their betters), take her
plain speaking unkindly, she just speaks a little more plainly,
oncefor al, and goes off smiling to someoneese; asahumming
bird, if a flower has no hone%/ in it, whirs away, with a saucy
flirt of its pretty little tail, to the next branch on the bush,

' must know more of this American,’ said Scoutbush, at

" Well, he would be very improving company for you; and |
know you like improving company.'

'l mean—what has hé to do with her ? ) )

" That isjust what | will not tell you. Onething | will tell
you, though, for it may help to quench any vain hopes on your
ﬁ_art;' and that is, the reason which she gives for not marrying

im.

"Well?

' Because heis an idler.’

"What would she say of me, then ? groaned Scoutbush.

" Very true; for, you must understand, this Mr. Stangrave is
not what you or | should cdl an idle man. Ele has travelled
over half the world, and made the best use of his eyes. He has
filled his housein New Y ork, the%/_lsay, with gems of art gathered
from every country in Europe. Hels a finished scholar; talks
half a dozen different languages, sings, draws, writes poetry,
reads hard every day at every subject, from gardening to
German metaphysics—altogether, one of the most highly
cultivated men | know, and quiteanAdmirable Crichton in” his

way.
a-yThen why does she call him an idler ? o )
' Because, she says, he has no great purpose in life.  She will
marry no one who will not devote himself, and al he has to
some great, chivalrous, heroic enterprise ; whose one object isto
be of Use, even if he has to sacrifice his lifeto it.  She Says that
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there must be such men till left in the world ; and that if she

finds one, him she will marry, and no one ese!

" ' V\my))' there are none”such to be found nowadays, |
ought ™

' You heard what she herself said on that very point.'

There was a silence for a minute or two, “Scoutbush had
heard, and was pondering it in his heart. At last, —

'l am not cut out for a hero; so | suppose | must give her
up. But | wish sometimes | could be of use, Mrs. Mdllot; but
what can afellow do? )

'| thought there was an Irish tenantry to be looked after,
my lord, and a Cornish tenantry too."

' That's what Campbell is always saalm ; but what more can
| dothan| dol As for those poor Paddies, | never ask them
for rent; if | did, | should not get it; so there is no generosity
in that. ~ And as for the Abetalva people, they have got on very
well without me for twenty years: and | don't know them, nor
what they want; nor even if they do want anythlngk/lexcept
fish enough, and | can't put more fish into the sea, Mrs. Mellot ?

" Try and be a&ood soldier, then,’ said she, laughing. 'Why
should'not Lord Scoutbush emulate his illustrious countryman,
conquer at a second Waterloo, and die a duke ? ]

"I'mnot cut out for a genera, | am afraid ; but if—| don't
say if | could marry that woman—I suppose it would be a
foolish thing—though | shall break my heart, 1 believe, if | do
not. Oh, Mrs. Mellot, you cannot tell 'what afool | have made
myself about her ; and’| cannot helpit! It's not her beaut
merely ; but there is something so noblein her face, like one o
those ‘Greek goddesses Claude talks of ; and when she is acting,
if she has to say an%/thm_g grand or generous—or—you know
the sort of thing,—she brings it out with such a voice, and such
a look, from the very bottom of her heart,—it makes me
shudder ; just as she did when she told that Yankee, that every
one could be a hero, or a martyr, if he chose. Mrs. Médllot, |
gm sure she is one, or she could not look and speak as she
loes.

‘Sheisone!" sad Sabina; 'aheroine, and a martyr too.'

" If | could,—that was what | was going to say,—if | could
but win that woman's respect—as | live, T ak no more; only
to be sure she didn't despise me. I'd do—I don't know what
wouldn't do.  I'd—I'd study the art of war : | know there are
books about it. 1'd get ouf to the East, away from this depot
work ; and if thereiS no fighting there, as every one says there
will not be, I'd go into a marching regiment, and see “sarvice.
I'd,—hang 1t, if they'd have me,—I'd "even go to the senior
department at Sandhurst, and read mathematics !' )

Sahina kept her countenance (though with difficulty) at this
magnificent bathos; for she saw that the little man was reall
in earnest, and that the looks and words of the strange actress
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had awakened in him something far deeper and nobler than the
mere sensual passion of a boy.

"Ah, if | had but gone out to Varnawith the rest! | thought
myself alucky fellow to be left here!

'Do you know that it is getting very late ?

So Frederick Lord Scout bush went home to his rooms ; and
there sat for three hours and more with his feet on the fender,
rejecting the entreaties of Mr. Bowie, his servant, either to have
something, or to go to bed ; yea, he forgot even to smoke, by
which Mr. Bowie 'jaloused' that he was hit very hard indeed :
but made no remark, being a Scotchman, and of a cautious
temperament.

However, from that night Scoutbush was a changed man,
and tried to be so. He read of nothing but sieges and stockades,
brigade evolutions, and conical bullets ; he drilled his men till
he was an abomination in their eyes, and a weariness to their
flesh ; only every evening he went to the theatre, watched La
Cordinamma with a heavy heart, and then went home to bed ;
for the little man had good sense enough to ask Sabina for no
more interviews with her. So in al things he acquitted himself
as a model officer, and excited the admiration and respect of
Serjeant-Major MjieArthur, who began fishing at Bowie to dis-
cover the cause of this strange metamorphosis in the rackety
little Irishman.

'Your master seems to be qualifying himsef for the
adjutant's post, Mr. Bowie. I'm jalousing he's fired with
martial ardour since the war broke out.'

To which Bowie, being a brother Scot, answered Scottice, by
a crafty paralogism.

"I've always held it as my opeeeenion, that his lordship is a
youth of very good parts, if he was only compelled to employ
them.'

CHAPTER VIII

TAKING ROOT

WHOSOEVER enjoys the sight of an honest man doing his work
well, would have enjoyed the sight of Tom Thurnall for the next
two months. Indoors all the morning, and out of doors all the
afternoon, was that shrewd and good-natured visage, calling up
an answering smile on every face, and leaving every heart a
little lighter than he found it. Puzzling enough it was, alike to
Heale and to Headlev, how Tom contrived, as if by magic, to
gain every ones good word, their own included. For Frank,
in spite of Tom's questionable opinions, had aready made dl
but a confidant of the doctor ; and Heale in spite of envy and
suspicion, could not deny that the young man was a very
valuable young man, if he wasn't given so much to those new-
fangled notions of the profession.

| T Y. A
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By which term Hedle indicated the, to him, astounding fact,
that Tom charged the patients as little, instead of as much as
Possble, and applying to medicine the principles of an en-
ightened palitical “‘economy, tried to increase the demand by
cheapening the sup I%(. ] ] . )

"Which'is revolufionary doctrine, sir' said Hede to Lieu-
tenant Jones, over the brandy-and-water, 'and just like what
the Cobden and Bright lot uséd to talk, and havé been the ruin
of British agriculture, though don't say | said so, because of my
Lord Minchampstead. BUt conceiveé my feelings, sir, as the
father of a family who have my bread to earn, this very
morning.—In comes old Dame Penauna (which is good pay’l
know, and has two hundred and more out on amerchant brig)
for somethn:jg . and what was my feelings, dr, to hoar this
soung party deliver himself—"Well, ma'am," says he, as| am a
ivingman, " | can cure you, if you like, with a dozen bottles of
lotion, at eighteenpence a-piece ; but if you'll take my advice
you'll buy twopennyworth of alum down street, do what | tell
ou with it, and cure yourself." It's. robber}/,.sr | sy, d
hese out-of-the-way cheap dodges, which arnt 'in the pharma-
copoeig, half of them ; it's unprofessional, sr—quackery.'_

‘Tell you what, doctor, robbery or none, I'll go to him_to-
morrow, dgesea if 1 live aslong; for thisold ailment of mine.
| never told you of it, old pill and potion, for fear of aswingeing
bill: but just grinned and bore it, d'ye see' )

‘There'it isagain, cries Hede In despair. 'He'll ruin me!

'No, he won', and you know it.'

“What dye think he served me last week 1 A young chap
comes in, consumptive, he said, and | dare say he's fight—heis
uncommonly ‘cute about what he cals diagnosis. Sayshe, " You
ought to try Carrageen moss.  It's an old drug, but it's a good
one" Thefewasadrawer full of itto hishand’; had beenlying
there any time this ten years. | go to open it: but what'was
my feelings when he goes on, as cool as a cucumber, "And
there's bushels of it here" says he, " on every rock ¢ soif you'll
come down with me at low tide this afternoon, I'll show you the
trade. and tell you how to boil it" | thought | should have
knocked him down." o _

' But ¥ou didnt,' sad Jones, laughing in every muscle of his
body. "Tell you what, doctor, you've got a treasure : he's just
ﬂettmg back your custom, dye see and when he's done that,
€ll Tay on the hbills sharp énough. Why, | hear he's up a
Mrs. Vavasour's every day. o

'Angk not ten shillings worth of medicine sent up to the house
any week.

¥He charges for his vigts, | suppose’ o

"Not he!” If you'll believe me, when | asked him if he wasn't
going to, he swy§ wﬁs he, that Mrs. Vavasour's company was
quite payment enough for him,’
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' Shows his good taste.  Why, what now, Mary ? as the maid
opens the door.

"Mr. Thurnall wants Mr. Hedle!

'‘Always wanting me,' groans Headle, hugging his glass,
"driving me about like any negro dave. Tell mm to come in.'

'Here, doctor,' says the lieutenant,'l want you to prescribe
for me, if you'll do it gratis, dye see. Take some brandy-and-
water.'

'Good advice costs nothing," says Torn, filling; ' Mr. Hede,
read that letter.'

And the lieutenant details his ailments, and their supposed
cause, till Heale has the pleasure of hearing Tom answer—

'"Fiddlesticks! That's not what's the matter with you. [I'll
cure you for half a crown, and toss you up double or quits.'

'Oh !I' groans Hedle, as he spells away over the letter,—

‘Lord Minchampstead having been informed by Mr. Arms-
worth that Mr. Thurnall is now in the neighbourhood of his
estates of Pentremochyn, would feel obliged to him at his
earliest convenience to examine into the sanitary state of the
cottages thereon, which are said to be much haunted by typhus
and other epidemics, and to send him a detailed report, indicat-
ing what he thinks necessary for making them thoroughly
healthy. Mr. Thurnall will be so good as to make his own
charge.! '

'Well, Mr. Thurnall, you ought to turn a good penny by
this,' said Heale, half envious of Tom's connection, half con-
temptuous at his supposed indifference to gain.

'I'll charge what it's worth,' said Tom. 'Meanwhile, | hope
you're going to see Miss Beer to-night.'

' Couldn't you just go yourself, my dear sir ? It is so late!

'No; | never go near young women. | told you so at first,
and | stick to my rule. You'd better go, sir, on my word, or if
she's dead before morning, don't say it's my fault.'

'Did you ever hear a poor old man so tyrannised over ? said
Heale, as Tom coolly went into the passage, brought in the old
man's greatcoat and hat, arrayed him and marched him out,
civilly but firmly.

' Now, lieutenant, I've half an hour to spare; let's have a
jolly chat about the West Indies.'

And Tom began with anecdote and joke, and the old seaman
laughed till he cried, and went to bed vowing that there never
was such a pleasant fellow on earth, and he ought to be physician
to Queen Victoria

Up at five the next morning, the indefatigable Tom had al
his work done by ten ; and was preparing to start for Pentre-
mochyn ere Heale was out of bed, when a customer came in
who kept him half an hour.

He was a tall broad-shouldered young man, with ared face,
protruding bull's eyes, and a moustachio. He was dressed in a
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complete suit of pink and white plaid, cut jauntily enough. A
bright blue caﬂ a thick gold watch-chain, three or four_ large
rings, a dog-whistle from™ his buttonhole, a fancy cane in his
hand, and a little Oxford meerschaum in his mouth, completed
his equipment. He lounged in, with an air of careless superi-
ority, while Tom, who was behind the counter, cutting up his
day’s ﬂrowson of honeydew, eyed him curlousI%/. )

Who are you, now? A gentleman? Not quite, | guess.
Some squireen of the parts adjacent, and look in somewhat of a
crapulocomatose state moreover. | wonder if you are the great
Trebooze, of Trebooze.'

'l sy, Kavvned the young gentleman, 'where's old Heale?
and aélegat followed the speech, asit did every other one herein
recorded.

'The pla?/ing half of old Hedle isin bed, and I'm hisworking
half. Can1 do anything for you ?

"Coal fish," thought the customer. 'l say—what have you
got there 7' ) _

"Australian honeydew. Did you ever smokeit?

'I've heard of it; let's see:' and Mr. Trebooze—for it was he
—oput his hand across the counter unceremoniously, arid clawved
up some,

p'Didn't know you sold tobacco here. Prime stuff. Too
strong for me, though, this morning, somehow.’

‘ATi? A little too much claref last night? | thought so.
WEell set that right in five minutes.' )

'Eh? How did you guess that?' asked Trebooze, with a
larger oath than usual. . .

Oh, we doctors are men of theworld,' said Tom, in acheerful
and insinuating tone, as he mixed his man a draught.

"You doctors? You'reacock of a different hackle from old
Hede then.!

"I trust 0, said Tom.

'By George, | feel better aready. | say, you're a trump; |
SUppose you're Heale's new partnér, the man who was washed

ore 7

Tom nodded assent.

'| say—how do ¥ou_se|| that honeydew ? )

'l don't sdl it; Il give you as much as you like, only you
shan't smoke it till affer dinner.'

"Shan't ? said Trebooze, t and proud.

"Not with my leave, or you'll be complaining two hours hence
that I'm a humbug, and have done you no good. Get on your
horse, and have four hours qallop on the downs, and you'll feel
like a buffalo bull by two o'¢lack.' _ o )

Trebooze looked “at him with a stupid curiosity and a little
ave. He saw that Tom's cool self-possession was riot meant for
impudence; and something in his tone and manner told him
that the boagt of being 'a man of theworld' was not untrue.
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And of dl kinds of men, a man of the world was the man of
whom Trebooze stood most in awve. A small squireen, cursed
with six or seven hundreds a year of his own, never sent to
school, college, or into the armP/, he had grown up in a narrow
circle of squireens like himself, without an object save that of
gr_aufymg his animal passions ; and had about Six years before
eing then just of age, settled in life by mar.r(yln% his housemaid
—the only wise tiling, perhaps, he ever did. For she, aclever
and determined woman, kept him, though not from drunken-
ness and debt, at least from delirium tremens and ruin, and was,
in her rough, vulgar way, his guardian angel—such a one, at
leadt, as he was worthy of. More than once has one seen the
same seeming follv turn out in practice as wise a step as could
well have been taken ; and the coarse nature of the man, which
would have crushed and ill-used a delicate and high-minded
::/vn‘e,t subdued to something like decency by a help literally meet
or it.

There was a pause. Trebooze fancied, and wisely, that the
doctor was a cleverer man than he, and of course would want
to show it. So, after the fashion of a country squireen, he felt
alonging to 'set him down." 'He's been a traveller, they sy,
thought he in that pugnacious, sceptical spirit which is bred,
not, as twaddlers fancy, by too extended knowledge, but by the
sense of ignorance and a narrow sphere of thought, which
makes a man angry and envious of any one who has seen more

an he.

' Buffalo bulls ? said he, half contemptuously ; 'what do you
know about buffalo bulls? .

‘I was one once myself,' said Tom, ‘where | lived before!'

. Trebooze swore. ~ Don't you put your traveller's lies on me,
S
"Well, perhaps | dreamt it, said Tom placidly ; ' | remember
| dreamt at the same time that you were a grizzly bear, fourteen
feet long, and wanted to eat me up: buf you found me too
tough about the hump ribs'

rebooze stared at his audacity.

"You're arum hand.' . .

To which Tom made answer in the same elegant strain ; and
then began a regular word-battle of dang, in which Tom showed
himself “so really witty a proficient, thal Mr. Trebooze laughed
himself into good humour, and ended b){— ,

'l sy, youYe a good fellow, and 1 think you and | shal

it.

Tom had Iris doubts, but did not express them.

" Come up this afternoon and see my child; Mrs. Trebooze
thinks it's got swelled glands, or some Such woman's nonsense.
Bother them, why cant they let the child aone, fussing and
doctoring: and she will have you. Heard of you from Mrs,
Vavasour, | beieve.  Our doctor and | have quarrelled, and she
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sad, if 1 could ]q_%ayou, shed sooner have you than that old
rum-puncheon e And then, you'd befter stop and take
pot-luck, and well make a nlﬁgﬂht of It )

"l have to go round Lord Minchampstead's edtates, and will
take YOU on my way : but I'm afraid | shall be too dirty to have
the pleasure of 'dining with Mrs. Trebooze coming back.'

"Mrs. Trebooze!™ She must take what | like; and what's
good enough for me is $od enough for her, | hope. Comeas
you are—Liberty-hall at Trebooze ;™ and qut he swaggered.

"Does he bully her 7 thought Tom, *or is he hen-pecked, and
war&ts }o'h|de 1t? Il see to-night, and play my cards ac-
cordingly.

Al gv ich Miss Heale had heard. She had been peeping and
listening at the glass-door, and her mother also; for no sooner
had Trebooze entered the shop, than she had run off to tell her
mother the surprising fact, Trebooze's custom having been, for
some years past, courted in vain by Hede. So. Miss Hede
i and peeped at a man whom she regarded with delighted
curiosity, because he bore the reputation of being 'such a
naugh;x, wicked man ! and ' so very handsome too, and so dis-
tinguished as he looks!" said the poor little fool, to whose
novel-fed imagination Mr. Trebooze was an ideal Lothario.

But the surprise of the two dames grew rapidly as they heard
Tom's audacity towards the counlt&ly aristocrat.

" Impudent”wretch I' moaned Mrs, Hede to hersdf. 'Hed
drive away an angel if he came into the shop.'

'Oh, ma! hear how they are going on now.' .

'l can't bear it, my dear.” This man will be the ruin of us.
His manners are those of the pot-house, when the cloven foot is
shown, which_it's his nature as a child of wrath, and we can't
expect otherwise.' ]

_'Oh, ma! do you hear that Mr. Trebooze has asked him to
dinner ? ,

' Nonsense!'

But it wastrue. , ]
~'Well! if there ain't the signs of the end of the world, which
is? All the(}/ears your poor Tather has been here, and never so
much as send him a hare, and now this young doennll_exs inter-
loper : and he to dine at_Trebooze off purple and fine linen.

"There is not much of that there, ma ; I'm sure they are poor
enough, for dl his pride; and as for her——' )

'Yes, my dear; and as for her, though we haven't married
squires, my dear, yet we haven't been squire's housemaids, and
have adorned our ‘own station, which was good enough for us,
and has no need to rise out of it, nor ride on Pharaoh's chariot-
whedls after filthy lucre—' ) )

Miss Hede hated poor Mrs. Trebooze with a bitter hatred,
because she dreamed Insanely that, but for her, she might have
secured Mr. Trebooze for hersdf. And though her ambition
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was now transferred to the unconscious Tom, that need not
make any difference in the said amiable feeling.

But that Tom was a most wonderful person, she had no
doubt. He had conquered her heart—so she informed herself
passionately again and again ; as was very necessary, seein
that the passion, having no real life of its own, required a
deal of blowing to keep it alight. Yes, he had conquered her
heart, and he was conquering al hearts likewise. There must
be some mystery about him—there should be. And she settled
in her novel-bewildered brain, that Tom must be a nobleman in
disguise—probably aforeign prince, exiled for political offences.
Bah! perhaps too many lines have been spent on the poor little
fool; but as such fools exist, and people must be as they are,
thereis no harm in drawing her ' and in asking, too—Who will
help those youn? girls of the middle class who, like Miss Hedle,
are often really less educated than the children of their parents
workmen; sedentary, luxurious, full of petty vanity, goSp,
and intrigue, without work, without purpose, except that of
%et'glng married to any one who will ask them—bewildering

rain and heart with novels, which, after al, one hardly grudges
them; for what other means_have they of learning that there
is any fairer, nobler life possible, at least on earth, than that of
the sordid money-getting, often the sordid puffery and adultera-
tion, which is the atimosphere of their home? Exceptions there
are, in thousands, doubtless ; and the families of the great city
tradesmen stand, of course, on far higher ground, and are often
far better educated, and more high-minded, than the fine ladies,
their parents' customers. But, till some better plan of educa-
tion than the boarding-school is devised for them ; till our towns
shall see something like in kind to, though sounder and soberer
in qualitﬁ than, the high schools of America; till in countr
villag?est e ladies who Interest themselves about the poor will
recollect that the farmers' and tradesmen's daughters are just
as much in want of their influence as the charity children, and
will yield afar richer return for their labour, though the one
need not interfere with the other ; so long will England be full
of Miss Hedles ; fated, when they marry, to bring up sons and
daughters as sordid and unwholesome as their mothers.

Tom worked all that day in and out of the Pentremochyn
cottages, noting down nuisances and dilapidations : but his
head was full or other thoughts, for he had received, the evening
before, news which was to him very important, for more reasons
than, one. The longer he stayed at Aberalva, the longer he felt
inclined to stay. The strange attraction of Grace had, as we
have seen, something to do with his purpose : but he saw, too,
a good.opening for one of those country Rractices in which he
seemed more and more likely to end. At his native Whitbury,
he knew, there was no room for a fresh medica man; and
gradually he was making up his mind to settle at Aberalva; to
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buy out Hedle, either with his own money (if he recovered it),
or with money borrowed from Mark ; to bring his father down
to live with him, and in that pleasant wild western place, fold
his wings .after al his wanderings. And therefore certain news
which he had obtained the night before was very valuable to
him, in that it put a fresh person into his power, and might, if
cunningly used, give him a hold upon the ruling family of the

lace, and on Lord Scoutbush himself. He had found out that

ucia and Elsley were unhappy together ; and found out, too,
a little more than was there to find. He could not, of course,
be a month among the gossips of Aberalva, without hearing
hints that the great folks at the court did not always keep their
tempers ; for of family jars, as of everything ese on earth, the
great and just law stands true: '‘What you do in the closet,
shall be proclaimed on the housetop,’

But the gossgs of Aberalva, as women are too often wont to
do, had atogether taken the man's side in the quarrel. The
reason was, | suppose, that Lucia, conscious of having fallen
somewhat in rank, 'held up her head' to Mrs. Trebooze and
Mrs. Headle (as they themselves expressed it), and to various
other little notabilities of the neighbourhood, rather more than
she would have done had she married a man of her own class.
She was afraid that they might boast of being intimate with
her ; that they might take to advising and patronising her as
an inexperienced young creature ; afraid, even, that she might
be tempted in some unguarded moment to gossip with them,
confide her unhappiness to them, in the blind longing to open
her heart to some human being; for there were no resident
ﬂentry of her own rank in the neighbourhood. She was too

igh - minded to comlolaln much to Clara; and her sSister
Valentia was the very last person to whom she would confess
that her runaway match had not been altogether successful.
So she lived alone and friendless, shrinking into herself more
and more, while the vulgar women round mistook her honour
for pride, and revenged themselves accordinglgl. She was an
uninteresting fine lady, proud and cross, and Eldey was a
martyr. ' So handsome and agreeable as he was' (and, to do
him justice, he was the former, and he could be the latter when
hefcho?]e), 'to be tied to that unsociable, stuck-up woman;" and
so forth.

All which Tom had heard, and formed his own opinion
thereof : which was,—

'All very fine ; but | natter myself | know a little what
women are made of; and this | know, that where man and
wife quarrel, even if she ends the battle, it is he who has begun
it. | never saw a case yet where the man was not the most in
fault; and I'll lay my life John Briggs has led her a pretty life:
what ese could one expect of him ?

However, he held his tongue, and kept his eyes open withal
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whenever he went up to Penalva Court, which he had to do
very often; for though he had cured the children of their ail-
ments, yet Mrs. Vavasour was perpetual [y, more or less, unwell

and he could not cure her. Her low spirits, headaches, generaf
want of tone and vitality, puzzled him at first, and would have
puzzled him longer, had he not settled with himself that their
cause was to be Ssought in the mind, and not in the body ; and
at last, gaining courage from certainty, he had hinted as much
to Miss Clara the night before, when she came down (as she
was very fond of doi ng) to have a gossip with him in his shop,
under the pretence of fétchi nc? medicCine. _

‘I don't think 1 shall send Mrs Vavasour any more, Miss
Clara. There is no use running up a long bill while | 'do no
Pood; and, what is more, suspect that | can do none, goor
ady.”” And he gave the girl a look which seemed to say, ' You
had better tell me the truth ; for | know everything aready,'
~Towhich Clara answered by trying to find out how much he
did know : but Tom was a cunninger diplomatist than she; and
in ten minutes, after having given solemn promises of secrg}/,
and having, by strong expressions of contempt for Mrs. H
and the village gossips, made Clara understand that he did not
at al take their view of the case he had poured out to him
acrc;ss t{\e counter al Claras long- pent indignation and
contempt.

'1 neE/er said aword of this to a living soul, sir; | was too
proud, for my mistress sake, to let vulgar people know what
we suffered.~ We don't want any of theif pity indeed ; but you,
sr, who have the feelings of a ‘gentleman, and know whaf the
world is, like ourselves— '

b ';I_'gke_can.e,' whispered Tom ; ‘'that daughter of llede's may
e listening.

I'd pullgher hair about her ears if 1 caught her!" quoth
Clara; and then ran on to tell how Eldey 'never kept no hours,
nor no accounts either ; so that she has to do everything, poor
thing ; and no thanks either. And never knows when hell
dine, or when he'll breakfast, or when he'll be in, wandering in
and out like a madman ; and sits up al night, writing his non-
sene. And shelll go down twice and three times a night in the
cold, poor dear, to See if he's fallen adeep ; and gets abused like
a pickpocket for her pains (which was an exaggeration); and
liesin bed dl the morning, looking at the flies, and cals after
her if his shoes want tying, or his f|n?e_r aches : as helpless as
the babe unborn j and will never do nothing usetul himself, not
even to hang a picture or move a chair, and grumbles at her if
he sees her doing anything, because she aint listening to his
Frosodus, and snaps, and worrits, and won't spesk to her some-
imes for a whole morni n%, the brute.’

" But is he not fond of his children ? ) )

"Fond1 Yes his way, and smals thanks to him, the little
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angels! To pla?/ ‘with 'em when they're good, and tell them
cock-and-a-bull fairy-tales—wonder why he likes to put such
stuff into their heads—and then send 'em out of the room if
they make a noise, because it splits his poor head, and his
nerves are so delicate.  Wish he had hers, or mineeither, Doctor
Thurnall; then hed know what nerves was, in afrail woman,
which he uses us both as his negro slaves, or would if | didn't
stand up to him pretty sharp now and then, and give him a
piece of my mind, which | will do, like the faithful servantin
the parable, if he kills me for it, Doctor Thurnall!"

"Does hedrink ?' asked Tom bluntly. )

'He!' she answered, in a tone which seemed to imply that
even one masculine vice would have raised him in her gy@
'He's not man enough, | think ; and lives on his dops, and his
coffee, and his tapioca; and how's he ever to have any appetite,
always a sitting about, heaped up together over his books, with
his ribs growing into his backbone? If hed only go and take
his walk, or get a spade and dig in the garden, or an?/thmg but
]Eherﬂ everlasting papers, which | hates the sight of ;' and so

orth.

From &l which Tom gathered atolerably clear notion of the
poor'poet’s state of body and mind ; as a self-indulgent, unme-
thodical person, whose'ill-temper was owing partly to cPerpetqal
brooding over his own thoughts, and partly to dyspepsia,
brought on by his own effeminacy—in both cases, not athing to
be pitied or excused by the hearty and valiant doctor. And
Tom's original contempt for Vavasour took a darker form,
perhaps one too dark to be altogether just.

Til tackle him, Miss Clara.'

"1 wish you would : I'm sure he wants some one to look after
him just now. Hes half wild about some review that some-
body s been and done of himin the Times, and has been flingin
the paper about the room, and calllerg all mankind vipers, an
adders, and hooting herds—it's as bad as swearing, | say—and
running to my mistress, to make her read it, and see how the
whole world's against him, and then forbidding her to defile her
eyes with aword of it; and so on, till she's been crying dl the
morning, poor dear !'

"Why not laughing at him !

'Poor thing; that's where it &l is: she's just as anxious
about his poetry as he is, and would write it just as well as he,
I'l warrant, if she hadn't better things to do; and al her fuss
is, that people should " appreciate " him. He's always talking
about appreciating, till | hate the sound of theword. How any
woman can ?o on so after a man that behaves as he does ! but
were dl soft fools, I'm afraid, Doctor Thurnall." And Clara
began a languishing look or two across the counter, which made
Tom answer to an imaginary Doctor Hede, whom he heard
cdling from within. .
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'Yes, doctor! coming this moment, doctor! Good-bye,
Miss Clara. | must hear more next time; you may trust me
you know; secret as the qrave, and always your friend, an
vour lady's too, if you will alow me to”do myself such an
honour. ~ Coming, doctor '

And Tom belted through the glass door, till Miss Clara was
safeon her wiay mam e swiFeet. _

very well,’ ssid Tom to himself. ' Knowledge is power : but
how to use it? To get into Mrs. Vavasour's confidence, and
show an inclination to take her part against her husband ? If
she be atrue woman, she would order me out of the house on
the spot, as surely as afish-wifewould fall tooth and nail on me
as a base intruder, if | dared to interfere with her sacred right
of being beaten by her husband when she chooses. No; | must

0 straight to John Bng?s himself, and bind him over to keep
the e; and | think T know the way to do it
Tom pondered over many plans in his head that day; and
then went to Trebooze, and saw the sick child, and sat down to
dinner, where his host talked loud about the Treboozes of Tre-
booze, who fought in the Spanish Armada—or against it j and
showed an unbounded belief in the greatness and antiquity of
his family, combined with a historic accuracy about equal to
that of a'good old dame of those parts, who used to "her
family corned over the water, that she_knew; but whether it
were ‘with the Conqueror, or whether it were wi' Oliver, she
couldn't exactly say !' ) .
~ Then he became great on the subject of old county families
in general, and poured out all the vias of his wrath on ' that
confounded upstart of a Newbroom, Lord Mlncha%pstead,' sup-
planting &l the fine old blood in the country. < Why, sir, that
rentremochyn, and Carcarrow moors too —goou shooting
there, there'used to be), they ou?ht to be mine, gr, if every man
had his rights!I" And then followed a long story ; and a con-
fused one withal, for by this time Mr. Trebooze had drunk a
reat deal too much wine, and as he became aware of the fact,
ecame proportionately anxious that Tom should drink too
much also; out of which story Tom {)lcked the plain facts, that
Trebopze's father had mortgaged Pentremochyn estate for more
than its value, and that Lord Minchampstead had foreclosed ;
while some equally respectable uncle, or cousin, just deceased,
had sold the reversion of Carcarrow to the same mighty cotton
Lord twenty years before, 'And thisis the way, gr, the land
gets esten up by a set of tinkers, and cobblers, and money-lend-
Ing jobbers, who suck the blood of the aristocracy !" The oaths
we omit, leaving the reader to pepper Mr. Trebooze's conversa-
tion therewith, up to any degree of heat which may suit his

ae.
Tom sympathised with him deeply, of course; and did not
tell him, as He might have done, thathe thought the sooner such
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cumberers of the ground were cleared off, whether by an en-
cumbered estates act, such as we may see yet in England, or by
their own suicidal folly, the better it would be for the universe
in general, and perhaps for themselves in particular. But he
only answered with pleasant effrontery—

Ah, my dear sir, | am sure there are hundreds of good
sportsmen who can sympathise with you deeply. The wonder
is, that you do not unite and defend yourselves. For not only
in the west of England, but in Ireland, and in Wales, and in the
north, too, if one is to believe those novels of Currer Bdl's, and
her sister, there is a large and important class of landed pro-
prietors of the same stamp as yourself, and exposed to the very
same dangers. | wonder at times that you do not al join, and
use your combined influence on the Government."'

'The Government ? All a sat of Whig traitors! Call them-
saves Conservative, or what they like. Traitors, sir! from
that fellow Ped upwards—all combined to crush the landed
gentry—ruin the Church—Dbetray the country party—D'lsracY li
—Derby—Free-trade—ruined, sirl—Maynooth—Protection-
treason—nhelp yourself, and pass the—you know, old fellow——'

And Mr. Trebooze's voice died away, and he slumbered, but
not softly.

The door opened, and in marched Mrs. Trebooze, tall, tawdry,
and terrible.

' Mr. Trebooze, it's past eleven o'clock !"

"Hush, my dear madam ' He is sleeping so swestly,' said
Tom, rising, and gulping down a glass, not of wine, but of strong
ammonia and water. The rogue had put a phia thereof in his
pocket that morning, expecting that, as Trebooze had said, he
would be required to make a night of it.

She was silent; for to rouse her tyrant was more than she
dare do. If awakened, he would crave for brandy-aiid-water;
and if he got that sweet Poiso_n, he would probably become
furious. e stood for half aminute ; and Tom, who knew her
story well, watched her curiously.

'‘She is afinewoman : and with afar finer heart in her than
that brute. Her eyebrow and eye, now, have the true Siddons
stamp ; the great white forehead, and sharp-cut little nostril,
breathing scorn—and what a Siddons-like attitude '—I should
like, madarn, to see the childe?ain before | go.'

"If you are fit, sir,’ answered she.

' Brave woman; comes to the point at once. | am a poor
doctor, madam, and not a country gentleman ; and have neither
money nor health to spend in drinking too much wine.'

' Then why do you encourage him in it, sir ? | had expected
a very different sort of conduct from you, sr.’

Tom did not tel her what she would not (no woman will)
understand ; that it is morally and socialy impossible to escape
from the table of a fool, till either he or you are conquered; and
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she was too shrewd to be taken in by common-place excuses ; so
he looked her very full in the face, and replied alittle haughtily,
with a dow and delicate articulation, using his lips more than
usual, and yet compressing them :—

'I beg your pardon, madam, if | have unintentionaly dis-
pleased you : but if you ever do me the honour of knowing more
of me, you will be thefirst to confess that your words are unjust.
Do you wish me to see your son, or do you not V

Poor Mrs. Trebooze looked at him with an eye which showed
that she had been accustomed to study character keenly, perhaps
in self-defence. She saw that Tom was sober; he had taken
care to prove that, by the way in which he spoke ; and she saw,
too, that he was a better bred man than her husband, as well as
acleverer. Shedropped her eye before his ; heaved something
very like asigh ; and then sad, in her curt, fierce tone, which
yet implied a sort of sullen resignation—

'Yes; come upstairs.'

Tom went up, and looked at the boy again, as he lay deeping.
A beautiful child of four years old, as large arid fair a child as
man need see; and yet there was on him the curse of hisfather's
sins; and Tom knew it, and knew that his mother knew it dso.

"What a noble boy !" sad he, after looking, not without
honest admiration, upon the sleeping child, who had kicked off
his bedclothes, and lay in awild graceful attitude, as children
are wont to lie; just like an old Greek statue of Cupid. It all
depends upon you, madam, now.'

'On me? she asked, in a startled, suspicious tone.

'Yes. Heisamagnificent boy : but—I can only give palia-
tives. It depends upon your care now.'

' He will have that, at least, | should hope,' she said, nettled.

"And on your influence ten years hence,’ went on Tom.

"My influence ?

Yes; only keep him steady, and he may grow up a magnifi-
cent man. If not—you will excuse me—but you must not let
him live as freely as his father; the constitutions of the two are
very different,’

"Don't talk so, sr. Steady 1  His father makes him drunk
now, if he can ; teaches him to swear, because it is manly—God
help him and me !'

“Tom's cunning and yet kind shaft had sped. He guessed that
with a coarse woman like Mrs. Trebooze his best plan was to
come as straight to the point as he could ; and he was right.
Ere half an hour was over, that woman had few secrets on earth
which Tom did not know.

‘Let me give you one hint before | go, sad he a last.
' Persuade your husband to go into a militia regiment.'

"Why ? Hewould see so much company, and it would be so
expensive,’

' The expense would repay itself ten times over. The com-
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pany which he would see would be sober company, in which he
would be forced to keep in order. He would have something to
do in theworld ; and held do it well. He is lust cut out for a
soldier, and might have made a gallant one by now, if he had
had other men's chances. He will find he does his militia work
well; and it will be a new interest, and a new pride, and a new
lifeto him. And meanwhile, madam, what you have said to me
is sacred. | do not pretend to advise or interfere. Only tell
me if | can be of use—how, when, and where—and command
me as your servant.'

And Tom departed, having struck another root; and was up
at four the next morning (he never worked at night; for, he
said, he never could trust after-dinner brains), drawing out a
detailed reﬁort of the Pentremochyii cottages, which he sent to
Lord Minchampstead, with—

" And your Lordship will excuse my saying, that to put the
cottages into the state into which your Lordship, with your
known wish for progress of all kinds, would wish to seethem, is
aresponsibility which | dare not take on myself, as it would in-
volve a present outlay of not less than £450. This sum would
be certainly repaid to your Lordship and your tenants, in the
course of the next three years, by the saving in Poor-rates; an.
opinion for which | subjoin my grounds drawn from the books
or the medical officer, Mr. Hedle: but the responsibility and
possble unpopularity which employing so great a sum
would involve is more than 1 can, in the present dependent
condition of poor-law medical officers, dare to undertake, in
justice to Mr. Heale, my employer, save at your specia com-
mand. | am bound, however, to inform your Lordship, that
this outlay would, | think, perfectly defend the hamlets, not
only from that visit of the cholera which we have every reason
to expect next summer, but aso from those zymotic diseases
which (as your Lordship will see by my returns) make up more
than sixty-five per cent of the aggregate sickness of the etate

Which letter the old cotton Lord put in his pocket, rode into
Whitbury therewith, and showed it to Mark Armsworth.

"Well, Mr. Armsworth, what am | to do ?

" Well, my Lord ; | told you what sort of a man you'd haveto
do with; one that does his work thoroughly ; and, | think,
pays you a compliment, by thinking that you want it done
thoroughly.’ -
thoroughly.'LordMinchampsteadwasof thesameopi nion; buthedid
not say 0. Few, indeed, have ever heard Lord Minchampstead
give his opinion : though many aman has seen him act on it.

" I'll send down orders to my agent.’

'Don't.’

"Why, then, my good friend ?

' Agents are always in league with farmers, or guardians, or
builders, or drain-tile makers, or attorneys, or bankers, or some-
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body; and either you'll be told that the work don't need
doing, or have a job brewed put of it, to get off alot of unsale-
able drain-tiles, or cracked soil-pans ; or to get farm ditches dug,
and perhaps the highway rates saved building culverts, and fifty
dodges beside. | know their game; and you ought, too, by now,
my Lord, beggi ng your pardon.’ o

"Perhaps | do, Mark," said his Lordship with a chuckle.

' So, | say, let the man that found the fox run the fox, and
kill the fox, and take the brush home.'

" And so it shall be' quoth rny Lord Minchampstead.

CHAPTER IX
'AM | NOT A WOMAN AND A SISTER?

BUT what was the mysterious bond between La Cordifiamma
and the American, which had prevented Scoutbush from follow-
ing the example of his illustrious progenitor, and taking a
viscountess from ail' the stage ? oo i

Certai nl¥, any one who had seen her with him on the mornin
after Scoutbush's visit to the Mdllots, would have said that, i
the cause was love, the love was all on one side.

She was standing by the fireplace in a splendid pose, her arm
resting on the chimney-piece, the book from which she had been
reciting in one hand, the other playlr;(i; in her black curls, as
her eyes g{anced back ever and anon af her own profile in the
mirror. Stangrave was haf sitting in alow chair by her sde,
half kneeling on the footstool before her, looking up beseech-
mgllg,tas_she looked down tyrannically. -

upid, thisreciting ? courseitis! | want redities, not
shams ; life, not the fage » nature, not art.
i "ll'hrow away the book, then, and words, and art, and
ivel'

She knew well what he meant; but she answered as if she
had misunderstood him. .

" Thanks, | live ar and in good company enough. M
host-husbands are as noble as they are obedient; do al whicl
demand of them, and vanish on my errands when | tell them.

Can you guess who my last is? Since | tired of Egrnont, 1 have
taken Sir"Galahad, thé spotless knight. Did you ever read the
Mortd'Arthur?"

"A hundred times! )

"Of course!" and she spoke in atone of contempt so strong
that it must have been arfected. 'What have you not read
And what have you copied? No wonder that these English
have been what they have been for centuries, while their heroes
have been the Galahcads, and their Homer the Mori d?Arthur?

" Enjoy your Utopia!" sad he bitterly. ' Do you fancy they
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acted up to their ideals ? They dreamed of the Quest of the
Sangreal: but which of them ever went upon it ?

" And does it count for nothing that they felt it the finest
thin _in the world to have gone on it, had it been possible? Be
sure if their ideal was so self-sacrificing, so lofty, their practice
was ruled by something higher than the almighty dollar,’

. I;And so are some other men's, Marie,' answered he reproach-
ully.

' Yes, forsooth ;—when the almighty dollar is there already,
and a man has ten times as much to spend every daP/ as he can
possibly invest in French cookery, and wines, and fine clothes,
then he beginsto lay out his surplus nobly on self-education, and
the patronage of art, and the theatre—for merely aesthetic pur-

of course ; and when the lust of thetlesh lias been satisfied,
thinks himself an archangel, because hego& on to satisfy the
lust of the eye and the pride of life. hrist was of ola the
model, and Sir Galahad was the hero. Now the one is exchanged
for Goethe, and the other for Wilhelm Meister.'

"Cruel ! You know that my Goethe feverislong past. How-
would you have known of its existence if | had not confessed it
to you asasn of old years? Have | not said to you, again and
again, show me the thln? which you would have me do for
your sake, and see if | will not do 1t!"

'For my sake? A noble reason! Show yourself the thing
which you will do for its own sake ; because it ought to be done.
Show it yourself, | say ; | cannot show you. If your own e{)gs
cannot see the Sangreal, and the angels who are bearing it
fore you, it is because they are dull and gross ; and am | Milton's
archangel, to purge them with euphrasy and rue? If you have
a noble heart, you will find for yourself the noblest Quest. If
not, who can ﬁrove to you that it is noble? And tapping
impatiently with her foot, she went on to herself—

' A%entle sound, an awful light !
Three angels bear the holy Grail:
W%h fs(l)ld d feet, in s}gleso_lwhlte,
n sleeping wings they sall.
Ah, blessed wson? blood of God !
The spirit beats her mortal bars,
As down dark tides the glqr% dlides,
And star-like mingles with the stars.’

"Why, there was not a knight of the round table, was there,
who did not give up all to go upon that Quest, though only one
was found worthy to fulfil it? But nowadays, the Knights sit
drinking hock and champagne, or drive sulky-wagons, and never
fancy that there is a Quest at al.'

'Wh¥] talk in these parables?

' So the Jews asked of their prophets. They are no parables
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to my ghost-husband Sir Galahad. Now go, if you please; |
must be busy, and write letters.’

He rose with a look, half of disappointment, half amused, and
yet his face bore a firmness which seemed to say, ' You will be
mine yet.'! As he rose, he cast his eye upon the writing-table,
and upon a letter which lay there : and as he did so, his cheek
grew pale, and' his brows knitted.

o The letter was addressed to ' Thomas Thurnall, Esg., Aber-
va.'

' Is this, then, your Sir Galahad ? asked he, after a pause,
during which he had choked down hisrising jealousy, while she
looked, first at herself in the glass, arid then at him, and then at
herself again, with a determined and triumphant air.

'‘And what if it be?'

'So he, then, has achieved the Quest of the Sangreal ?

Stangrave spoke bitterly, and with an emphasis upon the
'he ;'and—

'What if he have? Do you know him ? answered she, while
her face lighted up with eager interest, which she did not care
to conceal, perhaps chose, in her woman's love of tormenting,
to parade.

I knew a man of that name once,' he replied, in a carefully
careless tone, which did not deceive her; 'an adventurer—a
doctor, if | recollect—who had been in Texas and Mexico, and
| know not where besides. Agreeable enough he was; but as
for your Quest of the Sangreal, whatever it may be, he seemed
to have as little notion of anything beyond his own interest as
any Greek | ever met.'

"Unjust!  Your words only show how little you can see!
That man, of all men | ever met, saw the Quest at once, and
followed it, at the risk of his own life, as far at least as he was
concerned with it—ay, even when he pretended to sec nothing.
Oh, there is more generosity in that man's affected selfishness,
than in al the noisy good-nature which | have met with in the
world. Thurnall! oh, you know his nobleness as little as he
knows it himself.'

'"Then he, | am to suppose, is your phantom-husband, for as
long, at least, as your present dream lasts K' asked he, with white,
compressed lips.

' He might have been, | believe,' she answered carelesdly, 'if
he had even taken the trouble to ask me

"Marieg, this is too much! Do you not know to whom you

? To one who deserves, if not common courtesy, at least
common mercy.'

' Because he adores me, and so forth? So has many a man
done; or told me that he has done so. Do you know that |
might be a viscountess to-morrow, so Sabina informs me, if |
but chose'

"A viscountess ? Pray accept your effete English aristocrat,

K T. ¥. A
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and, as far as | am concerned, accept my best wishes for your
happiness.'

' My effete English aristocrat, did | show him that pedigree
of mine which | have ere now threatened to show you, would
perhaps be less horrified at it than you are.’

"Marie, | cannot bear this! Tell me only what you mean.
What care | for pedigree ? | want you—worship you—and that
is enough, Marie!"

"You admire me because | am beautiful. What thanks do |
owe you for finding out so patent a fact? What do you do
more to me than | do to myself ?° and she glanced back once
more at the mirror.

' Marie, you know that your words are false; | do more—'

'You admire me," interrupted she, 'because | am clever.
What thanksto you for that, again? What do you do more to
me than you do to yourself ?

" Andthis, afterall—'

" After what? After you found me, or rather | found you—
you the critic, the arbiter of the green-room, the highly-organised
do-nothing—teaching others how to do nothing most gracefully;
the would-be Goethewho must, for the sake of his own selt-
development, try experiments on every weak woman whom_ he
met. And I, the new phenomenon, whom you must appreciate
to show your own taste, patronise to show your own liberality
develsgi:) 0. show your own msa%ht into character.. You foun
yourself mistaken'!  You had attempted to play with the tigress
—and behald she had talons; to angle for the silly fish—and
behold the fish was the better angler, and caught you,

Marie, have mercy ! Isyour heart iron ? ,
No-; but fire, as my name shows: ' and she stood looking
down on him with a glare of dreadful beauty.

" Fire, indeed ! ]

' Yes, fire, that | may scorch you, kindle you, madden you
to dﬁtrlr]y work, and wear the heart of tire which I wear day and
night! .

Stangrave looked at her startled. Was she mad ? Her face
did not'say so: her brow was white, her features cam, her eye
fierce and contemptuous, but clear, steady, full of meaning.

" So you know Mr. Thurnall 7 said shé, after awhile.

"YeS; why doyouask?

' Because he is'the only friend | have on earth.'

'The only friend, Marie ? _ _

"The only one,' ansVered she calmle//\,/‘ who, seeing the right,
Past gone and done it forthwith. hen did you se him
as

'I have not been acquainted with Mr. Thurnall for some
years, sad Stangrave haughtily. o

' In plain wordsj you have guarrelled with him ?

Stangrave bit hislip.
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‘He and | had a difference. He insulted my nation, and we

She laughed a long, loud, bitter laugh, which rang through
Stangrave's ears. |

"Insulted your nation ?. And on what grounds pray ?

"About that accursed slavery question T i

hI__la Cordifiamma looked a him with firm-closed lips a
while.

'Sy, then! | was not aware of this! Even solong z_xtqo you
saw the Sangredl, and did not know it when you saw it. "No
wonder that since then you have been staringat it for months,
in your very hands, played with it, admired it, made verses
about it, to show off your own taste, and yet were blind to it
thewholetime! Farewell, thenI"

H 'dMarle, what do you mean ? and Stangrave caught both her
ands.

" Hush, if you please. | know you are eloquent enough, when
you choose, though you have been somewhat dumb and mono-
Syllabic to-night in the presence of the actress whom you under-
took to educafe. But | know that you can be eloquent, so spare
me any brilliant appedals, which "can only go to prove that
dready settled fact.  Between you and me lie two gFem ulfs.
The,one | have told you of ; and fromit | shrink. The other |
have not told you of ; from it you would shrink,’

' The first is your Quest of the Sangred,'

She smiled assent, bitterly enough.

"And the second ? _ _ _

She did not answer.  Shewas looking at hersdlf inthemirror
and Stangrave, in spite of his amost doting affection, flushed
with anger, almost contempt, at her vanity. _

And yet, was it vanit Whlch was expressed in that face?
No; but dread, horror, amost disgust, as she gazed with Sde-
long, startled eyes, struggling, and yet struggling in vain, to
turh her face from some horrible sight, as if her own image had
been the Gorgon's head.

' What isit ? Marie, spesk !' ,

But she answered nothing. For that last question she had
no heart to answer ; no heart to tell him that in her veins were
some drops, at least, of the blood of daves. Instinctively she
had looked round at the mirror—for might he not, if hé had
eyes, discover that secret for_himsdlf ? ere there not in her
féatures traces of that taint ? And as she looked,—was it the
mere play of her excited fancy,—or did her eY_eIld dope more
and more, her nogtril shorten and curl, her lips enlarge, her
mouth itsdf protrude ? )

It was more than the play of fancy; for Stangrave saw it as
wdl as she Her actresss imagination, fixed on the African
type with an intensity Rroportloned to her dread of seeing it in
hersdlf, had moulded her features, for the moment, into the
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very shape which it dreaded. And Stangrave saw it, and
shuddered as he saw.

Another haf minute, and that face adso had melted out of the
mirror, at least for Marie'se(?/es; and in its place an ancient
negress, white-haired, withered as the wrinkled ape, but with
eyes closed—in death. Marie knew that face well; afacewhich
haunted many a dream of hers; once seen, but never forgotten
since; for to that old dame's coifin had her mother, the gay
gl]Jadroon woman, Haunting in finery which was the price of

ame, led Marie when she was but a three years child; and
Marie had seen her bend over the corpse, and call it her dear
old granny, arid weep bitter tears.

Suddenly she shook off the spell, and looked round and down,
terrified, self-conscious. Her eye caught Stangrave's; she saw,
or thought she saw, by the expression of his face, that he knew
al, and burst away with a shriek. .

He sprang up and caught her inhisarms. ' Marie! Beloved
Marie!" Shelooked up at him stru% ling ; the dark expression
had vanished, and Stangrave's love-blinded eyes could see no-
tlhin_g in that face but the refined and yet rich beauty of the

talian.

aJ_, Marie, this is mere madness ; you excite yourself till you
know not what you say, or what you are——' )

'? know what | am," murmured she; but he hurried on un-
heeding.

'Y ou love me, you know you love me; and you madden your-
«df by refusing to confess it!" He felt her heart throb as he
g)oke, and knew that he spoke truth. ' What gulfs are these you

ream of ? No; | will not ask. There is no gulf between me
and one whom | adore, who has thrown a spell over me which
| cannot resist, which ? glory in not resisting ; for you have
been my guide, my morning star, which has awakened me to
new life. " If |1 have a noble purpose upon earth, if | have roused
mysalf from that conceited dream of self-culture which now
looks to me so cold, and barren, and tawdry, into the hope of
becoming useful, beneficent—to whom do | owe it but to you,
Marie? No; there is no gulf, Marie! You are my wife, and

ou aone!" And he held her so firmly, arid gazed down upon

er with such strong manhood, that her woman's heart quailed ;
and he might, perhaps, have conquered then and there, had not
Sabina, summoned by her shriek, entered hastily.

: Good heavens ! what is the matter ?

“Wait but one minute, Mrs. Méllo, sad he; 'the next, |
shdl introduce you to my bride.’

' Never! never! never!" cried she, and breaking from him,
glew into Sabinds arms. ' Leave me, leave me to bear my curse

one!’

And she broke out into such wild weeping, and refused so
wildly to hear another word from Stangrave, that he went
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away in despair, the prize snatched from his grasp in the very
moment of seeming VICtOI'?/.

He went in search of Claude, who had agreed to meet him at
the Exhibition in Trafalgar Square. Thither Stangrave rolled
away in his cab, his heart full of many thoughts. Mari€s
words about him, thou?h harsh and exaggerated, were on the
whole true. She had fascinated him utterly. To marry her
was now the one object of his life; she had awakened in him,
as he had confessed, noble desiresto be useful; but thediscovery
that he was to be useful to the negro, that abolition was the
Sangreal in the quest of which he was to go forth, was as dis-
agreeable a discovery as he could well have made.

From public life in any shape, with all its vulgar noise, its
ﬁetty chicanery, its pandering to the mob whom he despised, he

ad always shrunk, as so many Americans of his stamp have
done. He had no wish to struggle, unrewarded and disap-
pointed, in the ranks of the minority ; while to gain place and
power on the side of the majority was to lend himself to that
t'atal policy which, ever since the Missouri Compromise of 2820,
has been gradually making the ix>rthern states more and more
the tools of the southern ones.H e had no wish to be threatened
in Congress with having his Northerner's 'ears nailed to the
counter, like his own base coin,' or to be informed that he, with
the 77,000,000 of the north, were the 'White Slaves of a
southern aristocracy of 350,000 slaveholders. He had enough
comprehension of, enough admiration for the noble principles of
the American Constitution to see that the democratic mobs of
Irish and Germans, who were stupidly playing into the hands of
the Southerners, were not exactly carrying them out: but he had
no mind to face either Irish or Southerners. The former were
too vulgar for his delicacy; the latter too aristocratic for his
Brlde. Sprung, as he held (and rightly), from asfine old English

lood as any Virginian (though it did happen to be Puritan, and
not Cavalier), he had no lust to come into contact with men
who considered him much further below them in rank than an
English footman is below an English nobleman; who, indeed,
would some of them look down on the English nobleman him-
self as amushroom of yesterday. So he compounded with his
conscience by ignoring the whole matter, and by looking on the
state of public affairs on his side of the Atlantic with acynicism
which very soon (asis usual with rich men) passed into Epicure-
anism. Poetry and music, pictures and statues, amusement and
travel, became his idols, and cultivation his substitute for the
plain duty of patriotism ; and wandering luxuriously over the
world, he learnt to sentimentalise over cathedrals and monas-
teries, pictures and statues, saints and kaisers, with alazy regret
that such 'forms of beauty and nobleness’ were no longer
possible in a world of scrip and railroads; but without any
notion that it was his duty to reproduce in his own life, or that
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of his country, as much as he could of the said beauty and noble-
ness. And now he was sorely tried. It was interesting enough
to 'develop' the peculiar turn of Mari€'s genius, by writing tor
her plays about liberty, just as he would have written plays
about jealousy, or anything else for representing which she had
' capabilities’” But to be caled on to act in that slavery ques-
tion, the one on which he knew (as al senshble Americans do)
that the life arid death of his country deﬁaended, and which for
that very reason he had carefully ignored till amore convenient
season, finding in its very difficulty and danger an excuse for
leaving it to solve itsdlf : to have this thrust on him, and by
her, asthe price of the thing which he must have, or die! If
she had asked for his right hand, he would have given it sooner ;
and he entered the Royal Academy that day in much the same
humour as that of afinelady who should find herself suddenly
dragged from the ballroom into the dust-hole, in her tenderest
array of gauze and jewels, and there peremptorily compelled to
sift })he cinders, under the superintendence of the sweep and the
pot-boy.

Glad to escape from questions which he had rather not
answer too soon, he went in search of Claude, and found him
before one of those pre-Raphaglite pictures, which Claude does
not appreciate as he ought.

'Desinit in Culicem mulier formosa superne,’ said Stangrave,
as he looked over Claude's shoulder; *but | suppose he followed
nature, arid copied his model.'

'That he dian't,’ said Claude, ' for | know who hismodel was ;
but if he did, he had no business to do . | object on principle
to these men's notion of what copying nature means. | don't
deny him taent. | arn ready to confess that there is more
imagination and more honest work in that picture than in any
onein theroom. The hysterical, al but grinning joy upon the
mother's face is a miracle of truth : | have seen the expression
more than once ¢ doctors see it often, in the sudden revulsion
from terror and agony to certainty and peace; | only marvel
where he ever met it; but the genera effect is unpleasirig,
marred by patches of sheer ugdliness, like that child's foot.
There is the same mistake in dl his pictures. Whatever they
are, they are not beautiful; and no magnificence of surface-
colouring will make up, in my eyes, for wilful ugliness of form.
| say that nature is beautiful; and therefore nature cannot
have been truly copied, or the genera effect would have been
beautiful dso.” | never found out the fallacy till the other day,
when looking at a portrait by one of them. The woman for
whom it was meant was standing by my side, young and lovely :
the portrait hung there neither young nor lovely, but a wrinkled
caricature twenty years older than the modd .’

'l surely know the portrait you mean ; Lady D——V

'Yes. He had smply, under pretence of following nature,
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geaniggured her into a woman twenty years older than
i
g But did you ever see amodern portrait which more perfectly
expressed character ; which more completely fulfilled the re-
quirements which you laid down afew evenings since ?

~Never; and that makes me al the more cross with the
wilful mistake of it. He had painted every wrinkle.’

‘Why not, if they were there?’

¢ Because he had painted a face not one-twentieth of the size
of life.  What right had heto cram into that small space al the
marks which nature had spread over afar larger one?’

‘Why not, again, if he diminished the marksin proportion %"
~ “Just what neither he nor any man could do, without mak-
ing them so small as to be invisible, save under amicroscope :
and the result was, that he had caricatured every wrinkle,
as his friend has in those horrible knuckles of Shem’s wife.
Besides, | deny utterly your assertion that one is bound to
paint what isthere. On that very fallacy are they al making
shipwreck.’

“Not paint what is there? And you are the man who talks
of art being highest when it copies nature.’ )

" Exactly. And therefore you must paint, not what is there,
but what you see there. They forget that human beings are
men with two eyes, and not daguerreotype lenses with one eye,
and so are contriving and striving to introduce into their
pictures the very defect of the daguerreotype which the stereo-
scope is required to correct.’ o

“I comprehend. They forget that the double vision of our
two eyes gives a softness, and indistinctness, and roundness, to
every outline.’

‘Exactly so; and therefore, while for distant landscapes,
motionless, and already softened by a_ttmog;here,_ the daguerreo-
type is invaluable (I shal do nothing ese this summer, but
work at it), yet for taking portraits, in any true sensg, it will
be always usdless, not only for the reason 1 just gave. but for
another one which the pre-Raphaelites have forgotten.’

‘ Because dl the features cannot be in focus at once ’

¢Oh no, | am not king of that. Art, for aught | know,
may overcome that ; for it isamere defect in the instrument.
What | mean is this: it tries to represent as gill what never
vet was dtill for the thousandth part of asecond : that is, the
numan face; and as seen by a spectator who is perfectly fill,
which no man ever yet was.© My dear fellow, don t you see that
what some painters call idealising a portrait is, if it be wisdy
done. really painting for you the race which you see, and know,
and love ; her ever-shifting features, with expression varying
more rapidly than the gleam of the diamond on her finger ;
features which you, in your turn, are looking at with ever-shift-
ing eyes ; while, perhaps, if it is a face which you love and
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have lingered over, a dozen other expressions equally belonging
to it are hanging in your memory, and blending themselves
with the actual picture on your retina :—till every little angle
is somewhat rounded, every little wrinkle somewhat softened,
every little shade somewhat blended with the surroundigg
light, sothat the sum total of what you see, and are intend

by Heaven to see, is something far softer, lovelier—younger, per-
haps, thank Heaven— than it would look if your head was
screwed down in a vice, to look with one eye at her head
screwed down in avice dso :—though even that, thanks to the
muscles of the eye, would not produce the required ugliness;
and the only possible method of fulfilling the pre-Eaphaelite
Eee:hwould . to st a petrified Cyclops to paint his petrified

rother.'

“Y ou are spiteful .
"Notatal |am standing.uE for art, and for nature too.
For instance: Sabina has wrinkles. She says, too, that she

has gray hairs coming. The former | won't see, and therefore
dr(]Jn‘t. The latter | can't see, because | am not looking for
them.'

"Nor | either,’ said Stangrave, smiling. 'l assure you the
announcement is new to me.'

' Of course. ' Who can see wrinkles in the light of those eyes,
that smile, that complexion ?

' Certainly,’ said Stangrave, 'if | asked for her portrait, as |
shall do some day, arid the artist sat down and painted the said
" wastes of time," on pretence of their being there, | should con-
sider it an |m[}2lert| nence on his part. What business has
he to spv out what nature is taking such charming trouble to
conceal ?

' Again,’ said Claude, such a face as Cordifiammas. When
it is at rest, in deep thought, there are lines in it which uttearllgl
puzzle one—touches which are Eastern, Kabyle, ailmost Quad-
roon.'

Stangrave started. Claude went on unconscious :—

' But who sees them in the light of that beauty ? They are
defects, no doubt, but defects which no one would observe
without deep study of the face. They express her character
no more than a scar would ; and therefore when | paint her, as
I must and will, | shall utterly ignore them. If, on the other
hand, | met the same lines in a face which | knew to have
Quadroon blood in it, | should religiously copy them ; because
then Oithey would be integral elements of the face. You under-
stand ?'

"Understand 7—yes,' answered Stangrave, in a tone which
made Claude look up.

That strange scene of half an hour before flashed across him.
What if it were no fancy ? What if Marie had African blood
in her veins? And Stangrave shuddered, and felt for the mo-
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ment that thousands of pounds would be a cheap price to pay
for the discovery that his fancy was a false one.

'Y es—oh—I your pardon,’ said he, recovering himself.
"I was thinking of something else. But, as you say, what if
she had Quadroon blood ?

'1? | never said s, or dreamt of it.'

. 'Ot\)! | mistook. Do you know, though, where she came
rom ?'

"I ? Youforget, my dear fellow, that you yourself introduced
her to us.'

' Of course; but | thought Mrs. Mellot might—women always
make confidences.'

'All we know is, what | suppose you knew long ago, that
her most intimate friend, next to you, seems to be an old friend
of ours, named Thurnall.'

"Anold friend of yours?

'Oh yes; we have known him these fifteen years. Met him
first at Paris; and after that went round the world with him,
and saw infinite adventures. Sabina and | spent three months
with him once, among the savages in a South-sea Island, and a
very pretty romance our stay and our escape would make. We
were al three, | believe, to have been cooked and eaten, if Tom
had not got us off by that wonderful addresswhich, if you know
him, you must know well enough.’

'Yes' answered Stangrave coldly, as in a dream; 'l have
known Mr. Thurnall in past years ; but not in connection with
La Signora Cordifiamma. | was not aware till this moment—
this morning, | mean—that they knew each other,’

' You astound me; why, she talks of him to us all day long,
as of one to whom she has the deepest obligations ; she was
ready to rush into our arms when she first found that we knew
him. He is agreater hero in her eyes, | sometimes fancy, than
even you are.  She does nothing (or fancies that she does no-
thing, for vou know her pretty wilfulness) without writing for
his advice’

'2aheroin her eyes? | was realy not aware of that fact,
sad Stangrave, more coldly than ever ; for bitter jealousy had
taken possession of hisheart. ' Do you know, then, what this
same obligation may be ?

? never asked. | hate gossiping, and | make a rule to
inquire into no secrets but such as are voluntarily confided to
me ; and | know that she has never told Sebina, =

"1 suppose sheis married to him. That is the smplest ex-
planation of the mystery,’

"Impossible! What can you mean? If she ever marries
Iivir}lghman, she will marry you.'

"Then she will never marry living man,' said Stangrave to
himself. ' Good-bye, my dear fellow ; | have an engagement at
the Traveler's’ And away went Stangrave, leaving Claude
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sorely puzzled, but little dreaming of the powder-magazine into
which he had put a match.

But hewas puzzled still more that night, when by the latest
post a note came—

*From Stangrave!' said Claude. “Why, in the name of all
wonders !'—and heread :—

'Good-bye. | am just starting for the Continent, on sudden
and urgent business. What my destination is | hardly can
tell you yet. You will hear from me in the course of the
summer.’

Claude's countenance fell, and the note fell likewise. Sabina
snatched it up, read it, and gave La Cordifiamma alook which
made heeranging from the sofa, and snatch it in turn.

Sher it through, with trembling hands and blanching
cheeks, and then dropped fainting upon the floor.

They laid her on the sofa, and while they were recovering her,
Claude told Sabinathe only clue which ho had to the American's
conduct, namely, that afternoon's conversation.

Sabina shook her head over it; for to her, dso, the Ameri-
can's explanation had suggested itself. Was Marie Thurnali's
wife? Or did she—it was ble, however painful—stand to
him in some less honourable relation, which she would fain
forget now, in anew passion for Stangrave? For that Marie
loved Stangrave, Sabina knew well enough.

The doubt was so ugly that it must be solved ¢ and when she
had got the poor thing safe into her bedroom she aluded to it
as gently as she could.

Marie sprang up in indignant innocence.

'He? Whatever he may be to others, | know not: but to me
he has been purity and nobleness itself—a brother, a father.
Yes; if | had no other reason for trusting him, | should love
him for that alone; that however tempted he may have been,
and Heaven knows he was tempted, he could respect the honour
of his friend, though that friend lay deeping in a soldier's grave
ten thousand miles away.'

And Marie threw herself upon Sabina's neck, and under the
pressure of her misery sobl out to her the story of her life.
What it was need not be told. A little common sense, and a
little knowledge of human nature, will enable the reader to fill
up for himself the story of a beautiful dave.

Sabina soothed her, and cheered her; and soothed and cheered
her most of all by telling her in return the story of her own life;
not so dark aone, but amost as sad and strange. And poor
Marie took heart, when she found in her great need a sigter in
the communion of sorrows.

"And you have been through dl this, so beautiful and brig}?t
asyou are! Youwhom | should have fancied awaysliving the
life of the humming-bird : and yet not a scar or a wrinkle has
it left behind I"
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' They were there once, Marie ; but God and Claude smoothed
them away.'

“? have no Claude,—and no God, | think, at times'

"No God, Marie! Then how did you come hither ?

Marie was silent, reproved ; and then passionately—

'Why does He not right my people ?

That question was one to which Sabinas little scheme of the
universe had no answer; why should it, while many a scheme
Whichopretends to be far vaster and more infallible has none
as yet -

So she was silent, and sat with Marie's head upon her bosom,
caressing the black curls, till she had soothed her into sobbing
exhaustion.

"There ; lie there and rest: you shal be my child, my poor
Marie. | have afresh child every week ; but | shal find plenty
of room in my heart for you, my poor hunted deer,'

-You will keep m% secret ?

E 'I\Nh keep it? No one need be ashamed of it herein free
ngland.'

gBut he—lie—youdo not know, iSabina! Those Northerners,
with al their boasts of freedom, shrink from us just as much as
our own masters.'

'Oh, Marie, do not be so unjust tohim ! Heistoo noble, and
you must know it yourself.'

“Ay, if he st alone; if he were even going to live in Eng-
land ; if he would let himself be himself; but public opinion,'
sobbed the poor self-tormentor. *It h.-is been his God, Sabina,
to be a leader of taste and fashion—admired and complete—the
Crichton of Newport and Brooklyn. And he could not bear
scorn, the loss of society.  Why should he bear it for me? If he
had been one of the Aboalitionist party, it would have been
different; but he has no sympathy with them, good, narrow,
pious people, or they with him: he could not be satisfied in their
society—or | either, for | crave after it all as much as he—
wealth, luxury, art, brilliant company, admiration—oh, incon-
sstent wretch that | am!  And that makes me love him all the
more, and yet makes me so harsh to him, wickedly cruel, as | was
to-day; because when | am reproving his weakness, | am
reproving my own, and because | ani angéy with myself, | grow
angry with him too—envious of him, | do believe at moments,
and all his success and luxury !'

And so poor Marie sobbed out her confused confession" of that
strangle double nature which so many Quadroons seem to owe
to their mixed blood ; a strong side of deep feeling, ambition,
energy, and intellect rather Greek inits rapidity than English in
sturdiness;, and withal aweak side, of instability, inconsistency,
hastdy passion, love of present enjoyment, sometimes, too, a
tendency to untruth, which is the mark, not perhaps of the
African specidly, but of every endaved race.
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Consolation was all that Sabina could give. It was too late
to act. Stangrave was gone, and week after week rolled by
without a line from the wanderer.

CHAPTEE X
THE RECOGNITION

ELSLEY VAVASOUR is sitting one morning in his study, everE/
comfort of which is of Luciasarrangement and invention, -
ing the home-preserve of his brainsfor pretty thoughts. On he
struggles through that wild and too luxdriant cover; now
brought up by a "lawyer,” now stumbling over a root, now
bogged in a green spring, now flushing a stray covey of birds of
Paradise, now a sphinx, chimsera, strix, lamia, firedrake, flying-
donkey, two-headed eagle (Austrian, as will appear shortly), or
other portent only to be seen nowadays in the recesses of ‘that
enchanted forest, the convolutions of a poet's brain.  Up they
whir and rattle, making, like most game, more noise than they
are worth. Some get back, some dodgg among the trees; the
fair shots are few and far between : "but Eldey blazes away
right and left with trusty quill; and, to do him justice, seldom
misses his aim, for practice has made him a sure and quick
marksman in hisown'line. Moreover, dl is gamewhlch? s up
to-day; for he is shooting for the kitchen, or rather for the
London market, as many a noble sportsman does nowadays, and
thinks no shame. His new volume of poems (' The Wréck' in-
cluded) is in the press; but behold, it is riot as long as the
publisher thinksfit, and Messrs. Brown and Y ounger havewritten
down to entreat in haste for some four hundred lines more, on
any subject which Mr. Vavasour may choose. And thereforeis
Eldey beating his home covers, heavily shot over though they
have” been already this season, in hopés that a few head of his
own game may still be left: or in default (for human nature is
the same, in poets and in sBortsmen), that a few head may have
strayed in out of his neighbours' manors. ) T
t last the sport slackens; for the sportsman is %ettl ngtired,
and hungry aso, to carry on the metaphor; for he has seen the
ostman come up the front walk a quarter of an hour since, and
he letters have not been brought in yet.

At lagt thereis aknock at the door, which he answers by a
somewhat testy ' come in.’ But he checks the coming grumble,
when not the'maid, but Lucia enters. .

Why not gumble at Lucia? He has done so many atime,

Because she looks this morning so charming; realy quite
pretty again, so radiant is her face' with smiles. ~ And becau
dso, shé holds triumphant above her head a newspaper.

She dances up to him—-



X THE RECOGNITION %4?

-1 _have something for you,’ o

,Forrne? Why, the post has been in this half-hour,’

“Yes, for you, and that's just the reason why | kept it myself.
D'ye understand my Irish reasoni n(rzj ?

"No, you pretty creature, said Eldey, who saw that whatever
the news was, it was good news. .

"Pretty creature, am | ? | was once, T know ; but | thougiht
you had forgotten all about that. But | was not ?qmg tolet
}/_ogt have the paper till | had devoured every word of it myself

irst.

,Every word of what ? .

Of what you shan't have unless you promise to be good for
aweek. Suchalleview ; and from America! What a dear man
heetn;]ust be who wrote it | redly think | should kiss him if |
met him.

"And | redly think he would not say no. But as he's not
here, ? shall act as his proxy."

'Be quiet, and read thal, if you can, for blushes;' and she
spread out the paper before him, and then covered his eyeswith
her hands. 'No, you shan't seeit ¢ it will make you van.'

Eldey had looked ea%erly at the honeyed columns (as who
would not have done ?), but the last word smote him. What was
he thinking of ? his own praise, or hiswife's|ove?

"Too true,' he cried, looking up at her. 'Y ou dear creature!
Vain | am, God forgive me ; but before | look at a word of this
I must have a talk with you.' ]

'| can't stop ; | must run back to the children. No; now
don't look cross,' as his brow clouded, '| only said that to teaso
you. [I'll stop with you ten whole minutes, if you won't look so
very solemn and important. | hate tragedy faces. Now, what

isit?

Asall thiswas spokenwhileboth her handswere clasped round
Eldey's neck, and with looks and tones of the very sweetest as
well as the very sauciest, no offence was given, and none taken :
but Eldey's voice was sad as he asked—

'So you redly do care for my poems?

'You great slly creature ! hy dse did | marry you at all?
Asif | cared for anything in the world but yourdpoems; asif |
did not love everybody who praises them; and if any stupid
reviewer dares to say a word against them | could kill hira on
the spot. | care for nothing inthe world but what people say
of you. Andyet | don't care one pin; | know what your poems
are, if nobody ese does; and they belong to me, because you
belong to me; and | must be the bext judge, and care for nobody,
no, not I!"  And she began singing, arid then hung over him,
tormenting him lovingly while he read. o

It was™a true Amefican review, utterly extravagant in its
laudations, whether from over-kindness, or from a certain love
of exaggeration and magniloquence, which makes one suspect
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that alarge proportion of the Transatlantic gentlemen of the
press must be natives of the sister ide; but it was all the more
pleomnt to the soul of Eldey.

*There' said Lucia, as she clung croodling to him, ' thereis a
pretty character of you, sir! Make the most of it, for itis all
those Y ankees will ever send you.'

'Yes' sad Eldey, 'if th%/ would send one a little money,
instead of making endless dollars by printing one's books, and
then afew more by praising one at apenny aline.’

'That's talking like a man of business: if, instead of the
review, now, a cheque for fifty pounds had corne, how | would
have rushed out and paid the bills !"

;And liked it a great deal better than the review ?'

You creature! No. If | could aways have you
Pra%d I'd live in a cabin, and go about the world barefoot,

ke a wild Irish girl.'

'Y ou would make a very charming one.'

'| used to, once, | can tell you. Valentiaand | used to run
about without shoes and stockings at Kilanbaggan, and you
can't think how pretty and white this little foot used to look
on a nice soft carpet of green moss!'

' shall write a sonnet to it.'

"You may if you choose, provided you don't publish it.'

'You may trust me for that. | am not one of those who
anatomise their own married happiness for the edification of the
whole ﬁublic, and make fame, if not money, out of their own
wives hearts.'

"How | should hate you, if you did! Not that | believe
their fine stories about themselveﬁ At least, | am certain it's
only half the story. have their quarrels my dear, just as
you aqd I have: but they take care not to put them into

ry.

' Well, but who could ? Whether they have a right or not to
publish the poetical side of their married life, it is too much to
ask them to give you the unpoetica dso.'

' Then they are dl humbugs; and | believe, if they redly
love their wives so very much, they would not be at dl that
pains to persuade the world of it.'

' You are very satirical and spiteful, maam.'

I aways am when | am pleased. If | am particularly
Ihappy, | aways long to pinch somebody. | suppose its
rish—

' " Comes out, meets a friend, and for love knocks him down.

' But you know you rogue, that you care to read no poetry
but love poetry

' Of course not: every woman does; but let me find you
publishing any sucn about me, and see what | will do to you !
There, now | must go to my work, and you go and write some-
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thing extra-superfinely grand, because | have been so good to
you. No. Let mego; what abother you are. Good-b%/e,' _

And away she tripped, and he returned to his work, happier
than he had’ been for a week pad.

His happiness, truly, was only on the surface. The old
wound had been saved—as what wound cannot be?— by
woman's love and woman's wit: but it was not heded., The
cause of his wrong-doing, the vain, self-indulgent spirit, was
there 4ill unchastened ; and he was destined, that very day, to
find that lie had till to bear the punishment of it.

Now the reader must understand, that though one may laugh
at Eldey Vavasour, because it is more pleasant than scolding at
him, yét have Philistia and Fogeydom neither right nor reason
to consider him a despicable or merely ludicrous person, or to
cry, "All, if he had been as we are ! )

Had he been merely ludicrous, Lucia would never have
married him; and he could only have been spoken of with
indignation, or left utterly out of the story, as a simply un-
pleasant figure, beyond "the purposes of a novel, thoug?h
admissible now and then into tragedy. One cannot heartily
Iggﬂh at a man if one has not a lurking love for him, as one
r ought to have for Eldey. How much vaue is to be
attached o his mere power of ‘imagination and fancy, and so
forth, is a question ; but there was in him more than mere
talent: there was, in thought at least, virtue and magnanimity.

True, the best part of him, perhaps amost al the'good part
of him, spent itself in words, and must be looked for, not in his
life, but in his books. But in those books it can be found ; and
if you look through them, you will see that he has not touched
upon a subject without taking, on the whole, the right, and pure,
and lofty view of it. Howsoever extravagant he may bein his
notions of poetic licence, that licence is never with him a syno-
"nym for licentiousness. Whatever is tender and true, whatever
is chivalrous and high-minded, he loves at first sight, and repro-
duces it lovingly. And it may be possiblethat hiSown estimate
of his poems was not altogether wrong; that his words may
have awakened here and there in others a love for that which is
morally aswell as physically beautiful, and may have kept dive
in theit hearts the recollection that, both for the bodies and the
souls of men forms of life far nobler and fairer than thosewhich
we see now are possible ; that they have appeared, in fragments
at leadt, aready on the earth; that they are destined, perhaps,
to reappear and combine themselves in some ideal stete, and in

' One far-off divine event,
Toward which the whole creation moves.'

This is the specid and proper function of the poet; that he
may do this, does God touch his lips with that which, however
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it may be misused, is ill fire from off the altar beneath which
the spirits of his saints cry, 'Lord, how long? If he 're-
produce the beautiful' with this intent, however so little, then
Is he of the sacred guild. And because Vavasour had this gift,
therefore he was a poet.

But in this he was weak : that he did not feel, or at least was
forgetting fast, that this gift had been bestowed on him for any
practical purpose. No one would demand that he should have
gone forth with some grand social scheme, to reform a world
which looked to him so mean and evil. He was not a man of
business, and was not meant to be one. But it was ill for him
that in his fastidiousness and touchiness he had shut himself
out from that world, till he had quite forgotten how much good
there was in it as well as evil ; how many people—common-
place and unpoetical it may be—but still heroical in God's sight,
were working harder than he ever worked, at the divine
drudgery of doing good, and that in dens of darkness and
sloughs of filth from which he would have turned with disgust;
so that the sympathy with the sinful and fallen which marks
his earlier poems, and which perh.aps verges on sentimentalism,
gradually gives place to a Pharisaic and contemptuous tone ; a
tone more lofty and manful in seemigg, but far less divinein
fact. Perhaps comparative success had injured him. Whilst
struggling himself against circumstances, poor, untaught, un-
happy, hehad morefell ow-feelingwith thosewhom circumstances
oppressed. At least, the pity which lie could once bestow upon
the misery which he met in his daily walks, he now kept for
the more picturesque woes of Italy and Greece.

In this, too, he was wesk ; that he had atogether forgotten
that the fire from off the altar could only be kept alight by con-
tinual self-restraint and self-sacrifice, by continual gentleness
and humility, shown in the petty matters of every-day home-
life; and that he who cannot rule his own household can never
rule the Church of God. And so it befell, that amid the little
cross-blasts of home squabbles the sacred spark was fast goi 23
out. The poems written after he settled at Penalva are mark
by a less definite purpose, by a lower tone of feeling : not,
perhaps, by a lower moral tone; but smply by less of any
moral tone a al. They are more and more full of merely
sensuous beauty, mere word-painting, mere word-hunting. The
desire of finding something worth saying gives place more and
more to that or ing something in a new fashion. As the
originality of thought (which accompanies only vigorous moral
purpose) decreases, the attempt at originality of language
increases.  Manner, in short, has taken the place of matter.
The art, it may be, of his latest poems is greatest: but it has
been expendea on the most unworthy themes. The later are
mannered caricatures of the earlier, without their soul: and
the same change seems to have passed over him which (with Mr.
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Ruskin's pardon) transformed the Turner of 7820 into the
Turner of ?850.

Thus had Eldey transferred what sympathy he had left from
needle-women ana ragged schools, dwellersin Jacob's ISand and
deepers in the dry arches of Waterloo Bridge, to sufferers of a
more poetic class. Whether his sympathies showed thereby that
he had risen or fallen, let my readers decide each for himself.
It is a credit to any man to feel for any human being; and
Italy, as she is at this moment, is certainly one of the most
tragic spectacles which the world has ever seen. Eldey need
not be blamed for pitying her : only for holding, with most of
our poets, a vague notion that ner woes were to be cured by a
hair of the dog that bit her; viz. by homoeopathic doses of that
same ' art' which has been all along her morbid and self-deceiv-
ing substitute for virtue and industry. So, as she had sung
herself down to the nether pit, ElISley would help to sing her up
again; and had already been throwing off, ever since 7848, a
series of sonnets which he entitled Eurydice, intimating, of
course, that he acted as the Orpheus. Whether he had hopes of
drawing iron tears down Pluto Radetzky's cheek, does not
appear; but certainly the longer poem which had sprung from
his fancy, at the urgent cal of Messrs. Brown and Y ounger,
would have been likely to draw nothing but iron balls from
Radetzky's cannon; or failing so vast an effect, an immediate
external application to the poet himself of that famous herb
Pantagruelion, cure for al public ills and private woes, which
men call hemp. Nevertheless, it was a noble subject; one
which ought surely to have been taken up by some of our poets,
for if they do not make a noble poem of it, it will be their own
fault. | mean that sad and fantastic tragedy of Fra Dolcino
and Margaret, which Sigiior Mariotti has lately given to the
English public, in a book which, both for its matter and its
manner, should be better known than it is. Eldey's soul had
been tilled (it would have been a dull one else) with the con-
ception of the handsome and gifted patriot-monk, his soul
delirious with the dream of realising a perfect Church on earth ;
battling with tongue and pen, and at last with sword, agalnst
the villanies of pope and kaiser, and al the old devourers of the
earth, cheered only by the wild love of her who had given lip
WeaJth, fame, friends, al which render life worth having, to
die with him a death too horrible for words. And he had con-
ceived (and not altogether ill) a vison in which, wandering
along some bright Italian bay, he met Dolcino sitting, a spirit
at rest but not yet glorified, waiting for the revival of that dead
land for which he had died ; and Margaret by him, dipping her
scorched feet for ever in the cooling wave, and looking up to the
hero for whom she had given up all, with eyes of everlasting
love. There they were to prophesy to him such things as
seemed fit to him, of the future of Italy and of Europe, of the
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doom of priests and tyrants, of the sorrows and rewards of
genius unappreciated arid before its age; for Eldey's secret
vanity could see in himself a far greater likeness to Dolcino
than Dolcino—the preacher, confessor, bender of al hearts, man
of the world and man of action, at last crafty and al but un-
conquerable guerilla warrior—would ever have acknowledged
in the self-in uI%ent dreamer. However, it was a fair concep-
tion enough ; t ousghh perhaps it never would have entered
Eldey's head, had Shelley never written the opening canto of
the Revolt of Islam.

So Elsle\ﬁ, on a burning July forenoon, strolled up the lane
and over the down to King Arthur's Nose, that he might find
materials for his seashore scene.  For he was not one of those
men who live in such quiet, everyday communication with
nature, that they drink in her various aspects as unconsciously
as the air they bresthe ; and so can reproduce them, out of an
inexhaustible stock of details, simply and accurately, and yet
freshly too, tinged by the peculiar hue of the mind in which
they have been long deeping. He walked the world, either
blind to the beauty round him, and trying to compose instead
some little scrap of beauty in his own self-imprisoned thoughts;
or dse he was looking out consciously and spasmodically for
views, effects, emotions, images; something striking ana un-
common which would suggest a poetic figure, or help out a
description, or in some way re-furnish his mind with thought.
From which method it befell, that his lamp of truth was too
often burnt out just when it was needed : and that, like the
foolish virgins, he had to (I;o and buy oil when it was too late; or
failin_? that, to supply its place with some baser artificial material.
>> That day, however, hewasfortunateenough ; for wandering
and scrambling among the rocks, at a dead low spring tide, he
came upon a spot which would have made a poem of itself
better than al Eldey ever wrote, had he, forgetting al about
Fra Dolcino, Italy, priests, and tyrants, st down in black and
white just what he saw ; provided, of course, that he had
patience first to see the same.

It was none other than that ghastly chasm across which
Thurnall had been so miraculously swept on the night of his
shipwreck. The same ghastly chasm; but ghastly now no
longer; and as Eldey looked down, the beauty below invited
him, and the coolness aso; for the sun beat on the flat rock
above till it scorched the feet, and dazzled the eye, and crisped
up the blackening sea-weeds; while every sea-snail crept to
hide itself under the bladder-tangle, and nothing dared to peep
or stir save certain grains of gunpowder, which seemed to have
Tgone mad, so merrily did theyhop about upon the surface of the
ast evaporating salt-pools. That wonder, indeed, Elsley stooped
to examine, and drew back his hands with an 'Ugh!' and a
gesture of disgust, when he found that they were ' nasty little
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insects'  For Eldey held fully the poet's right to believe that
all things are not very good; none, indeed, save such as suited
his eclectic and fastidious taste; and to hold (on high aesthetic
grounds, of course) toads and spiders in as much abhorrence as
does any boarding-school girl. However, finding some rock
Ied?es which formed a natural ladder, down he scrambled, gin-
gerly enough, for he was neither an active nor a courageous
man. But, once down, | will do him the justice to say, that for
five whole minutes he forgot al about Fra Dolcino, and, what
was better, about himself dso.

The chasm may have been fifteen feet deep, and above, about
half that breadth; but below, the waves had hollowed it into
dark overhanging caverns. Justin front of him a huge boulder
spanned the crack, and formed a natural doorway, through
which he saw, like a picture set in aframe, the far-off blue sea
softening into the blue sky among brown Eastern haze. Amid
the haze a single ship hung motionless, like a white cloud.
Nearer, a black cormorant floated sleepily along, and dived, and
rose again. Nearer ?am, long lines of flat tide-rock, glltterlng?
and quivering in the heat, doped gradually under the waves, til
they ended in half-sunken beds of olive oar-weed, which bent
their tangled stems into a hundred ﬁraceful curves, and swayed
to and fro slowly and deepily. The low swell did whispering
among their floating pams, and dipped on toward the cavern's
mouth, as if asking wistfully (so Elsey fancied) when it would
be time for it to return to that cool shade, and hide from all
the blinding blaze outside. But when his eye was enough
accustomed to the shade within, it withdrew gladly from the
glaring sea and glaring tide-rocks to the walls of the chasm
itself; to curved and polished sheets of stone, rich brown, with
snow-white veins, on which danced for ever a dappled network
of pale yellow IiEht; to crusted beds of pink coraling; to
caverns in the dark crannies of which, hung branching sponges
and tufts of purple sea-moss; to strips of clear white sand,
bestrewn with shells; to pools, each a gay flower-garden of all
hues, where branching sea-weed reflected blue light from every
point, like a thousand damasked sword-blades; while among
them dahlias and chrysanthemums, and many another mimic
of our earth-born flowers, spread blooms of crimson, and purple,
and lilac, and creamy gray, half-buried among feathered weeds
as brightly coloured as they ; and strange and gaudy fishes shot
across from side to side, and chased each other in and out of
hidden cdls.

Within and without al was at rest; the silence was broken
only by the timid whisper of the swell, and by the chime of
dropping water within some unseen cave; but what a different
rest!  Without, all lying breathless, stupefied, sun-stricken” in
blinding glare ; within, all coolnessand refreshing deep. With-
out, dl smple, broad, and vast; within, al various, with infinite
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richness of form and colour. An Hairoun Alraschid's bower
looking out upon the——

Bother the fellow ! Why will he go on analysing and figuring
inthisway ? Why not let the blessed place tell him what it
means, instead of telling it what he thinks? And—why, he is
actually writing verses, though not about Fra Dolcino !

" How rests yon rock, whose half-day's batli is clone,
With broad bright side, beneath the broad blight sun,
Like sea-nymph tired, on cushioned mosses sleeping.
Yet, nearer drawn, beneath her purple tresses,
From down-bent brows wefind hei slowly weeping.
So many a heart for cruel man's caresses
Must only pine and pine, and yet must bear
A gallant front beneath life's gaudy glare.'

Silly fellow' Do you think that Nature had timeto think of
such a far-fetched conceit as that whileit was making that rock
and peopling it with a million tiny living things, of which not
one falleth to the ground without your Father's knowledge, and
each morebeautiful than any sea-nymph whom you ever fancied?
For, after al, you cannot fancy a'whole sea-nymph 1perhaps in
that case you could make one), but only a very little scrap of
her outside. Or if, as you boast, you are inspired by the Creative
Spirit, tell us what the Creative Spirit says about that rock, and
not such verse as that, the lesson of which you don't yourself
really feel. Pretty enougli it is, perhaps; bit in your haste to
sy a pretty thing, just because it was pretty, you have not
cared to condemn %ourself out of your own mouth. Why were
%/ou sulky, dr, with Mrs. Vavasour this very morning, after dl
hat , because she would look over the washing-books,
while you wanted her to hear about Fra Dolcmo? Ahd why,
though she was up to her knees among your dirty shirts whén

ou went out, did you not give her one parting kiss,"'which would
ave transfigured her virtuous drudgery for her into a sacred
leasure? One is heartily glad to see you disturbed, cross
hough you may look &t it, b% that sturdy step arid jolly whistle
which burst in on you from the other end of the chasm, as Tom
Thurnall, with an old smock frock over his coat and a large
basket on his arm, comes stumbling and hopping towards you,
droppi n%_every now and then on hands and kneés, and turhing
over on his hack, to squeeze his head into some muddx_ crack,
and then withdraw it with the sdt water dripping down his nose.

Eldey closed his eyes, and rested his head on his hand in a
somewhat studied 'pose’ But as he wished not to be inter-
éupted, Ilt—l may not Pﬁvesl been altoggtther Hggardggt?bl ?hto pretentd

) owever, the Jing posture ex e 0 e
ef?%%t to that which he ,dee%)gnge& y Ppos

"Ah, Mr. Vavasour !’ ) )

"Humph !I" quoth he dowly, if not sulkily.
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'l admire your taste, sir; a charming summer-house old
Triton has vacated for your use; but let me advise you not to
go to slee% in it

‘Why then,, sir? ) ) )

' Because—it's no business of mine, of course; but the tide
has turned already ; and if a breeze springs up, old Triton will
be back again in a hurry, and in a rage aso; and—I may
possibly lose a good patient.' )

Eldey, who knew nothing about the tides, save that 'the
moon wooed the ocean,’ or some such important fact, thanked
him coolly enough, and returned to a meditative attitude. Tom
saw that he was In the seventh heaven, and went on; but he
had not gone three steps before he pulled up short, slapping his
hands together once, as a man does who_ has found what he
wants; and then plunged up to his knees in a rock pool, and
then began working very gently at something under water.

'Eldey watched him for full five minutes with so much curi-
osjtly that, despite of himself, he asked him what he was doing.

om had his whole face under water, and did not hear till
EIsI%/ had repeated the question. o o

_'Only arare zoophyte,' said he at last, lifting his dripping
visage and gasping forbreath ; and then he div %gam. .

'Tnexplicable pedantry of science!’ thought Eldey to him-
sf, while Tom worked on steadfastly, and at last” rose, and
takln%put a phial from his basket, was about to deposit in it
something invisible. o

"Stay @ moment; you realy have roused my curiosity by
your earnestness. May | seewhat it is for which you have taken
so muchtrouble? = ] ) )

Tom held out on his linger a piece of slimy crust the Sze of a
halfﬁenny. Eldey could only shrug his shoulders.

"Nothing to you, sir, | doubt not; but worth a guinea to me,
even if it be only to mount bits of it as microscopic objects,
~ 'So you mingle business with science? said Eldey, rather
in a contemptuous tone. o

"Why not? T must live, and my father too; and it is as
honest a way of making money as any other; | poach in no
man's manor for my game,’ ) o

_'But what is your game? What possible attraction in that
bit of dirt can make men spend their money on it?

"You shal see' sad Tom, dropping it into the phial of sat
water, and offering it to Elsley, with his pocket magnifier.

' Judge for yourself.' o

Eldey did s0, and beheld a new wonder—a living plant of
crystal, studded with crystal bdls, from each of which waved a
orown of delicate arms.” It was the first time that Eldey had
ever seen one of those exquisite zoophytes which stud every rock
and every tuft of weed. ]

' This'is most beautiful,’ said he at length.
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"Humph! why should not Mr. Vavasour write a poem about

- Why not, indeed ? thought Eldey.

“It's no business of mine, no man's less: but | often wonder
why you poets don't take to the microscope, and tell us alittle
more about the wonderful things which are here already, and
no'h %léout those which are not, and which, perhaps, never
Wi '

'Wedl,;' said Eldey, after another look : 'but, after al, these
things have no human interest in them,’'

"I don't know that; they have to me, for instance. These
are the things which | would write about if | had any turn for
verse, not about human nature, of which | know, I'm afraid, a
little too much aready. | aways like to read old Darwin's
Loves of the Plants; bosh asit isin ascientific point of view, it
amuses one's fancy without making one lose one's temper, as
one must when one begins to analyse the microscopic ape cdled
«df and friends.'

"You would like, then, the old cosmogonies, the Eddas and
the Vedas,' said Eldey, getting interested, as most people did
after five minutes talk with the cynical doctor. ‘| suppose
you would not say much for their science; but, as poetry, they
arejust what you ask for—the expression of thoughtful spirits,
who looked round upon nature with awe-struck, child-like eyes,
and asked of dl heaven and earth the question, " What are you ?
How came you to be?" Yet—it may be my fault—while I
admire them, | cannot sympathise with them. To me, this
zoophP/te isasabeing of another sphere; and till | can create
some [ink in my own mind between it and humanity it is as
nothing in rn?/ eyes!’

'There is link enough, sir, don't doubt, and chains of iron
and brass too.'

'You believe, then, in the development theory of the
"Vestiges'?

' Doctors who have their bread to earn never commit them-
sdvestotheories. No; al | meant was, that thislittle zoophyte
lives by the same laws as you and I; and that he and the se&
weeds, and so forth, teach us doctors certain little rules concern-
ing lite and death, which you will have a chance soon of seeing
at work on the most grand and poetical, and indeed altogether
tragic scae!

hat do you mean ?

"When the cholera comes here, as it will, at its present pace,
before the end of the summer, then | shal have tne zoophytes
rising up in judgment against me, if | have not profited by a
leaf out of their book.'

'The cholera? sad Eldey in a startled voice, forgettin
Tom's parables in the new thought. For Eldey had a dr
more nervous than really coward of infectious diseases ; and he

it?
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had dso (and prided himself, too, on having) al Goethe's didike

of anythln%_ terrible or horrible, of sickness, disease, wounds,

ﬂeatg Ianyt ing which jarred with that ' beautiful' which was
isidal.

' The cholera? repeated he. ‘I hope not; | wish you had
not mentioned it, Mr. Thurnall.' o

‘| am very sorry that | did so, if it offends you. | had
thought that” forewarned was forearmed. After dl, it is no
business of mine; if | have extralabour, as | shall have, | shall
have extra experience; and that will be a fair set-off, even if
the board of guardians don't vote me an extra remuneration, as
thelz ought to do.' ) . ]

Idey was struck dumb ; first by the certainty which Tom's
words expressed, and next by the coolness of thelr temper. At
last he stammered out, 'Good heavens, Mr. Thurnall! you do
not talk of that frightful scourge—so disgusting, too, in its
(r:]har?gctjer'—as a matfer of profit and loss? "It is sordid, cold-

ear

' My dear gr, if | let mysdlf think, much more talk, about
the matter in any other tone, | should face the thing poorly
enough when it came. | shal have work enough to keep my
head ‘about the end of August or beginning of September, and’l
must not lose it beforehand, by indulging in any horror, disgust,
or pther emotion perfectly justifiable'iri a layman,’

‘ But are not doctors men ?'

'That depends very much on what " aman" means/

"Men with human sympathy and compassion,

"Oh, I mean by a man, a man with human strength. MK
dear Sr, one may be too busy, and at doing good too (thou
that is not my line, save pro onallt))/, beCalse it is my only
waK of earni n% money); but one may be too busy at doing good
to have time Tor compassion. _ If while | was Cutting aman's
leg off | tholt_Jfght of the pain which he was sufferin '

'Thank Heaven!' sad Eldey, 'that it was noi my lot to
become amedical man, ] )

‘Tom looked at him with the quaintest smile: a flush of
mingled anger and contempt had been rising in him as he heard
theettlax-botte boy talking sentiment: but he only went on

uietly,

a 'Ng sir; with your more ddicate senshilities, you may
thank Heaven that you did not become a medical man ; your
lifewould have been one of torture, disgust, and agonising Sense
of responshbility. But do you not see that you must thank
Heaven for the'sufferer's stke dso? | will not shock you again
by talking of amputation; but even in the smallest matter—
even if you were merely sending medicine to an old maid—sup-
that your imagination were preoccupied by the thought of

er old age, her sufferings, her disappointed hopes, her regretful
dream of bygone youth, and beauty, and love, and dl thetender
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fancies which might well spring out of such a mournful spec-
tacle, would you not be but too likely (pardon the pathos) to end
by sending her an elderly gentleman’s medicine after dl, and so
?thgjrlfrig tfully increasing her sufferings, or ending them once
or al?

Tom said this in the most quiet and natural tone, without
even atwinkle of his wicked eye: but Eldey heard him begin
with reddenin%face; and as he went on, the red had turned to
Purple, and then to deadly yellow; till making a half-step
>rward he cried fiercely—

'Sir I' and then stopped suddenly; for his feet dipped u,oon
the polished stone, and on his face he fell into the pool at
Thurnail'sfeet.

"Well for both of us geese!" said Tom inwardly, as he went
to pick him up. 'l verily believe he was going to strike me,
and that would have done for neither of us. | was afool to say
it; but the temptation was so exquisite; and it must have come
some day,’

But Vavasour staggered up of his own accord, and dashing
away Tom's proffered hand, was rushing off without aword.

"Not so, Mr. John Briggs!" said Tom, making up hismindin
a moment that he must have it out now, or never ; and that he
might have everything to fear from Vavasour if he let him go
home furious. "We dp not part thus, sir I"

“We will meet again, if you will," foamed Vavasour, 'but it
shal end in the death of one of us!"

'By each other's potions? | can doctor myself, sr, thank
you. Listen to me, John Briggs! You shal listen!" and Tom
sprang past him, and planted himself at the foot of the rock
sieps, to prevent his escaping upward. ) )

What, do you wish to quarrel with me, sir? It is | who
ought to quarrel with you. | am the aggrieved party, and not
you, sir! | have not seen the son of the rnan who, when | was
an apothecary's boy, petted him, lent me books, introduced me
as agenius, turned my head for me—which was just what | was
vain enough to enjoy—I have not seen that man's son cast
ashore penniless and friendless, and yet never held out to him a
helping hand, but tried to conceal my identity from him, from
adirty shame of my honest father's honest name.’'

Vavasour dropped his eyes, for wasit not true ? but he raised
them again more fiercely than ever.

“Curseyou! | oweyou nothing. It wasyou who made me
ashamed of it. You rhymed on it, and laughed about poetry
coming out of such a name.'

"And what if | did? Are poets to be made of nothing but
tinder and gal ? Why could you not take an honest joke as it
was meant and go your way like other ple, till you had
shown ¥0ur_se|f worth something, and won honour even for the
name of Briggs ?
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"And | have! | have my own station now, my own fame,
dr, and it is nothing to you what | choose to cal myself. |
h?ve won my place, | say, and your mean envy cannot rob me
of it

"You have your sation. Very good,’ said Tom, not caring
to notice the imputation ; 'you owe the greater part of it to
your having made a most fortunate marriage, for which I
respect you, as a practical man. Let your poetry be what it
may (and people tell me that it is realy very beautiful), your
match shows methat you are a clever, and therefore a successful
person.'

' Do you take me for a sordid schemer, like yourself ? | loved
what was worthy of me, and won it because | deserved it.'

' Then, having won it, treat it as it deserves,’ said Tom, with
a cool, searching look, before which Vavasour's eyes fell again.
"Understand me, Mr. John Briggs ; it is of no consequence to
me what you call yourself : but it is of consequence to me that
i should not have a patient in my parish whom | cannot cure ;
for | cannot cure broken hearts, though they will be simple
enough to come to me for medicine.'

"You shal have no chance! You shall never enter my
house! You shall not ruin me, sir, by your bills!"

Tom made no answer to this fr insult. He had another
game to play.

' Take care what you say, Briggs ; remember that, after all,
yr?u fare in my power, and | had better remind you plainly of
the fact.'

'And you moan to make me your tool ? | will diefirst!"

'I believe that," sad Tom, who was very near adding, 'that
he should be sorry to work with such tools.

' My tools are m%/ lancet and my drugs,' said he quietlg, '‘and
dl | have to say refers to them. It suits my purpose to
the principal medical man in this neighbourhoo :

'And | am to tout for introductions for you ?

'You are to be so very kind as to dlow me to finish my
sentence, just as you would alow any other gentleman ; and
because | wish for practice, and patients, and power, you will
be so kind as to treat me henceforth as one high-minaed man
would treat another to whom he is obliged. For you know,
John Bri%gs aswell as |, said Tom, drawing himself up to his
full height, 'look me in the face, if you can, ere you deny it,
fchat | was, while you knew me, as honourable a man ana as
kind-hearted a man, as you ever were ; and that now—consider-
ing the circumstances under which we meet—you have more
reason to trust me, than | have, OPrimolfacie, to trust you.'

Vavasour answered not a word.

' Good-bye, then,' sad Tom, drawing aside from the step ;
" Mrs. Vavasour will be anxious about you! And mind! With
regard to her first of al, sr, and then with regard to other
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matters—as long, and only as long, as you remember that you
are John Bricj;gs of Whitbury, | shall be the first to forget it.
There is my hand, for old acquaintance' sake!

Vavasour took the jproftered hand coldly, paused a moment,
and then wrung it in slence, and hurried away home.

'"Have | plaved my ace ill after al ? said Tom, sitting down
to consider. ' Asfor whether | should have played it at dl, that's
no business of mine now. Madame Might-have-been may see to
that. Butdid | play ill ?forif I did, | may try anew lead yet.
Ought | to have twitted him about his wife? If he's venomous,
it may only make matters worse ; and till worse if he be sus-
picious. | don't think he was either in old times ; but vanity
will make aman s0, and it may have made him. Well, | must
only ingratiate myself dl the more with her; and find out, too,
whether she has his secret as well as1. What | am most afraid
of is my having told him plainly that he was in my power ; it's
apt to make sprats of his size flounce desperately, in the mere
hope of proving themselves whales after dl, if it's only to their
miserable selves. Never mind ; he can't break my tackle ; and
besdes, that grip of the hand seemed to indicate that the poor
wretch was best, and thought himself |et off easily—as indeed he
is Well hoEe 0. Now, zoophytes, for another turn with you!'

To tell the truth, however, Tom is looking for more than
zoophytes, and has been doing so at every dead low tide since
he was wrecked. He has heard nothing yet of his belt. The
notes have not been presented at the London bank ; nobody in
the village has been spending more money than usual; for
cunning Tom has contrived already to know how many pints of
ae every man of whom he has the least doubt has drunk. Per-
haps, after al, the belt may have been torn off in the life
struggle; it may have been for a moment in Grace's hands, and
then nave been swept back into the sesa. What more likely ?
And what more likely, in that case, that, sinking by its weight,
it is wedged away in some cranny of the rocks ? So spring-tide
after spring-tide Tom searches, and al the more carefully
because others are searching too, for waifs and strays from the
wreck. Sad rdics of mortality he finds at times, as others do :
once, even, a dressing-case, full of rings and pins and chains,
which bedonged, he fancied, to a gay young bridewith whom he
had waltzed many a time on decK, as they dipped along before
the soft trade-wind : but no belt. He sent the dressing-case to
the Lloyd's underwriters, and searched on: but In vain.
Neither could he find that any one else had forestalled him; and
that very afternoon, sulky and disheartened, he determined to
waste no more time about the matter, and strode home, vowing
signal vengeance againgt the thief, if he caught him.

"And | will catch him ! These West-country yokels, to fancy
that they can do Tom Thurnall ! It's adding insult to injury,
as Sam Weller's parrot has it,
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Now his shortest way home lay across the shore, and then
aong the beach, and up the steps by the little waterfall, past
Mrs. Harvey's door ; and at that door sat Grace, sewing in the
sun.  She looked up and bowed as he passed, smiling modestly,
and little dreaming of what was passing in his mind ; and when
avery lovely girl smiled and bowed to Tom, he must needs do
the sameto her : whereon she added— .

"I beg your pardon, sir: have you heard anythmqh_of the
money you logt? |—we—have been so ashamed to think of
such a thing happening here.’

Tom's evil spirit was roused. )

"Have you heard anything of it, Miss Harvey ? For you
seem to me the only person In the place who knows anything
about the matter.'

H ', sr? cried Grace, fixing her great startled eyes full on
im.

'‘Why, maam,' said Tom, with a courtly smile, 'you may

ﬁosa_bly recollect, if you will so far tax your memory, that you

ad it in your hands at least a moment, when you did methe
kindnessto save my life; and as you were kind enough to in-
form me that | should recover it when | was worthy of it, |
suppose | have not yet risen in your eyes to the required state
of conversion and ‘regeneration.” And swinging impatiently
away, he walked on, really afraid lest he should say something

rude.

Grace half called after him, and then suddenly checking her-
sdf, rushed in to her mother with awild and pale face. ]

"What is this Mr. Thurnall has been saying to me about his
belt and money which he lost ?*

"About what ? Has he been rude to you, the bad man ?
cried Mrs. Harvey, dropping the pie-dish’in some confusion,
and taking along while to pick up the pieces. .

' About the belt—the money which helost! Why don't you
Speak, mother ?'

'‘Bdt—money ? Ah, | recollect now. He has los some
mon&a he says.'

' Of course he has!' )

" How should you know an%thmg? | recollect there was
some talk of it, though. But what matter what he says? He
was quite passed away, I'll swear, when they carried him up.'

'‘But mother ! mother ! he says that | khnow about it; that |
had it in my hands !'

"You? O the wicked wretch, the fase, ungrateful, slander-
ous child of wrath, with adder's poison under hislips! No, my
child! Though we're poor, were honest! Let him slander us,
rob us of our good name, send us to prison if hewill—he cannot
rob us of our souls.  WEell be silent; well turn the other cheek,
and commit our cause to One above who pleads for the orphan
and the widow. We will not strive nor cry, my child. = Oh,
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gos'h And Mrs. Harvey began fussing over the smashed pie-
ish.

'I shall not strive nor cry, mother,' sad Grace, who had
recovered her usual cam ; "but he must have some cause for
these strange words. Do you recollect seeing me with the belt?

' Bdt, what's a belt ? J know nothing about belts. | tell
you hes a villain, and a danderer. Oh, that it should have
come to this, to have my child's fair fame blasted by a wretch
that comes nobody knows where from, and has doing
nobody knows what, for ought | know !

'Mother, mother ! we know no harm of him. If heismis-
taken, God forgive him "

"If he is mistaken ?* went on Mrs. Harvey, still over the pie-
dish : but Grace gave her no answer. Shewas deep in thought.
She recollected now, that as she had %one up the path from the
cove on that eventful morning, she had seen Willis and Thur-
nall whispering earnestly together; and she recollected now,
for the first tinie, that there had been a certain sadness and per-
plexity, amost reserve, about Willis ever since. Good heavens !
could he suspect her too ? She would find out that at least;
and no sooner had her mother fussed away, talkin%angbrily to
herself, into the back kitchen, than Grace put on her bonnet
and shawl, and went forth to find the captain.

In an hour she returned. Her lips were firm set, her cheeks
pae, her eyes red wiiji weeping. She said nothing to her
mother, who for her part did not seem inclined to allude again
to the matter.

"Where have you been, child ? You look quite poorly, and
your eyes red,

'The wind is very cold, mother,” said she, and went into her
LOOSn;if Her mother looked sharply after her, and muttered to

erself.
* Grace went in, and sa down on the bed.

"What a coldness this is at my heart!" she sad aloud to
herself, trying to smile ; but she could not; and she sat on the
bedside, without taking off her bonnet and shawl, her hands
hanging listlesdy by her sde, her head drooping on her bosom,
till her mother called her to tea: then she was forced to rouse
herself, and went out, composed, but utterly wretched.

Tom walked up homeward, very ill a eesse. He had played,
to use his nomenclature, two trump cards running, and was by
no means satisfied that he had played them well. He had no
right, certainly, to be satisfied with either move ; for both had

made in a somewhat evil spirit, and certainly for no very
disinterested end.

That was a view of the matter, however, which never entered
his mind ; there was only that general dissatisfaction with him-
sdf which is, though men try hard to deny the fact, none other
than the supernatural sting of conscience. He tried 'to lay
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to his soul the flattering unction' that he might, after dl, be of
use to Mrs. Vavasour, by using his power over her husband;
but he knew in his secret heart that any move of hisin that direc-
tion was likely only to make matters worse ; that to-day's ex-
plosion might only have sent home the hapless Vavasour in a
more irritable temper than ever. And thinking over many
things, backward and forward, he saw his own way so little,
that he actually condescended to go and ‘pump*’ Frank Headley.
So he termed it: but after al, it was only like asking advice of
a good man, because he did not feel himself quite good enough
to advise himself. :

The curate was preparing to saly forth, after his frugal
dinner. The morning he spent at the schools, or in parish secu-
larities; the afternoon, till dusk, was devoted to visiting the
poor; the night, not to sleep, but to reading and sermon writ-
Ing. Thus, by sitting up till two in the morning, and risin
again at sx for his private devotions, before walking a mile an
a half up to church for the morning service, Frank Headley
burnt the candle of life at both ends very effectually, and
showed that he did so by his pale cheeks and red eyes.

'Ah !" said Torn, as he entered. 'Asusual: poor natureis
being robbed and murdered by rich grace.

"What do you mean now ?" asked Frank, smiling, for he had
become accustomed enough to Tom's quaint parables, though he
had to scold him often enough for their irreverence.

'Nature says, "after dinner sit awhile;" arid even the dumb
animals hear her voice, and lie by for asiestawhen their stomachs
arefull. Grace says, "Jump up and rush out the moment you
have swallowed your food ; and if you get an indigestion, abuse
poor Nature for it, and lay the blame on Adam's fall."

"You are irreverent, my good sir, as usual; but you are un-
just aso this time!

"How then ?'

"Unjust to grace, as you phrase it answered Frank, with a
quaint sad smile. ‘I assure you on my honour that grace has
nothing whatsoever to do with my " rushing out" just now, but
simply the desire to do my good works that they may be seen
of men. | hate going out. | should like to st arid read the
whole afternoon: but 1 am afraid lest the dissenters should say,
" He has not been to see so-and-so for the last three days;" so
off | go, and no credit to me.' ]

Why had Frank dared, upon a month's acquaintance, to lay
bare his own heart thus to a man of no creed at dl ? Because,
| suppose, amid al differences, he had found one point of like-
ness between himself and Thurnall; he had found that Tom at
heart was a truly genuine man, sincere and faithful to his own
scheme of the universe.

How that man, through al his eventful life, had been
enabled to
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' Bate not ajot of heart or hope,
But steer right onward,’

was a problem which Frank longed curiously, and yet fearfull
withal, to solve. There were many qualities in him which Franl
could not but admire, and long to imitate ; and, 'Whence
had they come? was another problem at which he looked,
trembling as many a new thought crossed him. He longed,
too, to learn from Tom somewhat at least of that savoir faire,
that power of 'becoming al things to al men,' which &. Paul
had; and for want of which Frank had failed. He saw, too,
with surprise, that Tom had gained in one month more real
insight into the characters of his parishioners than he had done
in twelve; and besides dl, there was the craving of the lonely
heart for human confidence and friendship. So it befell that
Frank spoke out his inmost thought that day, and thought no
shame ; and it befell aso, that Thurnall, when he heard it, said
in his heart—

‘What a noble, honest fellow you are, when you——'

But he answered enigmatically—

'Oh, | quite ﬁree with you that Grace has nothing to do
with it. | only referred it to that source because | thought you
would do so! .

"Y ou ought to be ashamed of your dishonesty, then.'

‘I know Iit; but my view of the case is that you rush out
after dinner for the very same reason that the Yankee store-
keeper does—from—Y ou ?? forgive me if | say it ?

'Of course. Y ou cannot speak too plainly to me.'

' Conceit; the Yankee fancies himself such an important
Berson that the commercial world will stand till unless he flies

ack to its help after ten minutes' gobbling, with his mouth full
of pork and pickled peaches. And you fancy yourself so im-
portant in your line that the spiritual world will stand till
unless you bolt back to help it in like wise. Substitute a
halféclzgloked mutton chop for the pork, and the cases are exact
paralels’

"Your parallel does not hold good, doctor. The Y ankee goes
back to his store to earn money for himself, and not to keep
commerce dive.

"While you go for utterly disinterested motives. | see'

'Doyou ? sad Frank. 'If you think that | fancy myself a
better man than the Yankee, you mistake me ; but at least you
wil] confess that | am not working for money.'

“No : gou have your notions or reward, and he has his. He
wants to be paid by material dollars, payable next month ; you
by spiritual dollars, payable when you die. | don't see the great
difference,’

'‘Only the dlight difference between what is material and
what is spiritua,’
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'They seem to me, from all | can hear in pulpits, to be only
two different sorts of pleasant things, and' to be sought after,
both alike, simply because they are pleasant. Self-interest, ir
you will forgive me, seems to me the spring of both ; only, to do
you justice, you are a farther-sighted and more prudent man
than the Yankee store-keeper; and having more exquisitely
developed notions of what Kour true sdlf-interest is, are content
to wait a little longer than he'

"You stab with a jest, Thurnall. You little know how your
wards hit home.'

“Wiéll, then, to turn from a matter of which | know nothing
—I must keep you in, and give you parish business to do at
home. | am come to consult you as my spiritual pastor and
master.'

Frank looked a little astonished.

'Don't be alarmed. | am not going to confess my own sins
—only other peoples!

' Pray don't, then. | know far more of them aready than |
can cure. | am worn out with the daily discovery of fresh evil
wherever | go,

‘Then why not comfort yourself by trying to find a little
fresh good wherever you go ?

Frank sighed.

' Perhaps, though, you don't care for any sort of good except
your own sort of good. You are fastidious. Well, you have
your excuses. But you can understand a poor fellow like me,
who has been dragfged through the slums and sewers of this
wicked world for fifteen yearsand more, being very well content
with a.n?; sort of good which I can light on, and not particular
as to either quantity or quality.'

'Perhaps yours is the healthier state of mind, if you can only
find the said good. The vulturine nose, which smells nothing
but corruption, is no_credit to its possessor. And it would be
pleasant, at least, to find good in every man.'

' One can't do that in one's study. Mixing with them is the
only plan. No doubt they're inconsistent enough. The more
you see of them, the less you trust them ; and yet the more you
see of them, the more you like them. Can you solve that para-
dox from your books ?

"I will try," sad Frank. 'l generaly have more than one to
think over when you go. But, surely, there are men so fallen
that they are utterly insensible to good.'

"Very likely. There's no saying in this world what may not
be. Only | never saw one. I'll tell you a story; you may
apply it asa(ou_ like.  When | was on the Texan expedition, and
raw to soldieri ngband camping, we had to deep in low ground,
and suffered terribly from amiasma. Deadly cold it was, when
it came; and the man who once got chilled through with it, just
died. | waslying on the bare ground one night, and chilly enough
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| was—for T was short of clothes, and had lost my buffal o robe—
but fell adeep : and on waking the next morni ngh | found mY-
sdf covered up in my comrade's blankets, even to his coat, while
he was sitting shivering in his shirt deeves. The cold fog had
come down in the night, and the man had stripped himself, and
sa al night witli death staring him in the face, to save my life.
And dl the reason ho gave was, that if one of us must die, it
was better the older should go first, and not a youngster
likeme. And,' said Tom, lowering his voice, 'that man was a
murderer!’

‘A murderer !'

"Yes; a drunken, gambling, cut-throat rowdy as ever grew
ripe for the gallows. Now, will you tell me that there was
nothing in that man but what the devil put there ?

Frank sat meditating awhile on this strange story, which is
moreover a true one ; and then looked up with something like
tears in his eyes.

'And he did not die?'

'Not hel | saw him die afterwards—shot through the
heart, without time even to cry out. But | have not forgoften
what he did for me that night; and I'll tell you what, sir” |
do not believe that God has forgotten it either,’

Frank was silent for afew moments, and then Tom changed
the subject.

"want to know what you can tell me about this Mr.
Vavasour.'

"Hardly anything, T am sorry to say. | was at his house at
tea, two or three times, when L first came; and | had very
agreesble evenings, and talks on art and poetry : but | believe
I offended him by hinting that he ought to come to church,
which he never does, and since then our acquaintance has all
but ceased. | suppose you will say, as usual, that | played my
cards badly there d<o.’

'Not at all!" ssid Tom, who was disposed to take any one's
part against Eldey. 'If a cler%yman has not aright to tell a
man that, | don't see what right he has of any kind. OnI%/,‘
added he, with one of his quaint smiles, ' the clergyman, if he
compels a man to dea at his store, isbound to furnish him with
the articles which he wants.'

"Which he needs, or which he likes? For "wanting" has
both those meanings.’

'‘With something that he finds by experience does him
good : and so learns to like it, because he knows that he needs
it, as my patients do my physic.'

'2 wish m ﬁatients would do so by mine: but, unfortun-
aely, half of them seem to me not to know what their disease
is and the other half do not think they are diseased at dl.

"WEell,' said Tom drily, ' perhaps some of them are more right
than you fancy. Every man knows his own business best.'
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"If it were 0, they would go about it somewhat differently
from what most of the poor creatures do.'

' Do you think so? | fancy myself that not one of them does
a wrong thing, but what he knows it to be wrong just as well
as you do, and is much more ashamed and frightened about it
already, than you can ever make him by preaching at him.’

'‘Doyou?

"1 do. | judge of others by myself.'

' Then would you have a clergyman never warn his people of
their sins?'

"If | were he, I'd much sooner take the sins for granted, and
say to them, " Now, my friends, | know you are all, ninety-nine
out of the hundred of you, not such bad fellows at bottom, and
would dl like to be good, if you only knew how ; so I'll tell you
as far as | know, though | don't know much about the matter.
For the truth is, you must have a hundred troubles every day
which | never felt in my life: and it must be a very hard thing
to keep body and soul together, and to get a little pleasure on
this side the grave without making blackguards of yourselves.
Therefore | don't pretend to set myself up as a better or a wiser
man than you at al : but | do know a thing or two which |
fancy may be useful to you. You can but try it. Bo come up,
if you like, any of you, and talk matters over with me as
between gentleman arid gentleman. | shall keep your secret,
of course ; and if you find | can't cure your complaint, why,
you can but go away and try elsewhere."'

" And so the doctor's model sermon ends in proposing private

onf&sonl

" Of course. The thing itself which will do them good, with-
out the led rag of an official name, which sends them cackling
off like frightened turkeys. Such private confession as is going
on between you and me now. Here am | confessing to you all
my unorthodoxy.'

" And | rny ignorance,' said Frank ; 'for | really believe you
know more about the matter than | do.'

"Not at al. | may be al wrong. But the fault of your cloth
seems to me to be that they apply their medicines without
deigning, most of them, to take the least diagnosis of the case.
How could | cure a man without first examining what was the
matter with him ?'

' So say the old casuists, of whom | have read enough—some
would say too much ; but they do riot satisfy me. They deal
with actions, and motives, and so forth ; but they do not go
down to the one root of wrong which is the same in every man.'

'You are getting beyond me: but why do you not apply a
little of the worldly wisdom which these same casuists taught

ou?

'To tell you the truth, | have tried in past years, and found
that the medicine would not act.’

M TY. A
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"Humph! Waéll, that would depend, again, on the previous
diagnosis of human nature being correct; and those old monks,
| should say, would know about as much of human nature as so
many daws in a stegple.  Still, you wouldn't say that what was
the matter with old Heale was the matter also with Vavasour?

'? believe from my heart that it is' ) )

“Humph! Then you know the symptoms of his complaintV

'? know that he never comes to church.’

"Nothing more? | am really speaking in confidence. You
surely have heard of disagreements between him and Mrs.
Vavasour ?'

'Never, | assureyou ; you shock me.'

'I| am exceedingly sorry, then, that | said a word about it:
but the whole parish talks of it," answered Tom, who was sur-
prised at thisfresh proof of the little confidencewhich Aberalva
put in their parson.

"Ah!" said Frank sadly, '| am the last person in the parish
to hear any news: but thisis very distressing.'

Very, tome. My honour, to tell you the truth, as a medical
man, is concerned in the matter; for she is growing quiteill
from unhappiness, and ? cannot cure her ; so | come to you, as
soul-doctor, to do what |, the body-doctor, cannot.'

Frank sat pondering for aminute, and then—

'Y ou set me on atask for which | am as littlefit asany man,
by your own showi ng. What do | know of disagreements
between man and wife? And one has a delicacy about offering
her comfort. She must bestow her confidence on me beforell
can use it:;, while he—'

"While he, as the cause of the disease, is what you ought to
treat; and not her unhappiness, whicli is only a symptom of it.'

Spoken like a wise doctor: but to tell you the truth,
Thurnall, 1 have no influence over Mr. Vavasour, and see no
means of getting any. If he recognised my authority, as his
ﬁarlsh riest, then | should see my way. Let him be as bad as

e might, | should have afixed point from which to work « but
with his free-thinking notions, | know well—one can judge it
too easily from his poems—he would look on me as a pedant
assuming a spiritual tyranny to which | have no claim,'.

Tom sat awhile nursing his knee, and then—

If you saw a man fallen into the water, what do you think
would be the shortest way to prove to him that you had author-
ity from heaven to pull him out? Do you giveit up? Pulling
him out, would it not be, without more ado ?

should be happy enou%réto pull poor Vavasour out, if he
would let me. But till he believes that | can do it, how can |
even begin ?

"How can you expect him to believe, if he has no proof ?

' There are proofs enough in the Bible and elsewhere, if he
will but accept them. If he refuses to examine into the creden-
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tias, the fault is his, not mine. 1 really do not wish to be hard:
but would not you do the same, if any one refused to employ
you, because he chose to deny that you were alegally qualified
practitioner 1'

Not so badly put; but what should | dointhat casel Go
on quietly curing his neighbours, till he began to alter his mind
as to my qualifications, and camein to be cured himself. But
here's this difference between you and me. | am not bound to
attend any one who don't send for me; while you think that
i.ou are, and carry the notion alittle too far, for I expect you to

il] yourself by it some daf/].'

Well 1' said Frank, with something of that lazy Oxford tone,
which is intended to save the speaker the trouble of giving his
arguments, when he has aready made up his mind, or thinks
that lie has so done.

"Well, if | thought myself bound to doctor the man, willy-
nilly, as you do, | would certainly go to him, and show him, at
least, that | understood his complaint. That would be the first
step towards letting me cure him. How else on earth do you
fancy that Paul cured those Corinthians about whom | have
been reading lately 1'

"Are you, too, going to quote Scripture against mel | am
glad to find that your studies extend to . Paul.'

'To tell you the truth, your sermon last Sunday puzzled me.
L could not comprehend (on your showing) how Paul got that
wonderful influence over those pagans which he evidently had;
and as how to %% influenceisavery favourite study of mine,
I borrowed the book when | went home, and read for myself;
gqnd the matter at last seemed clear enough, on Paul's own

owing.'

" | don't doubt that; but | suspect your interpretation of the
fact and mine would not agree.’

Mine is smple enough. He says that what proved him to
be an apostlewas hispower. He is continually appealing to his
power; and what can he mean by that, but that he could do,
and had done, what he professedtodo1l He promised to make
those poor heathen rascas of Greeks better, and wiser, and
happier men ; and, | suppose, he made them so ; and then there
was no doubt of his commission, or his authority, or anything
ds= He says himself he did not require any credentials, for
they were his credentias, read and known of every one ; he had
made good men of them out of bad ones, and that was proof
enough whose apostle he was.'

"Well,' said Frank, half sadly, 'l| might say agreat deal, of
course, on the other side of the gueﬂion, but'| prefer hearing
what you laymen think about it all.’

L Will you be angry if | tdl you honestly 1'

' Did you ever find me angry at anything you sad ?

‘No. | will do you the justice to say that. Well, what we
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laymen say is this. If the parsons have the authority of which
thg boast, why don't they useit1 If they have commission to
make bad peoEIe good, they must have power too ; for He whose
commission they claim is not likely, | should suppose, to sat
a man to do what he cannot do.'

'And we can do it if people would but submit to us. It al
comes round again to the same point.'

So itdoes. How to get them to listen. | tried to find out
how Paul achieved that first step; and when | looked he told
me plainly enough. By becoming al things to al men; by
showing these people that he understood them, and knew what
was the matter with them. Now do you go and do likewise
by Vavasour, and then exercise your authority like a practical
man. |If you have power to bind and loose, as you told us
last Sunday, bind that fellow's ungovernable temper, and loose
him from the real slavery which he is in to his miserable con-
ceit and self-indulgence ! and then, if he does not believe in

_ourf " sacerdotal power," he is even a greater fool than | take
im for.'

" Honestly, | will try: God help me' added Frank in a lower
voice ; 'but as for quarrels between man and wife, as | told you,
no one understands them less than |

'Then marry a wife yourself and quarrel a little with her for
experiment, and then you'll know all about it.'

Frank laughed in spite of himself. )

N Thlank you. No man is less likely to try that experiment
than I'

"Hum!

"I have quite enough as a bachelor to distract me from my
work, without adding to them those of awife and family, and
those little home lessons in the frailty of human nature, in which
you advise me to copy Mr. Vavasour.'

And 0, sad Tom, Ihaving to doctor human beings, nine-
teen-twentieths of whom are married; and being aware that
three parts of the miseries of human life come either from
wanting to be married, or from married cares and troubles—you
think that you will improve your chance of doctoring your flock
rightly by avoiding carefully the least practical acquaintance
with the chief cause of their disease.  Philosophical and logicd,

truly!”

' )\/(ou seem to have acquired a little knowledge of men and
women, my good friend, without encumbering yourself with a
wife and children,'

"Would you like to go to the same school to which | went 1'
asked Thurnall, with a ook of such grave meaning that Frank's
pure spirit shuddered within him. "And I'll tell you this;
whenever | see a woman nursing her baby, or a father with his
child upon his knees, | say to myself—they know more, at this
minute, of human nature, as of the great law of " C'est 1'amour,
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T'amour, T'amour, which makes the world go round,” than | am
likely to do for many a day. I'll tell you what, sir! These
simple natural ties, which are common to us and the dumb
animals—as | live, sir I they are the divinest things | seein the
world ! | have but one, arid that is love to my poor old father ;
that's all the religion | have as yet: but | tell you it aone has
kept me from being a ruffian and a blackguard. And I'll tell
you more,’ said Tom, warming, 'of all diabolical dodges for pre-
venting the parsons from seeing who thely are, or what human
beings are, or what their work in the world is, or anything e,
the neatest is that celibacy of the clergy. | should like to have
you with me in Spanish "America, or in France either, and see
what you thought of it then. How it ever came into mortal
brainsisto methepuzzle. I'veoften fancied, when |I'vewatched
those priests—and very good fellows, too, some of them are—
that there must be a cievil after all abroad in the world, as you
say ; for no human insanity could ever have hit upon so com-
plete and ‘cute a device for making parsons do the more harm,
the more good they try to do. There, I've preached you a ser-
mon, and made you angry.' .

Not in the least: but’l must go now and see some sick.'

" Well, go, and prosper; only recollect that the said sick are
men and women.' o ) )

And away Tom went, thinking to himself: 'Wdll, that is a
noble, straightforward, honest fellow, and will do yet, if hell
only get awife. Heisnot one of those asses who have made up
their minds by book that the world is square, and won't believe
it to be round for any ocular demonstration. He'll find out what
shape the world is before long, and behave as such, and act
accordingly,’ ] .

Little did Tom think as he went home that day in full-blown
satisfaction with his sermon to Frank, of the ‘misery he had
caused, and was going to cause for many a day, to poor Grace
Har\é?/. It was a rude shock to her to find herself thus sus-
pected ;. thoughtperhaps it was onewhich she needed. She had
never, since onefirst trouble ten years ago, known any rea grief;
and had therefore had all the more time to make aluxury of
unreal ones. She was treated by the simple folk around hér as
al but inspired ; and being possessed of read powers as miracu-
lous in her own eyes as those which were imputed to her werein
theirs (for what are real spiritual experiences but daily miraclesl),
she Wasaljlust in that temper of mind in which she required, as
ballast, all her real goodness, lest the moral balance should topple
headlong after the intellectual, and the downward course of
vanity, excitement, deceﬂtlon, blasphemous assumptions, be
entered on. Happy for her that she was in Protestant and
common-sense England, and in a country parish, where mesmer-
ism and spirit-rapping were unknown. Had she been an
American, she might have become one of the most lucrative
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"mediums ;” had she been born in a Romish country, she would
have probably become an even more famouesdpersonage. There
is no reason why she should not have equalled, or surpassed, the
ecdases of . Theresa, or of . Hildegardis, or any other
sweet dreamer of sweet dreams; have founded a new order of
charity, have enriched the clergy of awhole province, and have
died in seven years, maddened by alternate paroxysms of self-
conceit and revulsions of self-abasement. Her own preachers
and class-leaders, indeed (so do extremes meet), would not have
been sorry to make use of her in somewhat the same manner,
however feebly and coarsely ; but her innate self-respect and
modesty had preserved her from the snares of such clumsy

hers ; and more than one good-looking young preacher had
led desperately from a station where, instead of making a tool
of Grace Harvey, he could only madden his own foolish heart
with love for her.

So Grace had reigned upon her pretty little throne of not
unbearable sorrows, till area and bitter woe came; one which
could not be hugged and cherished, like the rest; onewhich she
tried to fling from her angrily, scornfully, and found to her
horror that, instead of her possessing it, it possessed her, and
coiled itself round her heart, and would not be flung away.
She—she, of al beirg;}s, to be suspected as a thief, and by the
very man whose life she had saved! Shewaswilling enough to
confess herself—and confessed herself night and morning—a
miserable sinner, and her heart a cage of unclean birds, deceit-
ful, and desperately wicked—except in that. The conscious
innocence flashed up in pride and scorn, in thoughts, even when
she was done, in w' ords, of which she would not have believed
hersdlf capable. With hot brow and dry eyes she paced her
little chamber, sat down on the bed, staring into vacancy, sprang
ug and paced again ; but she went into no trance—she dare not.
The grief was too great; she felt that, if she once gave way
enough to lose her self-ﬁoon, she should go mad.  And the
first, and perhaps not the least good effect of that fiery trial was,
that it compelled her to a stern self-restraint, to which her will,
weakened by mental luxuriousness, had been long a stranger.

But afierytrial itwas. That first wild (and yet not unnatural)
fancy, that heaven had given Thurnall to her, had deepened day
by day by the mere indulgence of it. But she never dreamt of
him as her husband : only as afriendless stranger to be helped
and comforted. And that he was worthy of help, that some
great future was in store for him, that he was a chosen vess
marked out for glory, she had persuaded hersdlf utterly ; and
the persuasion grew in her day by day, as she heard more and
more of his cleverness, honesty, and kindliness, mysterious and,
to her, miraculous learning. Therefore she did not make haste ;
she did not even try to see him, or to speak to him ; a civil
bow in passing was al that she took or gave; and she was
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content with that, and waited till the time came when she was
destined to do for him— what she knew not; but it would be
done if she were strong enough. So she set herself to learn,
and read, and trained her mind and temper more earnestly than
ever, and waited in patience for God's good time. And now,
behold, a black, unfathomable gulf of doubt and shame had
opened between them, perhaps for ever. And atumult arose in
her soul, which cannot be, perhaps ought not to be, analysed in
words ; but which made her know too well, by her own crimson
cheeks, that it was none other than human love strong as death,
and jealousy cruel as the grave.

At last long and agonising prayer brought gentler thogghts,
and mere phﬁsical exhaustion a calmer mood. How wicked she
had been; how rebellioust Why not forgive him, as One
greater than she had forgiven1 It was ungrateful of him ; but
was he not human  Why should she expect his heart to be
better than hers1 Besides, he might have excuses for his sus-
picion. He might be the best judge, being a man, and such a
clever onetoo. Yes; it was God's cross, and shewould bear it;
she would try and forget him. No; that was impossible; she
must hear of him, if not see him, day by day ; besides, was not
her fate linked up with hisl And yet shut out from him by
that dark wall of suspicion! It was very bitter. But she could
pray for him; she would pray for him now. Yes; it was God's
cross, and she would bear it. He would right her if He thought
tit; and if not, what matter1 Was she not born to sorrow 1
Should she complain if another drop, and that the bitterest of
all, was added to the cup 1

And bear her cross she did, about with her, coming in, and
ﬁOi ng out, for many aweary day. There was no change in her

abits or demeanour; she was never listless for a moment in
her school; she was more gay and amusing than ever, when she
gathered her little ones around her for a story; but gtill there
was the unseen burden, grinding her heart slowly, till she felt
as if every footstep was stained with adrop of her heart's blood.
... Whynotl Itwould be the sooner over.

Then, at times came that strange woman's pleasure in mar-
tyrdom, the secret pride of suffering unjustly; but even that,
after a while, she cast away from her as a snare, and tried to
believe that she deserved all her sorrow—deserved it, that is, in
the real honest sense of the word ; that she had worked it out,
and earned it, and brought it on herself—how, she knew nat,
but longed and strove to know. No; it was no martyrdom.
She would not allow herself so silly a cloak of pride; and she
went daily to her favourite Book of Martyrs, to contemplate
there the stories of those who, really innocent, really suffered for
well-doing. And out of that book she began to draw anew and
a strange enjoyment, for she soon found that her intense imagi-
nation enabled her to re-enact those sad and glorious stories in
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her own person; to tremble, agonise, and conquer with those
heroines who had been for years her highest ideals—and what
higher ones could she have ?And many a night, after extin-
guishing the light and closing her eyes, she would lie motion-
less for hours on her little bed, not to deep, but to feel with
Perpetua the wild bull's horns, to hang with S. Maura on the
cross, or lie with Julitta on the rack, or see with triumphant
srnile, by Anne Askew's side, the fireilare up around her at the
Smithfield stake, or to promise, with dying Dorothea, celestial
roses to the mocking youth, whose face too often took the form
of Thurnall's; till every nerve quivered responsiveto her fancy
in agonies of actual pain, which died away at last into heavy
slumber, as body and mind alike gave way before the strain.
Sweet fool' she knew not—how could she know ?—that she
might be rearing in herself the seeds of idiocy and death ; but
who that applauds a Eachel or a Kistori for being able to make
awhile their souls and their countenances the homes of the
darkest passions, can blame her for enacting in herself, and for
herself alone, incidents in which the highest and holiest virtue
takes shape in perfect tragedy ?

But soon another, arid yet darker cause of sorrow arose in
her. It was clear, from what Willis had told her, that she had
held the lost belt in her hand. The question was, how had she
lost it ?

Did her mother know anything about it? That question
could not but arise in her mind, though for very reverence she
dared not put it to her mother; and with it arose the recollec-
tion of her mother's strange silence about the matter. Why had
she put away the subject carelessly, and yet peevishly, when-
ever it was mentioned? Yes. Why Did her mother know
anything? Was she——? Grace dared not pronounce the
adjective, even in thought ; dashed it away as a temptation of
the devil; dashed away, too, the thought which had forced itself
on her too often already, that her mother was not altogether
one who possessed the single eye; that in spite of her deep
religious feeling, her assurance of salvation, her fits of bitter
self-humiliation and despondency, there was an inclination to
scheming and intrigue, ambition, covetousness ; that the secrets
which she gained as class-leader too, weretop often (Grace could
but fear) used to her own advantage; that in her dealings her
morality was not above the average of little country shop-
keepers, that she was apt to have two prices;, to keep her
books with unnecessary carelessness when the person again&t
whom the account stood was no scholar. Grace had more than
once remonstrated'in her gentle way; and had been silenced,
rather than satisfied, by her mother's common-places as to the
right of ' making those who could pay, pay for those who could
not;' that 'it was very hard to get a living, and the Lord knew
her temptations,’ and 'that God saw no sin in His eect,’ and
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' Christ's merits were infinite,' and ¢ Christians always had been
a backsliding generation ;' and all the other common-places by
which such people drug their consciences to a degree which is
utterly incredible, except to those who have seen it with their
own eyes, and heard it with their own ears, from childhood.

Once, too, in those very days, some little meanness on her
mother's part brought the tears into Grace's eyes, and a gentle
rebuke to her lips; but her mother bore the interference less
patlentIK than usual, and answered, not by cant, but by counter-
reproach. 'Was she the person to accuse a poor widowed
mother, struggling to leave her child something to k her out
of the workhouse? A mother that lived for her, would die for
her, sdll her soul for her, perhaps——

And there Mrs. Harvey stopped short, turned pale, and burst
into such an agony of tears that Grace, terrified, threw her arms
round her neck and entreated forgiveness, all the more intensel
on account of those thoughts within which she dared not revedl.
So the storm passed over. But not Grace's sadness. For she
could not but see, with her clear pure spiritual eye, that her
mother was just in that state in which some fearful and shame-
ful fall is possible, perhaps wholesome. ' She would sdl her
soul for me? What if she have sold it, and stopped short just
now, because she had not the heart to tell me that love for me
had been the cause? Oh! if she have sinned for my sake!
Wretch that | an! Miserable myself, and bringing misery
withme! Why was | ever born ? Why cannot | die—and the
world be rid of me?

No, she would not believe it. It was a wicked, horrible
temptation of the devil. Shewould rather believe that she her-
sdf had been the thief, tempted during her unconsciousness ;
that she had hidden it somewhere ; that she should recollect,
confess, restore dl some day. She would carry it to him herself,
grovel at his feet, and entreat forgiveness. 'He will surely
rorgive, when he finds that | was not myself when—that it was
not atogether my fault—not asif | had been waking—yes, he
will forgive!" And then on that thought followed a dream of
what might follow, so wild that a moment after she had hid her
blushes in her hands, and fled to books to escape from thoughts.

CHAPTEK XI
THE FIRST INSTALMENT OF AN OLD DEBT

WE must now return to Eld ey, who had walked homein astate
of mind truly pitiable. He had been flattering his soul with the
hopethat Thurnall did not know him; that his beard, and the
change which years had made, formed a sufticient disguise; but
he could not conced from himself that thevery sameaterations
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had not prevented his recognising Thurnall; and he had been
living for two months past in continual fear that that would
come which now had come.

His rage and terror knew no bounds. Fancying Thurnall a
merely mean and self-interested worldling, untouched by those
higher aspirations which stood to him in place of areligion, he
imagined him making every possible use of his power ; and
longed to escape to the uttermost ends of the earth from his old
tormentor, whom the very sea would not Put out of the way,
tanUteSITUSt needs cast ashore at his very feet, to plague him

resh.

What a net he had spread around his own feet by one act of
foolish vanity ! He had taken his present name, merely as a
nom de guerre, when first he came to London as a penniless and
friendless scribbler. It would hide him from the ridicule (and,
as he fancied, spite) of Thurnall, whom he dreaded meeting
every time he walked London streets, and who was for years, to
his melancholic arid too intense fancy, hisbetenoir, his Franken-
dein's familiar. Besides, he was ashamed of the name of Briggs.
It certainly is not an euphonious or aristocratic name; and
"The Soul's Ayonies, by John Bri%ags‘ would not have sounded as
well as ' The SouVs Ayonies, by Elsley Vavasour.! Vavasour was
a very pretty name, and one of those which is supposed by
novelists and young ladies to be aristocratic; why so is a
puzzle; as its plain meaning is a tenant-farmer, and nothing
more nor less.  So he had played with the name till he became
fond of it, and considered that he had a right to it, through
seven long years of weary struggles, penury, disappointment, as
he climbed the Parnassian Mount, writing for magazines and
newspapers, sub-editing this periodical and that; till he began
to be known as a ready, graceful, and trustworthy workman,
and was befriended by one kind-hearted litterateur after
another. For in London, at this moment, any young man of
real power will find friends enough, and too many, among his
fellow-bookwrights, and is more likely to have his head turned
by flattery, than his heart crushed by envy. Of course, whatso-
ever flattery he may receive, he is expected to return; and
whatsoever clique he mgy be tossed into on his debut, he is
expected to stand by, and fight for, against the universe; but
that is but fair. If ayoung gentleman, invited to enrol him-
sf in the Mutual-puffery Society which meets every Monday
and Friday in Hatchgoose the publisher's drawing-room, is
willing to pledge himself thereto in the mystic cup of tea, is he
not as solemnly bound thenceforth to support those literary
Cdtilines in their efforts for the subversion of common sense,
good taste, and established things in general, as if he had

ledged them, as he would have done in Home of old, in his own
ife-blood ? Bound he is, aike by honour and by green tea ; and
it will be better for him to fulfil his bond. For if association is
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the cardinal principle of the age, will it not work as well in
book-making as in clothes-making? And shall not the motto of
the poet (who will aso do a little reviewing on the dy) be
henceforth that which shines triumphant over all the world, on
many a valiant Scotchman's shield—

"Caw me, and I'll caw tliee'””

But to do John Briggs justice, he kept his hands, and his
heart dso, cleaner than most men do during this stage of his
career. After the first excitement of novelty, and or mixing
with people who could really talk and think, and who freely
spoke out whatever was in them, right or wrong, in language
which at least sounded grand and deep, he began to find in the
literary world about the same satisfaction for his inner life
which he would have found in the sporting world or the
commercial world, or the religious world, or the fashionable
world, or any other world, and to suspect strongly that where-
soever aworld is, the flesh and the devil are not very far off.
Tired of talking when he wanted to think, of asserting when
he wanted to discover, and of hearing his neighbours do the
same ; tired of little meannesses, eiivyiligs, intrigues, jobberies
(for the literary world, too, has its jobs), he had been for
some time withdrawing himself from the Hatchgoose soirees
into his own thoughts, when his Soul's Agonies appeared, and
he found himself, if not alion, at least alion's cub.

There is a house or two in town where you may meet, on
certain evenings, everybody ; where duchesses and unfledged
poets, bishops arid red republican refugees, fox-hunting noble-
men and briefless barristers who have taken to politics, are
jumbled together for a couple of hours, to make what they can
out of each other, to the exceeding benefit of them dl. For
each and every one of them finds his neighbour a pleasanter
person than he expected ; and none need leave those rooms
without knowing something more than he did when he came
in, and taking an interest in some human being who may need
that interest. Toone of these houses, no matter which, Eldey
was invited on the strength of the Soul's Agonies, found
himself, for the first time, face to face with high-bred English-
women ; arid fancied—small blame to him—that he was come
to the mountains of the Peris, and to Fairy Land itself. He
had been flattered already: but never with such grace, such
sympathy, or such seeming understanding ; for there are few
high-bred women who cannot seem to understand, and delude
a hapless genius into a belief in their own surpassing brilliance
and penetration, while they are cunningly retailing again to
him the thoughts which they have caught up from the man to
whom they spoke last; perhaps—for this is the very triumph
of their art—from the very man to whom they are speaking.
Smal blame to bashful, clumsy John Briggs, if he did not
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know his own children; and could not recognise his own stam-
mered and fragmentary fancies, when they were re-echoed to
him the next minute, in the prettiest shape, and with the most
delicate articulation, from lips which (like those in the fairy
tale) never opened without dropping pearls and diamonds.

Oh, what a contrast, in the eyes of a man whose sense of
beauty and grace, whether physical or intellectual, was true
and deep, to that ghastly ring of prophetesses in the Hatch-
goose drawm%;room; strongminded and emancipated women,
who prided themselves on having cast off conventionalities,
and on being rude, and awkward, and dogmatic, and irreverent,
and sometimes slightly improper ; women who had missions to
mend everything in heaven and earth, except themselves ; who
had quarrelled with their husbands, and had therefore felt a
mission to assert women's rights, and reform marriage in

eneral; or who had never been able to get married at dl, and
therefore were especially competent to promulgate a model
method of educating the children whom they never had had ;
women who wrote poetry about Lady Blanches whom th
never had met, and novels about male and femal e blackguards
whom (one hopes) they never had met, or about whom (if they
had) decent women would have held their peace « and every one
of whom had, in obedience to Emerson, 'followed her im-

ulses,' and despised fashion, and was accordingly clothed and

edizened as was right in the sight of her own eyes, and prob-
ablKl in those of no one ese.

o wonder that Eldey, ere long, began drawing comparisons,
and using his wit upon ancient patronesses, of course behind
their backs, likening them to idols fresh from the car of Jugger-
naut, or from the stern of a South-sea canoe; or, most of all,
to that famous wooden image of Freya, which once leapt lum-
bering forth from her bullock-cart, creaking and rattling in
every oaken joint, to belabour the too daring Viking who
was fIirtin% with her priestess. Even so, whispered Eldey,
did those brains and tongues creak and rattle, lumbering
before the blasts of Pythonic inspiration ; and so, he verily
believed, would the awkward arms and legs have done likewise,
if one of the Pythonesses had ever so far degraded herself as
to dance.

No wonder, then, that those gifted dames had soon to com-
plain of Elsley Vavasour as atraitor to the cause of progress
and civilisation ; a renegade who had fled to the camp of aris-
tocracy, flunkeydom, obscurantism, frivolity, and dissipation ;
though there was not one of them but would have given an eve
—perhaps no great loss to the aggregate loveliness of the
universe—for one of his invitations to 999 Cavendish Street,
south-east, with the chance of being presented to the Duchess
of Lyonesse.

To do Eldey justice, one reason why he liked his new ac-
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quaintances so well was, that they liked him. He behaved well
himself, and therefore people behaved well to him. He weas, as
| have said, a very handsome fellow in his way; therefore it
was easy to him, asit is to al physically beautiful persons, to
acquire a graceful manner. Moreover, he had steegped his
whole soul in old poetry, and especialy in Spenser's Faery
Queen. Good for him, had he followed every lesson which he
might have learnt out of that most noble of English books :
but one lesson at least lie learnt from it; and that was, to be
chivalrous, tender, and courteous to al women, however old or
ugly, simply because they were women. The Hatchgoose
Pythonesses did not wish to be women, but very bad imitations
of men ; and therefore he considered himself absolved from all
knightly duties toward them : but toward these Peris of the
west, and to the dowagers who had been Perisin their time,
what adoration could be too great? So he bowed down and
worshipped ; arid, on the whole, he was quite right in so doing.
Moreover, he had the good sense to discover that though the
young Peris were the prettiest to look at, the elder Peris were
the better company : and that it is, in general, from married
women that a poet or any one elsewill ever learn what woman's
heart is like. And so well did he carry out his creed, that
before his first summer was over he had quite captivated the
heart of old Lady Knockdown, aunt to Lucia &. Just, and wife
to Lucids guardian ; acharming old Irishwoman, who affected
a pretty brogue, perhaps for the same reason that she wore a
wig, and who had been, in her day, a beauty and a blue, a friend
of the Miss Berrys, and Tommy Moore, and Grattan, and Lord
Edward Fitzgerald, and Dan O'Conriell, and all other lions
and lionesses which had roared for the last sixty years about
the Emerald Ide. There was no one whom she did not know,
and nothing she could not talk about. Married up, when a
girl, to a man for whom she did not care, and having no
children, she had indemnified herself by many flirtations, and
the writing of two or three novels, in which she penned on
paper the superfluous feeling which had no vent in red life.
She had deserted, as she grew old, the novel for unfulfilled pro-
phecy ; and was a distinguished leader in a distinguished reli-
gious coterie : but she still prided herself upon having a green
head upon gray shoulders, and not without reason; for under-
neath al the worldliness and intrigue, and petty affectation
of girlishness, which she contrived to jumble in with her
religiosity, beat a young and kindly heart. So she was
charmed with Mr. Vavasour's manners, and commended them
much to Lucia, who, a shrinking girl of seventeen, was peeping
at her first seeson from under Lady Knockdown's sheltering
wing.

'Me dear, let Mr. Vavasour be who he will, he has not only
theintellect of atrue genius, but what is a great dea better



174 TWO YEARS AGO CHAP.

for practical purposes ; that is, the manners of one. Give me
the man who will let a woman of our rank say what we like to
him, without supposing that he may say what he likes in
return ; and considers one's familiarity as an honour, and not
as an excuse for taking liberties. A most agreeable contrast,
indeed, to the young men of the present day; who come in
their shooting jackets, and talk slang to their partners—though
really the girls are just as bad—and stand with their backs to
the fire, and smell of smoke, and go to sleep after dinner, and
pay no respect to old age, nor to youth either-, | think. Ton
me word, Lucia, the answers |'ve heard young gentlemen
make to young ladies, this very season—they'd have been
called out the next morning in my time, me dear'. As for the
age of chivalry, nobody expects that to be restored: but
really one might have been spared the substitute for it which
we had when | was young, in the grand air of the old school.
It was a" sham," | dare say, as they cal everything nowadays :
but readly, me dear, a pleasant sham is better to live with
than an unpleasant reality, especialy when it smells of

cigars.'

gSo it befell that Eldey Vavasour was asked to Lady Knock-
down's, and that there he fell in love with Lucia, and Luciafell
in love with him.

The next winter old Lord Knockdown, who had been de-
crepit for some years past, died ; and his widow, whose income
was under five hundred ayear—for the estates were entailed,
and mortgaged, and everything else which can happen to an
Irish property—came to live with her nephew, Lord Scoutbush,
in Eaton Square, and take such care as she could of Lucia
and Vaentia.

So, after a dreary autumn and winter ofeOParting and silence,
Eldey found himself the next season invited to Eaton Square
there the mischief, if mischief it was, was done : and Eldey and
Luciastarted in life upon two hundred ayear. He had inherited
some fifty of hisown ; she had about ahundred and fifty, which,
indeed, was not yet her own by right; but little Scoutbush
(who was her sole surviving guardian) behaved on the whole
very well for a young gentleman of twenty-two, in a state of
fury and astonishment. The old lord had, wisely enough, settled
in hiswill that Lucia was to enjoy the interest of her fortune
from the time that she came out, provided she did not marry
without her guardian's leave; and Scoutbush, to avoid esclandre
and misery, thought it as well to waive the proviso, and paid
her her dividends as usual.

But how had she contrived to marry at all without his leave ?
That is an ugly question. | will not say that she had told a
falsehood, or that Eléeg had forsworn himself when he got the
licence ; but certainly both of them were guilty of something
very like awhite lie, when they declared that Lucia had the
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consent of her sole surviving guardian, on the strength of a
half-angry, half-jesting expression of Scoutbush's, that she might
marry whom she chose, provided she did not plague him. In
the first triumph of success and intoxication of wedded bliss,
Lucia had written him a saucy letter, reminding him of his
ﬁermission, and saying that she had taken him at hisword : but

er conscience smote her ; and Elsley's smote him likewise ; and
smote him all the more, because he had been married under a
false name, a fact which might have ugly consequences in law
which he did not like to contemplate. To do him justice, he
had been, half a dozen times durinﬂ his courtship, on the point
of telling Lucia his real name and history. Happy for him had
he done so, whatever might have been the consequences; but
he wanted moral courage; the hideous sound of Briggs had
become horrible to him ; and once his foolish heart was fright-
ened away from honesty, just as honesty was on the point of
conquering, by old Lady Knockdown's saying that she could
never have married a man with an ugly name, or let Lucia
marry one.

' Conceive becoming Mrs. Natty Bumppo, me dear, even for
twenty thousand ayear. |If you could summon up courage to
do the deed, | couldn't summon up courage to continue my
correspondence with ye!'

Eldey knew that that was a lie; that the old lady would have
let her marry the most triumphant snob in England, if he had
half that income ; but unfortunately Lucia capped her aunt's
nonsense with 'There is no fear of mP/ ever marrying any one
who has not a graceful name,' and alook at Vavasour, which
sad, 'And you have one, and therefore | ——' For the matter
had then been settled between them. This was too much for
his vanity, and too much, aso, for his fears of losing Lucia by
confessingthe truth. So Eldley went on, ashamed of his real
name, ashamed of having concealed it, ashamed of being afraid
that it would be discovered—in a triple complication of shame,
which made him gradually, as it makes every man, moody,
suspicious, apt to take offence where none is meant. Besides,
they were very poor. He, though neither extravagant nor pro-
fligate, was, like most literarv men who are accustomed to live
from hand to mouth, cardess, self-indulgent, unmethodical.
She knew as much of housekeeping as the Queen of Oude does;;
and her charming little dreams of shopping for herself were
rudeIP/ enou?h broken, ere the first week was out, by the horri-
fied looks of Clara, when she returned from her first morning's
marketing for the weekly consumption, with nothing but a
woodcock, some truffles, and a bunch of celery. Then the land-
lady of the lodgings robbed her, even under the nose of the
faithful Clara, who knew as little about housekeeping as her
i mistress; and Clara, faithful as she was, repaid hersdf by
~grumbling and taking liberties for being degraded from the
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luxurious post of lady's maid to that of servant of all work, with
a IandladF\]/ and 'marchioness' to wrestle with al day long. Then,
what with imprudence and anxiety, Lucia of course lost her
first child ; and after that came months of illness, during which
Eldey tended her, it must be sad for him, as lovingly as a
mother ; and perhaps they were both really happier during that
time of sorrow than they had been in al the delirious bliss of
the honeymoon.

Vaentia meanwhile defied old Lady Knockdown (whose
horror and wrath knew no bounds), and walked off one morning
with her maid to see her prodigal sister ; a visit which not only
brought comfort to the weary heart, but important practica
benefits. For going home, she seized upon Scoutbush, and so
moved his heart with pathetic pictures of Lucias unheard-of
penury and m'?gé/’ that his heart was softened ; and though he
absolutely refu to cal on Vavasour, he made him an offer,
through Lucia, of Penalva Court for thetime being ; and thither
they went—perhaps the best thing they could have done.

There, of course, they were somewhat more comfortable. A
very cheap country, a comfortable house rent free, and a lovely
neighbourhood, were a pleasant change, after dear London
lodgings ; but it is a question whether the change made Eldey
a better man.

In the first place, lie became a more idle man. The rich
enervating climate began to tell upon his mind, as it did upon
Lucias health. He missed that perpetual spur of nervous ex-
citement, change of society, influx of ever-fresh objects, which
makes London, after all, the best place in the world for hard
working ; and which makes even awalk along the streets an
intellectual tonic. In the soft and luxurious West-country,
nature invited him to look at her, and dream ; and dream he
did, more and more, day by day. He was tired, too—as who
would not be >—of the drudgery of writing for his daily bread ;
and relieved from the importunities of publishers and printers
devils, he sent UF fewer and fewer contributions to the maga-
zines. He would keep his energies for a great work ; poetry
was, after dl, his forte; he would not fritter himself away on
ﬁrose and periodicals, but would win for himself, eic. etc. If

e made a mistake, it was at least a pardonable one.

But Eldey became not only a more idle, but a more morose
man. He began to feel the evils of solitude. There was no one
near with whom he could hold rational converse, save an anti-
quarian parson or two ; and parsons were not to his taste. o,
never measuring his wits against those of his peers, and despis-
ing the few men whom he met asinferior to himself, he grew
more and more wrapt up in his own thoughts and his own tastes.
His own poems, even to the dightest turn of expression, became
more and more important to him. He gfrew more jealous of
criticism, more confident in his own little theories, about this
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and that, more careless of the opinion of his fellow-men, and, as
a certain consequence, more unable to bear the little crosses and
contradictions of daily life; and as Lucia, having brought one
and another child safely into the world, settted down into
motherhood, he became [ess and less attentive to her, and more
and more attentive to that self which was fast becoming the
centre of his universe.

True, there were excuses for him\ for whom are there none?
He was poor and struggling ; and it_isjmich more difficult (as
Becky Sharp, | think, pathetically observes) to be good when
one is poor than.when oneisrich. It is (and &l rich people
should consider the fact) much more easy, it not.to go to heaven,
at least to think one is going thither, on three thousand a year,
than on three hundred.  Not only is respectability more easy,
as is proved by the broad fact that it is the poor people who nil
the gaols, and riot the rich ones; but virtue, and religion—of
the popular sort. It is undeniably more easy to be resigned to
the will of Heaven, when that will seems tending just as we
would have it; much more easy to have faith in the goodness
of Providence, when that goodness seems safe in one's pocket in
the form of bank-notes ;" and to believe that on€e's children are
under_the Protectlon of Omnipotence, when one can hire for
them in half an hour the best medical advice in London. One
need only look into ones own heart to understand the disciples
astonishment at the news that 'How hardly shall they that
have riches enter into the kingdom of heaven.!

'Who then can be saved? asked they, being poor men,
accustomed to see the wealthy Pharisees in possession of 'the
highest religious privileges, and means of grace’ Who, indeed,
if not the rich? If the noblemen, and the bankers, and the
dowa%ers, and the young ladies who go to church, and read
g&g}d 0oks, and have been supplied from youth with the very

religious articles which money can procure, arid have time
for al manner of good works, and give their hundreds to chari-
ties, and head reformatory movements, and build churches, and
work altar-cloths, and can taste al the preachers and father-
confessors round London, one after another, as you would taste
wines, till they find the spiritual panacea which exactly suits
the|erd complaint—if they are not sure of salvation, who can be
saved ?
_ Without further comment, the fact is left for the considera
tion of dl readers; only let them not be too hard upon Eldey
and Lucia, if, finding themselves sometimes literaly at their
wits end, they went beyond their poor wits into the region
where foolish things are said and done. . )

Moreover, El_slca/'s_ ill-temper (as well as Lucias) had its
excuses in phys ill-health. Poor fellow ! Long years of
sedentary work had begun to tell upon him ; and while Tom
Thurnall's chest, under the influence of hard work and oxygen,

N T Y. A
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measured round perhaps six inches more than it had done six-
teen years ago, Eldey's, thanks to stooping and carbonic acid,
measured 9x inches less  Short breath, lassitude, loss of
appetite, heartburn, and al that fair company of miseries
which Mr. Cockle and his antibilious pills profess to cure, are
no cheering bosom friends; but when a man's breast-bone is
gradually growing into his stomach, they will make their ap-
pearance; and small blame to him whose temper suffers from
their gentle hints that he has a morta body as well as an
immortal soul.

But most fretting of all was the discovery that Lucia knew—
if not al about his original name—still enough to keep him in
dread lest she should learn more.

It was now twelve months and more that this new terror had
leapt up and stared in hisface. He had left a letter about—a
thing which he was apt to do—in which the Whitbury Iawi;er
made some allusions to his little property ; and he was sure that
Lucia had seen it, the hated name of Briggs certainly she had
not seen; for Elsle%/ had torn it out the moment he opened
the letter; but she had seen enough, as he soon found, to be
certain that he had, at some time or other, passed under a
different name.

If Lucia had been a more thoughtful or high-minded woman,
she would have gone straight to her husband, and quietly and
lovingly asked him to tell her all; but in her left-handed Irish
fashion, she kept the secret to herself, and thougI;ht it avery
Food joke to have him in her power, and to be able to torment
1im about that letter when he got out of temper. It never
occurred, however, to her that his present name was the feigned
one. She fancied that he had, in some youthful escapade,
assumed the name to which the lawyer alluded. So the next
time he was cross, she tried laughingly the effect of her newly-
discovered spell; and was horror-struck at the storm which she
evoked. Inavoice of thunder Eldey commanded her never to
mention the subject again ; and showed such signs of terror and
remorse, that she obeyed him from that day forth, except when
now and then she logt her temper as completely, too, as he.
Little she thought, in her heedlessness, what a dark cloud of
fear and suspicion, ever deepening and spreading, she had put
between his heart and hers.

But if Eldey had dreaded her knowledge of his story, he
dreaded ten times more Tom's knowledge of it. What if Thur-
nal should tell Lucia? What if Lucia should make a confidant
of Thurnall 7 Women told their doctors everything; and Lucia
he knew too well, had cause to complain of him. Perhaps,
thought he, maddened into wild suspicion by the sense of his
own wrong-doing, she might complain of him; she might com-
bine with Thurnall against him—tor what purpose he knew not
but the wildest imaginations flashed across him, as he hurriea
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desperately home, intending as soon as he got there to forbid
Lucias ever calling in hisdreaded enemy. No, Thurnall should
never cross his door again! On that one point he was deter-
mined, but on nothing dse

However, his intention was never fulfilled. For long before
he reached home he began to feel himself thoroughly ill. His
was a temperament upon which mental anxiety acts rapidly and
severdly ; and the burning sun. and his rapid walk combined
with rage and terror to give him such a 'turn’ that, as he hur-
ried down the lane, he found himself reeling like adrunken man.
He had just time to hurry throggh the garden, and into his
study, when pulse and sense failed him, and he rolled over on
the sofa in a dead faint.

Lucia had seen him comein, and heard him fall, and rushed
in.  The poor little thing was at her wits end, and thought that
he had had nothing less than a coup-de-soleil. And when he
recovered from his faintiiess, he began to be so horribly ill that
Clara, who had been called in to help, had some groundsfor the
degrading hypothesis (for which Lucia all but boxed her ears)
that 'Master had got away into the woods, and gone eating
toadstools, or some such poisonous stuff;' for lie lay afull half-
hour on the sofa, death cold, and amost pulseless; moaning,
shuddering, hiding his face in his hands, and refusing cordials,
medicines, and, above dl, a doctor's visit.

However, this could not be alowed to last. Without Eldey's
knowledge, amessenger was despatched for Thurnall, and luckily
met him in the lane; for he was returning to the town in the
footsteps of his victim. )

Eldey's horror was complete when the door opened, and Lucia
brought in none other than his tormentor.

My dearest Eldey, | have sent for Mr. Thurnall. | knew
you would not let me, if | told you ; but you see | have done it,
and now you must really spesk to him.'

Eldey's first impulse was to motion them both away angrily;
but the thought that he was in Thurnall's power stopped him.
He must not show his disgust. What if Luciawereto ask its
cause, even to guess it ? for to his fears even that seemed pos-
sble A fresh misery ! Just because he shrank so intensely
from the man, he must endure him !

'There is nothingegtwe matter with me,' sad he languidly.

? should be the judge of that, after what Mrs. Vavasour
has just told me' said Tom, in his most professional and civil
voice; and dipped, cat-like, into a seat beside the unresisting

0€t.
P He asked question on question ; but Eldey gave such unsatis-
factory answers, that Lucia had to detail everything afresh for
him, with—'Y ou know, Mr. Thurnall, he is always overtasking
his brain, and will never confess himself ill'—and al awoman's
anxious comments.
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Rogue Tom knew al the while well enough what was the
cause; but he saw, too, that Eldey was very ill. He felt that
he must have the matter out at once; and, by a side glance, sent
Ehe %bedient Lucia out of the room to get a table-spoonful of

randy.

' Now, my dear sir, that we are elone,' began he bIandI?/. .

"Now, sr!" answered Vavasour, springing off the sola, his
whole pent-léf) wrath exploding in hissing steam, the moment
the safety-valve was lifted. 'Now, sirl  What—what is the
meaning of this insolence, this intrusion ?

"I beg yourdpardon, Mr. Vavasour," answered Tom, rising, in
a tone of bland and stolid surprise.

What do you want here, with your mummery and medicine,
when you know the cause of my malady well enough already
Go, sr! and leave me to myself.’

My dear sir,’ said Tom firmly, 'you seem to have forgotten
what passed between us this morning.’ .

Will c?/ou insult me beyond endurance ? cried Eldey.

'l told you that, as long as you chose, you were Eldey Vava-
sour, and 1 the country doctor. We have met in that character.
Why not sustain it ? You arerealy ill; and if | know the cause,
I am dl the more likely to know the cure’

‘Cure? '

Why not ? Believe me, it isinyour power to become a much
happier man, simply by becoming a healthier one.'

Impertinence !'

"Pish!  What can | gain by being impertinent, sir ? | know
very well that you have recelved a severe shock ; but | know
equally well, that if you were as you ought to be, you would not
feel it'in thisway. When one sees a man in the state of Eros—
tration in which you are, common sense tells one that the body
must have been neglected, for the mind to gain such power
over it
~ Eldey replied with a grunt; but Tom went on, bland and
imperturbable.

Believe me, it may be avery materialist view of things ; but
fact is fact—the corpus stinum is father to the mens sana—tonics
and exercise make the ills of life look marvellously smaller.
You have the frame of a strong and active man ; and all you
want to make you light-hearted and cheerful is to develop what
nature has given you.'

It is too late, sad Eldey, pleased, as most men are, by being
told that they might be strong and active.

‘Not in the lesst. Three months would strengthen your
muscles, open your chest again, settle your digestion, and make
you as fresh as a lark, and able to sing like one. Believe me,
the poetry would be the better for it, as well as the stomach.
Now, positively, | shall begin questioning you.'

So Eldey was won to detail the symptoms of internal malaise,
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which he was only too much in the habit of watching himself;
but there were some amonfg them which Tom could not quite
gtccmf(n'f1 for on the ground of mere effeminate habits. A thought
ryck him.
?\)(ou s_I”m;p ill, I suppose ? said he carelessly.
Very ill.
. Did you ever try opiates?'
.No—yes—that is, sometimes." , )
Ah!"'said Tom, more carelessly till, for he wished to hide,
by dl means, the importance of the confession. 'Well, they
ive relief for atime; but they are dangerous things—disorder
the digestion, and have their revenge on the nerves next morn-
ing, a5 spitefully as brandy itself. - Much better try aglass of
strong ae or porter just before going to bed. I've known it
|vet57I§qO, even in consumption—try it, and exercise. You
00t

‘No.'
Pity ; there ought to be noble cocking in these woods.
Hawever, the season's past.  Youfish?

. No.

, Pit{la(%ai_n. | hear Alvaisfull of trout.  Why not try sail-
ing?. ‘Nothing oxy?enamesthel unslike asail, and your friends
the fishermen would be delightecT to have you as supercargo.
They are aways full of your stories to them, and your picking
theit brains for old legends and adventures.'

They are noble fellows, and | want no better company ; but,
unfortunaIeIP/, | am always searsick. )

Ah! wholesome, but unpleasant: youarefond of gardening?

.Very; but stooping makes my héad swim.'

Trué, and | dont want X/(\)/u to stoop. | hopeto see you soon
as erect as a Guardsman. hy not try walks?

'Abomi nablebores—lon_elﬁ/, aimless—'

'‘Well, perhaps you're right. ? never knew but three men
who took' long congtitutionals on principle, and two of them
were cracked.” But why not try a companion ; and persuade
that curate, who needs just the sime medicine as you, to accom-
pany you ; | don't know amore gentleman-like, agreesble, well-
informed man than he is!' )

Thank you. | can chogse my acquaintances for myself.

"You touchy ass!" said Thurnall to himself. 'If wewerein
the blessed state of nature now, wouldn't | give you ten minutes
double thonging, and then set you to work, as the runaway
nigger did his master, Bird o' fréedom Sawin, till you'd learnt a
thln? or two." But blandly till he went on. ]

r¥]the dumb-bells then. Nothing like them for opening
your ¢chest. And do get a high desk made, and stand to your
writing instead of sttm%' And Tom actually made Vavasour
promise to do both, and bade him farewell with— ,
Now, I'll send you up a little tonic, and trouble you with
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no more visits till you send for me. | shall see by one glance at
your face whether you are following my prescriptions.  And, |
sy, | wouldn't meddle with those opiates any more; try good
malt and hops instead.'

' Those who drink beer, think beer,' said Eldey, smiling ; for
he was getting more hopeful of himself, and his terrors were
vanishing beneath Tom's skilful management.

' And those who drink water, think water. The Elizabethans
—Sidney and Shakspeare, Burleigh arid Queen Bess, worked on
beef and ale—and ¥1 uwould not class them among the muddle-
headed of the earth. Believe me, to write well, you must live
well, if you take it out of your brain, you must put it in
again. It's a question of fact. Try it for yourself." And off
Tom went; while Lucia rushed back to her husband, covered
him with caresses, assured him that he was seven times as ill as
he really was, and so nursed and petted him, that he felt him-
sdlf, for that time at least, abeast and afool for having suspected
her for amoment. Ah, woman, if ?/ou only knew how you carry
our heartsin your hands, and would but use your power for our
benefit, what angels you might make us all!

'So," sad Torn, as he went home, 'he has found his way to
the elevation-bottle, has he, gf well as Mrs. Heale? It's no con-
cern of mine: but asaprofessional man, F must stop that. You
\r/]villdcertai nly be no credit to me if you kill yourself under my

ands.’

Tom went straight home, showed the blacksmith how to make
a pair of dumb-bells, covered them himself with leather, and
sent them up the next morning with directions to be used for
half an hour morning and evening.

And something—whether it was the dumb-bells, or the tonic,
or wholesome fear of the terrible doctor—kept Eldey for the
next month in better spirits and temper than he had been in
for along while.

Moreover, Tom set Lucia to coax him into walking with
Headley. She succeeded at last; and, on the whole, each of
them soon found that he had something to learn from the other.
Eldey improved daily in health, and Lucia wrote to Valentia
flaming accounts of the wonderful doctor who had been cast on
shore in their world's end ; and received from her after a while
this, amid much more—for fancy is not exuberant enough to
reproduce the whole of gdyoung lady's letter.

?am so ashamed. | ougfht to have told you of that
doctor a fortnight ago; but, rattle-pate as | am, | forgot al
about it. Do you know, he is Sabina Méellot's dearest friend:
and she begged me to recommend him to you : but | put it off,
and then it dipped my memory, like everything else good. She
has told me the most wonderful stories of his courage and good-
ness ; and conceive—she and her husband were taken prisoners
with him by the savages in the South Seas and going to be
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eaten, she says: but he helped them to escape in a canoe—such
a story—and lived with them for three months on the most
beautiful desert island—it is al like afairy tae. [I'll tell it you
when | come, darling—which | shall do in a fortnight, and we
shall be al so happy. | have such a box ready for you and the
chicks, which | shall brin% with me ; and some pretty things
from Scoutbush besides, who is very low, poor fellow, 1 cannot
conceive what about: but wonderfully tender about you. |
fancy he must be in love; for he stood up the other day about
you to my aunt, quite solemnly, with, " Let her alone, my lady.
She's not the first whom love has made a fool of, and she won't
bethelast: and | believe that some of the moveswhich look most
foolish, turn out best after al. Live and let live; everybody
knows his own business best; anything is better than marriage
without real affection." Conceive my astonishment at hearing
the dear little fellow turn sage in that way !

' By the way, | have had to quote his own advice against him;
for | have refused Lord Chalkclere after al. | told him (C. not
S), that he was much too good for me ; far too perfect and com-
plete a person ; that | preferred a husband whom | could break
in for myself, even though he gave me a little trouble. Scout-
bush was cross at first; but he said afterwards that it was just
like Baby Blake gthe wretch always calls me Baby Blake now,
after that dreadful girl in Lever's novel); ana | told him
frankly that it was, if he meant that 1 had sooner break in a
thorough-bred for myself, even though ?had afall or twointhe
process, than jog along on the most finished little pony on earth,
who would never go out of an amble. Lord Chalkclere may be
very finished, and learned, and excellent, arid so forth : but, ma
chere, | want, not a white rabbit i())f which he aways reminds
me), but a hero, even though he be a naughty one. | always
fancy people must be very little if they can be finished off so
rapidly ; if there was any real verve in them, they would take
somewhat longer to grow. Lord Chalkclere would do very well
to bind in Russian leather, and put on one's library shelves, to
be consulted when one forgot a date; but really even your
Ulysses of a doctor—provided, of course, he turned out a prince
in disguise, and don't leave out his h's—would be more to the
taste of your naughtiest of sgers

CHAPTER XII
A PEER IN TROUBLE

SOMEWHERE in those days, so it seems, did Mr. Bowie call
unto himsdlf a cab at thebarrack-gate, and, dressed in his best
array, repair to thewilds of Brompton, and reguest to see either
Clalde or Mrs. Méllat.
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Bowie is an ex-Scots Fusilier, wlio, damaged by the kick of a
horse, has acted as valet, first to Scoutbush's father, and next to
Scoutbush himself. He is of a patronising habit of mind, as
befits a tolerably ' leeterary' Scotsman of forty-fiveyears of age
and six feet three in height, who has full confidence in the
integrity of his own virtue, the infallibility of his own opinion,
and the strength of his own right arm ; for Bowie, though he
has arib or two 'dinged in,' is mighty still as Theseus sdf « and
both astonished his red-bearded compatriots, and won money
1;_(I)r his master, by his prowess in the late feat of arms at Holland

ouse.
_ Mr. Bowie is asked to walk into Sabinas boudoir (for Claude
is out in the garden), to sit down, and deliver his message;
which he does after a due military salute, sitting bolt upright
in his chair, and in a solemn and sonorous voice.

Well, madam, it's just this, that his lordship would be very
gﬂad to e ye and Mr. Médlat, for he's vary ill indeed, and
that's truth ; and if he winna tell ye the cause, then | will—
and it's just a for love of this play-acting body here, and more's
thepity.' o

'Morée's the pity, indeed I' o o

'‘And it's my opeenion the puir laddie will just die, if nobody
sees to him; and I've taken the liberty of writing to Major
Cawmill m%_sel‘, to beg him to come up and see to him, for it's a
Eifg to see his lordship cast away, for want of an understanding

Y toadvisehim.'

'So | am not an understanding body, Bowie ?

' Oh, madam, ye're young and bonny,' says Bowie, in atone
in which admiration is not unmingled with pity.

"Young indeed! Mr. Bowie, do you know that ? am almost
asold asyou ?

"Hoot, hut, hut—' says Bowie, looking at the wax-like com-
plexion and bright hawk-eyes.

"Bedly 1 am. I'm past five-and-thirty this many a

'Weel, then, madam, if you'll excuse me, yere old enough
to be wiser than to let his lordship be inveigled with any such
play-acting.'

“Redlly he's not inveigled,’ says Sabina, laughing. 'It is all
his own fault, arid | have warned him how absurd and impos-
shleit is She has refused even to see him; and you know
yourself he has not been near our house for these three weeks!

"Ah, madam, you'll excuse me : but that's the way with that
sort of people, just to draw back and draw back, to make a poor
young gentleman follow them all the keener, as a trout does a
minnow, the faster you spin it.'

(| ‘assure you no. | can't let you into ladies secrets: but
there is no more chance of her listening to him than of me.
And as for ine, | have been trying dl the spring to marry him
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to a youn Iady with eighty thousand pounds; so you can't
complain o

"Eh? No 'That's more like and fitting,'

"Wdl, now. Téell hislordship that we are coining ; and trust
us, Mr. Bowie: we do not look very villainous, do we?

'Faith, 'deed then, and | suppose not,' said Bowie, using the
verb which, in his cautious, Scottish tongue expresses complete
certainty. The truth is, that Bowie adores both Sabina and her
husband, who are, he says, ‘just fit to be put under a glass case
on the sideboard, like twa wee china angels,'

In half an hour they were in Scoutbush's rooms. They found
the little man lying on his sofa in his dressing-gown, 1ooking
pale and pitiable enough. He had been trying to read ; for the
table by him was covered with books : but either gunnery and
mathematics had injured his eyes, or he had been crying;
Sabina inclined to the latter opinion.

‘This is very kind of you both ; but | don't want you, Claude.
| want Mrs. Mellot. You go to the window with Bowig,

Bowie and Claude shrugged their shoulders at each other,
and departed.

"Now, Mrs. Mdlat, | can't help looking up to you as a
mother,'

' Complimentary to my youth,' says Sabina, who always cals
herself young when she is called old, and old when sheiis called
young.

"I didn't mean to be rude. But one does long to open on€'s
heart. | never had any mother to talk to, you know ; and |
can't tell my aunt; and Valentia is so nlghty, and | thought
you would give me one chance more. Don't laugh at me, | say.

am realy past laughing at,'

'| see you are, you poor creature, says Sabina, melting ; and
along conversation follows, while Claude and Bowie exchange
confi ences, arid arrive at no result beyond the undenlabe
assertion, 'it is a very bad job,’

Pr&eently Sabina comes out, and Scoutbush calls cheerfully
from the sofa—

' Bowie, get my bath and things to dress; and order me the
cab in half an hour. Good-bye, you dear people, | shal never
thank you enough,'

Away go Claude and Sabina in a hack-cab.

' What have you done?

'leen him what he entreated for—another chance with
Mal

"It will only madden him dl the more. Why let him try,
when you know it is hopeless ?

Wny, | had not the heart to refuse, that's the truth; and
besides, |1 don't know that it is hopeless,

All the naughtier of you, to let him run the chance of
making a fool of himsdf,
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"I don't know that he will make such a great fool of himself,
As he says, his grandfather married an actress, and why should
not he?'

. Simply because she won't marry him.'

And how do you know that, sir'? You fancy that you
understand all the women's hearts in England, just because you
have found out the secret of managing one little foal,’

' Managing her, quotha! Being managed by her, till my
quiet house is turned into a perfect volcano of match-making.
Why, | thought he was to marry Manchestrina,'

'He shall marry who he likes; and if Marie changes her
mind, and revenges herself on this American by taking Lord
Scoutbush, al F. can say is, it will be a just judgment on him.
I have no patience with the heartless fellow, going off thus, and
never even leaving his address,

'And because you have no patience, you think Marie will
have none ?'

'What do you know about women's hearts? Leave us to
mind our own matters.'

"Mr. Bowie will kill you outright, if your plot succeeds.’

'No, hewon't. | know who Bowie wants to marry ; and if
he is not good, he shan't have her. Besides, it will be such fun
to spite old Lady Knockdown, who aways turns up her nose at
me. How mad she will be! Here we are at home. Now, |
shall go and prepare Marie, i ] ) )

An hour arter, Scoutbush was pleading his cause with Marie;
and had been met, of course, at starting, with the simple
rejoinder--

'But, my lord, you would not surely have me marry where |
do not love?

'Oh, of course not; but, you see, people very often get love
after they are married : and | am sure | would do all to make
you love rne. | know L can't bribe you by promising you
carriages and jewels, and al that: but you should have what
you would like—pictures and statues, and books—and al that |
can buy. Oh, madam, T know | am not worthy of you—I never
have had any education as you have !'

Marie smiled a sad smile.

'‘But | would learn—I| know | could—for | am no fool,
though | it: I like al that sort of thing, and—and if | had
you to teach me, | should care about nothing else. | have given
up al my nonsense since | knew you; indeed | have—I am
trying al day long to read—ever since you said something about
being useful, and noble, and doing one's work : | have never
forgotten that, madam, and never shall; and you would find
me a pleasant person to live with, | do believe. At al events,
I would—oh, madam—I would be your servant, your dog—I
would fetch and carry for you like a negro dave !"

Marie turned pale, and rose.
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'Listen to me, my lord; this must end. You do not know
to whom you are speaking. You talk of negro daves. Know
that you aretalking to one!"

Scoutbush looked at her in blank astonishment.

'Madame? Excuse me: but my own eyes——'

"You are not to trust them ; | bell you fact.'

Scoutbush was silent. She misunderstood his silence: but
went on steadily.

'2 tell you, my lord, what | expect you to keep secret; and |
know that | cantrust your honour.'

Scoutbush bowed.

'And what E should never have tolds?;ou, were it not my -
only chance of curing you of this foolish passion. | am an
American slave !"

'Cursethem! Who dared make you a slave?' cried Scout-
bush, turning as red as a game-cock.

T was born a slave. My father was a white gentleman of
good family : my mother was a quadroon ; and therefore | am
aslave ,—anegress, arunaway slave, my lord, who, if | returned
to America, should be seized, and chaned, and scourged, and
sold. Do you understand me?

'What an infernal shame' cried Scoutbush, to whom the
whole thing appeared simply as awrong done to Marie.

‘Well, my lord?'

'Well, madam?'

' Does not this fact put the question at rest for ever ?'

No, madam! What do L Know about saves? No one is
a save in England. No, madam ; al that it does is to make
me long to cut half a dozen fellows throats—' and Scoutbush
stamped with rage. 'No, madam, you are you: and if you
become my viscountess, you take my rank, | trust, and my
name is yours, and my family yours; and let me see who dare
interfere!”

‘But public opinion, my lord? sad Marie, half-pleased,
half-terrified to find the shaft which she had fancied fatal fall
harmless at her feet.

"Public opinion ! You don't know England, madam ! What's
the use of my being a peer, if | can't do what | like, and make
public opinion go my way, and not | its? Though | am no

reat prince, madam, but only a poor Irish viscount, it's hard if
%can‘t marry whom | like—in reason, that is—and expect dl
the world to call on her, and treat her as she deserves. Why,
madam, you will have al London at your feet after a season or
two, and al the more if they know your story : or if you don't
like that, or if fools did talk at first, why, wed go and live
quietly at Kilanbaggan, or at Penava, and you'd have dl the
tenants looking up to you as a goddess, as | do, madam. O
madam, | would go anywhere, live anywhere, only to be with
you!"
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Marie was deeply affected. Making all allowances for the
wilfulnessof youth, she could not but see that her origin formed
no bar whatever to her marrying a nobleman; and that he
honestly believed that it would form none in the opinion of his
compeers, if she proved hersalf worthy of his choice ; and, full
of new emotions, she burst into tears.

' There, now, you are melting : | knew youwould! Madam!
Signora!" and Scoutbush advanced to take her hand.

“Never less' cried she, drawing back. 'Do not; you onl

make me miserable! | tell you itisimpossible. | cannot tell
you dl. You must notdo yourself and yourssuch an injustice!
Go, | tell you !

Scoutbush till tried to take her hand.

'‘Go, | entreat you,' cried she, at her wits end, 'or | will
redl.y ring the bell for Mrs. Mellot!"

'You need not do that, madam," said he, drawing himself
up; ? am not in the habit of being troublesome to ladies, or
being turned out of drawing-rooms. | see how it is—' arid
his tone softened; 'you despise me, and think me a vain,
frivolous puppy. Well; I'll do something yet that you shall
not despise !"  And he turned to go.

‘I do not despise you ; | think you a generous, high-hearted
gentleman—nobleman in al senses!

Scoutbush turned again.

'But, again, impossible ! | shall always respect you ; but we
must never meet again.'

She held out her hand. Little Freddy caught and kissed it
till he was breathless, and then rushed out, and blundered over
Sabina in the next room.

'No hope ?

"None” And though he tried to scIueeze his eyes to-
gether very tight, the great tears would come dropping

own.

Sabina took him to a sofa, and sat him down while lie made
his little moan.

'| told you that she was in love with the American.’

'Then why don't he come back and marry her? Hang him,
I'll go after him and make him!" cried Scoutbush, glad of any
object on which to vent his wrath.

"You can't, for nobody knows where heis. Now do be good
and patient : you will forget al this.

? shan't!"

"You will: not at first, but gradually ; and marry some one
realy more fit for you.'

"Ah, but if | marry her | shan't love her; and then, you
know, Mrs. Méllat, | shall go to the bad again, just as much as
ever. Oh, | wastrying to be steady for her sake !

Y ou can bethat still,'

"Yes, but it's so hard, with nothing to hope for. I'm not fit
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to take care of myself. I'm fit for nothing, | believe, but to go
out and be shot by those Russians : and ??? do it!"

You must not; you are not strong enough. The doctors
would not let you go as you are!’

Then I'll get strong ; I'l——'

'You'll go home, and be good,'

JAin't | good now ?'

"Yes, you areagood, sensible fellow, and have behaved nobly,
and | honour you for it, and Claude shall come and see you
every day.'

That evening a note came from Scoutbush.

'DEAR MRS. MEL~LOT—Whom should | find when | went
home but Campbell ? | told him all; and he says that you and
everybody have done quite right, so | suppose you have; and
that | am quiteright in trying to get out to the East, so | shall
do it. But the doctor says | must rest for six weeks at least.
So Campbell has persuaded me to take the yacht, which is at
Southampton, and go dflwn to Aberalva, and then round to
Snowdon, where | have a little slate-quarry, and get some
fishing. Campbell is coming withme, and | wish Claude would
come too. He knows that brother-in-law of mine, Vavasour,
| think, and | shall go and make friends with him. I've got
very merciful to foolish lovers lately, and Claude can help me
to tace him; for | am a little afraid of geniuses, you know.
So there we'll pick up my sister (she goes down by land this
week), and then go on to Suowdon -and Claude can visit his
old quarters at the Royal Oak at Bettws, where he and | had
that jolly week among the painters. Do let him come, and
La Signora not to be angry with me. That's all I'll ever ask
of her again.'

"Poor fellow ! But | can't part with you, Claude.'

‘Let him," said La Cordifiamma. 'He will comfort his lord-
ship : and dp you come with me.'

Cornewithyou? WhereT

2 will tell you when Claude is gone,'

"Claude, go and smoke in the garden. Now ?

" Come with me to Germany, Sabina’

"To Germany ? Why on earth to Germany ?'

?—I only said Germany because it came first into my mind.
Anywherefor rest; anywhere to be out of that poor man's way.'

He will not trouble you any more ; and you will not surely
throw up your engagement ?

Of course not!" said she, half peevishly. It will be overin
afortnight; and then | must have rest. Don't you see how |
want rest ?

Sabina had seen it for some time past. That white cheek had
been fading more and more to a wax-like paleness ; those black
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eyes glittered with fierce unhealthy light; and dark rings round
tnem told, not merely of late hours and excitement, but of wild
ion and midnight tears. Sabina had seen dl, and could not

ut give way, as Marie went on.

"I must have rest, | tell you! | am beginning—I can confess
dl to you—to want stimulants. | am beginning to long for
braridy-and-water—pah !—to nerve me up to the excitement of
acting, and then for morphine to make me deep after it. The
very eau de Cologne flask tempts me! They say that the fine
ladies use it, before a ball, for other purposes than scent. You
would not like to see me commence that practice, would you ?

'Thereis no fear, dear.'

'There is fear' You do not know the craving for exhil-
aration, the capability of self-indulgence, in our wild Tropic
blood. Oh, ina | feel at times that ? could sink so low—
that | could be so wicked, so utterly wicked, if | once an !
Take me away, dearest creature, take me away, and let me have
fresh air, and fair quiet scenes, and rest—rest-—oh, save me,
Sabinal' and she put her hands over her face, and burst into
tears.

‘We will go, then: to the Rhine, shadl it be? | have not
been there now for these three years, and it will be such fun
running about the world by myself once more, and knowing all
the while that——' and Sabina stopped ; she did not like to re-
mind Marie of the painful contrast between them.

'To the Rhine? Yes. And | shall see the beautiful old
world, the old vineyards, and castles, and hills which he used to
tell me of —taught me to read of in those sweet, sweet books of
Longfellow's! So gentle, and pure, and cam—so unlike
me"’

" Yes, we will seethem ; and perhaps——'

I\/Ilarie looked up at her, guessing her thoughts, and blushed
scarlet.

Y ou too, think then, that—that——' she could not finish her
sentence.

Sabina stoo over her, and the two beautiful mouths met.

'There, darling, we need say nothing. We are both women,
and can talk without words.'

Then you think there is hope ?'

'"Hope? Do you fancy that he is %one so very far ? or that
if he were, | could not hunt him out? Have ? wandered half
round the world alone for nothing ?

"No, but hope—hope that——'

"Not hope, but certainty; if some one | know had but
courage.’

.Courage—to do what ?

“Totrust him utterly.'

Marie covered her race with her hands, and shuddered in
every limb.
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'You know my story. Did | gain or lose by telling my
Claude all? . ) . .

‘I willl' she cried, I_ookln% up pale but firm. 'l will!" and
she looked steadfastly into the mirror over the chimney-piece,
as if trying to court the reappearance of that ugly vision which
haunted it, and so to nerve herself to the utmost, and face the
whole truth. . ) ] . ]

In little more than a fortnight, Sabina and Marie, with maid
and courier (for Marie was rich now), were away in the old
Antwerjven, Arid Claude wasrolling down to Southampton by
rail, with Campbell, Scoutbush, and last, but not least, the
faithful Bowie; who had under his charge what he described to
the puzzled railway guard as 'goads and cleiks, and pirns and
cregl; and beuks and Tieuks, enough for & the cods o' Neufmid-
and.

CHAPTER XIII
L'HOMME INCOMPRIS

ELSLEY went on, between improved health and the fear of Tom
Thurnall, a good dedl better for the next month, lie began to
look forward to Valentia's visit with equanimity, and, at lagt,
with interest; and was rather pleased than otherwise when, in
the last week of July, afly drove up to the gate of old Penalva
Court, and he handed out therefrom Yaentia, and Vdentias

maid.

Lucia_had discovered that the wind was_east, and that she
was afraid to go to the gate for fear of catching cold ; her red
purpose being that Valentia should meet Elsley first.

' Sheis so Impulsive,' thought the good little creature, always
plotting about her husband, "that she will rush upon me, and
never see him for the first five minutes; and Elsley is so sen-
sitive—how can he be otherwise, in his position, poor dear?
So she refrained herself, like Joseph, and stood at the door till
Valentia was half-way down the garden-walk, having taken
Eldey's somewhat shyly-offered arm; and then she could refrain
hersalf no longer, and the two women ran upon each other, and
kissed, and sobbed, and talked, till Lucia was out of breath ;
but Valentia was not so easily silenced.

"My darling! and you are looking so much better than |
e>_<||:)_ec ed; but not quite yourself yet. That naug?;y baby is
killing you, I am sure! And Mr. Vavasour too, | | begin to
cal him Elsley to-morrow, if ? like him as much as | do now—
but he islooki nquU|teth| n—weanng himself out with writing so
many beautiful books,—that " Wreck " wasperfect! And where
are the children? | must rush upstairs and devour them !'—and
what a delicious old garden’ and clipt yews, too, so dark and
romantic, and such dear old-fashioned flowers! Mr. Vavasour
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must show me al over it, and over that hanging wood, too.
\t/)Vhtha duck of a place! And oh, iny dear, | am quite out of
reath !'

And so she swept in, with her arm round Luciaswaist; while
Eldey stood looking after her, well enough satisfied with her
reception of him, and only hoping that the streem of words
waould slacken after a while.

What a magnificent creature!' said lie to himself. 'Who
v¥]ould have believed that the three years would make such a
change !

Argl’d he was right. The tall lithe girl had hloomed into full
glory; and Vaenfia &. Just, though not delicately beautiful,
wasas splendid an |rish damsel as men need look upon, with a

rand masque, aquiline features, luxuriant black hair, and—
ough it was the fag-end of the London season—the unrivalled
Irish'complexion, as of the fair dame of Kilkenny, whose
"Li Es were like roses, her cheeks were the same,
Like a dish of fresh strawberries smotlier'd in crame.'

Her figure was perhaps too tall, and somewhat too stout aso ;
but its Size was relieved by the delicacy of those hands and feet
of which Miss Valentia was most pardonably proud, and by
that indescribable lissomeness and lazy grace which Irishwomen
inherit, perhaps, with their tinge of southern blood ; and when,
in half an hour, she reappeared, with broad straw hat, and gown
tucked up a la beraere over the stri foed Welsh Tpetﬂcoat, perhaps
to show off' the ankles, which only looked the finer for a pair of
heavy laced boots, Eldey honestly felt it a pleasure to look at
her, and a still_ greater pleasure to talk to her, and to be talked
to by her ; while she, bent on making herself agreesble, partly
from real %ood taste, partly. from natural good-nature, and
partly, t0o, because she saw’ in his eyes that he admired her,
chatted sentiment about al heaven arid earth. o

For to Miss Vaentia—it is sad to have to say it—admiration
had been now, for three xeers her daily bread.” She had lived
in the thickest whirl of the world, ana, as most do for a while,
found it a very pleasant place.

She had flirted—with how many must not be told; and
gerhaps_ with more than one with whom she had no business to

irt. "Little Scoutbush had remonstrated with her on some such
affair, but she had silenced him with an Irish jest, 'You're a
fisherman, Freddy ; and when you can't catch salmon, you catch
trout; and when you can't catch trout, you'll whip on the
shallow for poor litfle %ubbahawns, and say'that it is dl to keep
your hand in—and so do I."

The old ladies said that thiswas the reason why she had not
married ¢ the men, however, asserted that no, one dare marry
her ; ana one club‘oracle had given it as his opinion that no man
in his rational senses was to be adlowed to have anything to do
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with her, till she had been well jilted two or three times, to take
the spirit out of her : but that catastrophe had not yet occurred,
and Miss Vaentia till reigned ' triumphant and alone,' though
her aunt, old Lady Knockdown, moved all the earth, and some
dirty places, too, below the earth, to get the wild lIrish girl off
her hands: ‘'for,' quoth she, 'l feel with Valentia, indeed, just
like one 07 those men who carry about little dogs in the Quad-
rant. | always pity the poor men s0, and think how happy they
must be when they have sold one. It is one chance less, you
Ié(irllow, of having it bite them horribly, and then run away after

There was, however, no more real harm in Valentia than
there is in every child of Adam. Town frivolity had not cor-
rupted her. She was giddy, given up to enjoyment of the pre-
sent : but there was not a touch of meanness about her ; and if
she was selfish, as every one must needs be whose thoughts are
of pleasure, admiration, and success, she was so unintentionally;
and she would have been shocked and pained at being told that
she was anything but the most kind-hearted and generous crea-
tureon earth. Major Campbell, who was her Mentor as well as
her brother's, had certainly told her so more than once; at
which she had pouted a good deal, and cried a little, and pro-
mised to amend ; then packed up a heap of cast-off things to
send to Lucia—half of it much too fine to be of any use to the
quiet little woman ; arid lastly, gone out arid bought fresh
finery for herself, and forgot all her good resolutions. Whereby
it befell that she was tolerably deep in debt at the end of every
season, and had to torment and kiss Scoutbush into paying her
bills; which he did like a good brother, and often before he
had paid his own.

But, howsoever full Vaentia's head may have been of fine gar-
ments and London flirtations, she had too much tact and good
feeling to talk that evening of a world of which even Eldey
knew more than her sister. For poor Lucia had been but
eighteen at the time of her escapade, and had not been pre-
sented twelve months; so that she was as inexperienced' as
any one can be, who has only a husband, three children, and a
household to manage on less than three hundred ayear. There-
fore Valentia talked only of things which would interest Eldey;
asked him to read his last new poem—which, | need not say, he
did « told him how she devoured everything he wrote; planned
walks with him in the country ; seemed to consult his pleasure
in every way.

' To-morrow morning | shal st with you and the children,
Lucia ; of course | must not interrupt Mr. Vavasour : but redly
in the afternoon | must ask him to sparea couple of hoursfrom
the Muses/

Vavasour was delighted to do anything—' Where would she
walk?'

(0] T Y. A
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"Where? of course to see the beautiful schoolmistress who
saved the man from drowning ; and then to see the chasm
across which he was swept. | shall understand your poem so
much better, you know, If T can but redlise the people and the
place. And you must take me to see Captain Willis, too, and
even the lieutenant—if he does not smell too much of brandy.
I will be so gracious and civil, quite the lady of the castle/

“You will make quite a royal progress,' said Lucia, looking
"a her with sisterly admiration.

"Yes, | intend to usurp as many of Scoutbush's honours as T
can till he comes. | must lay down the sceptre in afortnight,
y%ul know, so | shall make as much use of it as | can mean-
while.'

And so on, and so on ; meaning all the while to put Elsley
quite at his ease, arid let him understand that bygones were
by%on&& and that with her any reconciliation at all was meant
to be a complete one ; which was wise and right enough. But
Valentia had not counted on the excitable and vain nature with
which shewas dealing : and Lucia, who had her own fears from
the first evening, was the last person in the world to tell her of
it; first from pride in herself, and then from pride in her
husband. For even if awoman has made a foolish match, it is
hard to expect her to confess as much ; and, after all, ahusband
is a husband, and let his faults be what they might, he was still
her Eldey ; her idol once; and perhaps Eo she hoped) her idol
again hereafter, and if not, still he was her husband, and that
was enough.

' By which you mean, sir, that she considered herself bound
to endure everythigég and anything from him, simply because
she had been married to him in church ?

Yes, and a great deal more. Not merely being married in
church ; but what being married in church means, and what
every woman who is a woman understands ; and lives up to
without flinching, though she die amartyr for it, or a confessor;
afar higher saint, if the truth was known, as it will be some
day, than al the holy virgins who ever fasted and prayed in a
convent since the days when Macarius first turned fakeer. For,
to a true woman, the mere fact of a man's being her husband,
put it on the lowest ground that you choose, is utterly sacred,
divine, all-powerful; in the might of which she can conquer
=df in away which is an every day miracle; and the man who
does riot feel about the mere fact of a woman's having given
herself utterly to him, just what she herself feels about it, ought
to be despised by al his fellows; wereit not that, in that case,
it would oe necessary to despise more human beings than is safe
for the soul of any man.

That fortnight was the sunniest which Eldey had passed
since he made secret love to Lucia in Eaton Square. Romantic
walks, the company of a beautiful woman as ready to listen



Xl L'HOMME INCOMPRIS 195

as she was to talk, freelicence to pour out al his fancies, sure
of admiration, if not of flattery, and pardonably satisfied vanity
—all these are comfortable things for most men, who have
nothing better to comfort them. But, on the whole, this feast
did not make Eldey a better or wiser man at home. Why
should it ? Isaboy's digestion improved by turning him loose
into a confectioner's shop? And thus the contrast between
what he chose to cal Vaentias sympathy and Lucias want
of sympathy made him, unfortunately, al the more crossto her
when they were alone; and who could blame the poor little
woman for saying one night, angrily enough :

'‘Ah, yes! Valentia— Vaentia is imaginative— Valentia
understands you—V alentia sympathises—Valentia thinks . . .
Vaentia has no children to wash and dress, no accounts to
keep, no linen to mend-—Valentia's back does not ache all day
long, so that she would be glad enough to lie on the sofa from
morning till night, if she was not forced to work whether she
can work or not. No, no; don't kiss me, for kisses will not
make up for injustice, Elsley. | only trust that you will not
tempt me to hate my own sster. No : don't talk to me now,
let me degp if | can deep ; and go and walk and talk sentiment
with Valentiato-morrow, and leave the poor little brood hen to
st on her nest and be despised, And refusing al Eldey's
entreaties for pardon, she sulked herself to deep.

Who can blame her ? If thereis one thing more provoking
than another to a woman, it is to see her husband Strass-engel,
Haus-teufel, an angel of courtesy to every woman but herself ;
to see him in society all smiles and good stories, the most
amiable and self-restraining of men ; perhaps to be compli-
mented on his agreeableiiess: and to know all the while that
heis penning up all the accumulated iII-temﬁer of the day, to
let it out on her when they get home; perhaps in the very
carriage as soon as it leaves the door. Hypocrites that you are,
some of you gentlemen ! Why cannot the act against cruelty to
women, corporal punishment included, be brought to bear on
such asyou? And ye, after al, you are not most to blamein
the matter: Eve hersaf tempts you, as at the beginning; for
who does not know that the man is a thousand times vainer
than the woman ? He does but follow the analogy of all nature.
Look at the Red Indian, in that blissful state of nature from
which (so philosophersinform those who choose to believe them)
we dl sprang. Which is the boaster, the strutter, the bedizener
of his sinful carcase with feathers and beads, fox-tails and
bears claws—the brave, or his poor little squaw ? An Aus-
tralian settler's wife bestows on some poor saving gin a cast-off
French' bonnet; before she has gone a hundred yards, her
husband snatches it off, puts it on his own mop, quiets her for
its loss with a tap of the waddie, and struts on in glory. Why
not ? Has he not the analogy of al nature on his sde? Have
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not the male birds and the male moths the fine feathers, while
the females go soberly about in drab and brown? Does the
lioness, or the lion, rejoice in the grandeur of a mane ; the hind,
or the stag, in antlered pride ? How know we but that, in some
more perfect and natural state of society, the women will dress
like so many Quakeresses ; while the frippery shopswill become
the haunts of men alone, and ' browches, pearls, and owches' be
consecrate to the nobler sex ? There are signs aready, in the
dress of our young gentlemen, of such a return to the law of
nature from the present absurd state of things, in which the
human peahens carry about the gaudy trains which are the pea-
cocks right.

For there is a secret feeling in woman's heart that sheisin
her wrong place ; that it is she who ought to worship the man,
and not the man her ; and when she becomes properly conscious
of her destiny, has not he a right to be conscious of his? If
the gray hens will stand round in the mire clucking humble
admiration, who can blame the old black cock for dancing and
drumming on the top of a moss hag, with outspread wings and
flirting tall, glorious and self-glorifying? Heis asplendid fel-
low ; and hewas made splendid for some purpose, surely ? Why
did Nature give him his steel-blue coat arid his crimson crest,
but for the very same edpurpose that she gave Mr. A his
intellect—to be admired by the other sex? And if youn
damsels, overflowing with sentiment and Kuskinism, will crow
round him, ask his opinion of this book and that picture,
treasure his bon-mots. beg for his autograph, looking al the
while the praise which they do riot speak (though they speak a
good dedl of it), and when they go home write letters to him on
matters about which in old times ?IHS used to ask only their
mothers,—who can blame him if he finds the little wife at
home a very uninteresting body, whose head is so full of petty
cares and gossip, that he and al his talents are quite unappre-
ciated ? Lesfemmes incoviprises of France used to (perhaps do
now) form a class of married ladies, whose sorrows were espe-
cidly dear to the novdlists, male or female ; but what are their
woes compared to those of I'komme incompris? What higher
vocation for a young maiden than to comfort the martyr during
his agonies? And, most of all, where the sufferer is not merely
a genius, but a saint ; persecuted, perhaps, abroad by vulgar
tradesmen and Philistine bishops, and snubbed at home by a
stupid wife, who is quite unable to apdpreciate his magnificent
projects for regenerating all heaven and earth ; and only, hum-
drum, practica creature that she is, tries to do justly, and love
mercy, and walk humbly with her God ? Fly to his help, dl
pious maidens, and pour into the wounded heart of the holy
man the healing balm of self-conceit; cover his table with con-
fidential letters, choose him as your father-confessor, and lock
yourself up aone with him for an hour or two every week.
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while the wife is mending his shirts upstairs. True, you may
break the stupid wife's heart by year-long misery, as she daves
on, bearing the burden and heat of the da%/, of which you never
dream ; keeping the wretched man, by her unassum'Gne% good
example, from making a fool of himself threetimesaw ;and
sowing the seed of which you stea the fruit. What matter ?
If yourimmortal soul requires it, what matter what it costs her
carnal heart ? She will suffer in silence; at least, she will not
tell you. You think she does not understand you. Well; and
she thinks in return that you do not understand her, and her
married joys and sorrows, and her five children, and her
butcher's hills, and her long agony of fear for the husband of
whom she is ten timesmore ﬁroud than you could be; for whom
she has daved for years; whose defects she has tried to cure,
while she cured her own; for whom she would die to-morrow,
did he fall into disgrace, when you had flounced oft" to find some
new idol: and so she will not tell you : and what the ear hear-
eth not, that the heart grieveth not. Go on and prosper ! You
may, too, ruin the man's spiritual state by vanity ; you may
pamper his discontent with the place where God has put him,
till he ends by flying off to' some purer Communion," and taking
you with him. Never mind. He is a most delightful person,
‘and his intercourse is so improving. Why were sweet things
made, but to be eaten ? Go on and prosper.

Ah, young ladies, if some people had (as it is perhaps well for
them that they have not) the ordering of this same British
nation, they would certainly follow your example, and trv to
restore various ancient institutions. And first among them
would be that very ancient institution of the cucking-stool; to
be employed, however, riot as of old, against married scolds (for
whom those who have been behind the scenes have all respect
and sympath%/), but against unmarried prophetesses, who, under
whatsoever high pretence of art or religion, flirt with their
neighbours' husbands, be they parson or ﬁoet

Not, be it understood, that valeritia had the least suspicion
that Elsley considered himself 'incompris.’ If he had hinted
the notion to her, she would have resented it as an insult to the
. Justs in general, and to her sister in particular » and would
have said something to him in her off-hand way, the like whereof
he had seldom heard, even from adverse reviewers.

Eldey himself soon divined enough of her character to see that
he must keep his sorrows to himself, if he wished for Valentias
good opinion ; and soon—so easily doesavain man lend himself
to meanness—he found himself trying to please Valentia, b
praising to her the very woman with whom he was discontented.
He felt shocked and ashamed when first his own baseness flashed
across him : but the bait was too pleasant to be left easly : and,
after dl, he was trying to say to his guest what he knew his
guest would like ; and what was that but following those very
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rules of good society, for breaking which Luciawas always call-
ing him gauche and morose? So he actually quieted his own
conscience by the fancy that he was bound to be civil, and to
keep up appearances, 'even for Lucias sake,' said the self-deceiver
to himselt. And thus the mischief was done ; and the breach
between Lucia and her husband, which had been somewhat
bridged over during the last month or two, opened more wide
than ever, without a suspicion on Valentids part that she was
doing dl she could to break her sister's heart.

She, meanwhile, had plenty of reasonswhichjustified her new
intimacy to herself. How could she better please Lucia? How
better show that bygones were to be bygones, and that Eldey
was henceforth to be considered as one of the family, than by
being as intimate as possible with him? What matter how
intimate? For, after all, he was only a brother, and she his

er.

She had law on her sdein that last argument, as well as love
of amusement. Whether she had cither common sense or Scrip-
tureisavery different question.

Poor Lucia, too, tried to make the best of the matter ; and to
take the new intimacy as Yalentia would have had her take it,
in the light of a compliment to herself ; and so, in her pride, she
sad to Valentia, and told her that she should love her for ever"
for her kindness to Eldey, while her heart was ready to burst.

But ere the fortnight was over the Nemesis had come, and
Lucia, woman as she was, could not repress athrill of malicious
joy, even though Eldey became more intolerable than ever at
the change.

What was the Nemesis, then ? ]

Simply that this naughty Miss . Just began to smile upon
Frank Headley the curate, even as she had smiled upon Eldey
Vavasour.

It was very naughty; but she had her excuses. She had
found Eldey out; and it waswell for both of them that she had
done 0. Already, upon the strength of their supposed relation-
ship, she had allowed him to talk a great deal more nonsense to
her—harmless perhaps, but nonsense still—than she would
have listened to from any other man ; and it was well for both
of them that Elsley was a man without self-control, who began
to show the weak side of his character freely enough, as soon as
he became at ease with his companion, and excited by conversa-
tion. Valentia quickly saw that he was vain as a peacock, and
weak enough to be led by her in any and every direction, when
she choseto work on hisvanity. And she despised him accord-
ingly, and suspected, too, that her sister could not be very happy
with such a man.

None are more quick than sisters-in-law to see faults in the
brother-in-law, when once they have begun to look for them;
and Vaentia soon remarked that Eldey showed Lucia no petits
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soins, while he was ready enough to show them to her ; that he
took no real trouble about his children, or about anything else ;
and twenty more faults, which she might have perceived in the
first two days of her visit, if she had not been in such ahurry
to amuse herself. But she was too delicate to ask Luciathe
truth, and contented herself with watching all parties closdly,
ﬁnd in amusing herself meanwhile — for amusement she must
ave—in

" Breaking a country heart
For pastime, ero she wont to town.'

She had met Frank several times about the parish and in the
schools, and had been struck at once with his grace and high
breeding, arid with that air of melancholy which is always
interesting in a true woman's eyes. She had seen, too, that
Eldey tried to avoid him, naturally enough not wishing anin-
trusion on their pleasant tctes-a-tete. Whereon, half to spite
Eldey, and half to show her own right to chat with whom she
chose, she made Lucia ask Frank to tea; and next contrived to
go to the school when he wasteaching there, and to make Elsley
ask him to walk with them; and all the more because she had
discovered that Elsley had discontinued his walks with Frank
as soon as she had appeared at Penalva. )

Luciawas not sorry to countenance her in her naughtiness ;
it was a comfort to her to have afourth person in the room at
times, and thus to compel Elsley and Valentia to think of some-
thing beside each other ; and when she saw her sister gradually
transferring her favours from the married to the unmarried
victim, she would have been more than woman if she had not
rejoiced thereat. Only, she began soon to be afraid for Frank,
and at last told Vaentia so.

‘Do take care that you do not break his heart "'

My dear ! You forget that | st under Mr. O'Blareaway,
and am to him as a heathen and a publican. Fresh from S.
Nepomuc's as he is, he would as soon think of falling in love
with an " Oirish Prodestant,” as with a malignant and a tur-
baned Turk. Besdes, my dear, if the mischief is going to be
done, it's done aready,'

"I dare say it is, you naughty beautiful thing. If anybody
is goose enough to fall in love with “ou, helll be aso goose
enough, | don't doubt, to do so at first sight. There, don't look
perpetually in that glass : but take care!" )

'What use? If it is going to happen at all, ? say, it has
happened already ; so | shalld'ust please myself, as usud,'

And it had happened : and poor Frank had been, ever since
the first day he saw Valentia, over head and earsin love. His
time had come, and there was no @goi ng his fate.

But to escape hetried. Convinced, with many good men of
al ages and creeds, that a cdibate life was the fittest one for a
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clergyman, he had fled from S. Nepomuc's into the wilderness
to avoid temptation, and beheld at his cell-door a fairer fiend
than ever came to St. Dunstan. A fairer fiend, no doubt; for
. Duristan's imagination created his temptress for him, but
Valentiawas areality; and fact and nature may be wfelg backed
to produce something more charming than any monk's brain can
do. One questions whether &. Dunstan's apparition was not
something as coarse as his own mind, clever though that mind
was. At least, he would never have had the heart to apply the
hot tongs to such a nose as Valentia's, but at most have bowed
her out pityingly, as Frank tried to bow out Vaentia from the
sacred place of his heart, but failed.

Hard he tried, and humbly too. He had no proud contempt
for married parsons. He was ready enough to confess that he,
too, might be weak in that respect, as in a hundred others. He
conceived that he had no reason, from his own inner life, to
believe himself worthy of an?fl higher vocation—-proving his own
real nobleness of soul by that very humility. He had rather
not marry. He might do so some day ; but he would sacrifice
much to avoid the necessity. If he was weak, he would use
what strength he had to the uttermost ere he yielded. And all
the more, because he felt, and re@nab{!\K enough, that Yalentia
was the last woman in the world to make a parson's wife. He
had his ideal of what such awife should be, if she wereto be
dlowed to exist at al—the same ideal which Mr. Paget has
drawn in his charming little book (would that dl parsons wives
would read and perpend), the Owlet of Owlstone Edge. But
Valentia would surely not make a Bestrice. Beautiful she was,
%|OHOUS, lovable, but not the helpmeet whom he needed. And

e fought against the new dream like a brave man. He fasted,
he wept, he prayed; but his prayers seemed not to be heard.
Vaentiaseemed to have enthroned herself, atrue Venus victrix,
in the centre of his heart, and would riot be dispossessed. He
tried to avoid seeing her ; but even for that he had not strength:
he went again and again when asked, only to come home more
miserable each time, as fierce against himself and his own weak-
ness as if he had given way to wine or to oaths. In vain, top,
he represented to himself the ridiculous hopelessness of his
passion ; the impossibility of the London beauty ever stooping
to marry the poor country curate. Fancieswould come in, how
such things, strange as they might seem, had happened already ;
m;ght happen again. It was a class of marriage for which he
had always felt a strong disike, even suspicion and contempt
and though he was far more fitted, in family as well as personal
excellence, for such a match, than three out of four who make
them, yet he shrunk with disgust from the notion of being him-
df classed at last among the match-making parsons.  Whether
there was ' carna pride’ or not in that last thought, his soul so
loathed it that he would gladly have thrown up his cure at
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Aberalva; and would have done so actually, but for one word
which Tom Thurnall had spoken to him, and that was—
Cholera. ) .

_ That the cholera might come ; that it probably would come,
in the course of the next two months, was news to him which
was enough to keep him at his post, let what would be the con-
sequence.  And gradually he began to see a way out of his diffi-
culty—and a very simple one; and that was, to die.

'That is the solution after al,' said he. 'l am not strong
enough for God's work ; but T will not shrink from it, if | can
help.  If | cannot master it, let it kill me; so at least | may
have peace. | have failed utterly here; &l my grand plans
have crumbled to ashes between my fingers. | find myself a
cumberer of the ground, where | fancied that | was going forth
like avery Michael—fool that | was'—Ileader of the armies of
heaven. “And now, in the one remaining point on which I
thought myself strong, | find myself weakest of all. Usdess
and helpless! | have one chance left, one chance to show these
P_oor souls that | really love them, really wish their good—sel-
ish that | am! What matter whether | do show It or not?
What need to justify myself to themt Sdf, self, .creerg in
everywhere! 1 shall begin next, | suppose, longing tor the
cholera to come, that | may show off myself in it, and make
spiritual capital out of their dying agonies! Ah me! that it
were all over ! That this cholera, If it is to come, would wipe
out of this head what | verily believe nothing but death will
do!" And therewith Frank laid his head on the table, and cried
till he could cry no more. .

It was not over manly ; but he was weakened with overwork
and sorrow ; and, on the whole, it was perhaps the best thing
he could do ; for he fell adeep there, with his head on the table,
and did not wake till the dawn blazed through his open window.

CHAPTER XIV
THE DOCTOR AT BAY

DID you ever, in a feverish dream, climb a mountain which
grew higher and higher as you climbed ; and scramble through
passages which changed perpetually before you, and lEIf) and
down break-neck stairs which broke off perpetually behind you ?
Did you ever spend the whole night, foot in stirrup, mounting
that phantom hunter which never gets mounted, or, if he does,
turns into a pen between your knees, or in going to fish that
¥hantom stream which never gets fished '? Did you ever, late
« that mysterious dinner-party in some enchanted castle,
wander disconsolately, in unaccountable rags and dirt, in search
of that phantom carpet-bag which never gets found? Did you
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ever 'redise' to yourself the seve of the Danaides, the stone of
Sisyphus, the wheel of Ixion; the pleasure of shearing that
domestic animal who (according to the experience of a very
ancient observer of nature) produces more cry than wool; the
perambulation of that Irishman's model bog, where you dip
two steps backward for one forward, and must, therefore, in
order to progress at al, turn your face homeward, and progress
as a pig does into a steamer, by going the opposite way ? Were
you ever condemned to spin ropes of said to all eternity, like
Tregesgle the wrecker ; or' to extract the cube roots of amillion
or two of hopeless surds, like the mad mathematician ; or ladt,
and worst of al, to work the Nuisances "Remova Act? Then
you can enter as a man and a brother, into the sorrows of Torn
Thurnall, in the months of June and July 1854.

He had made up his mind, for certain good reasons of his
own, that the cholera ought to visit Aberalvain the course of
the summer ; and, of course, tried his best to persuade people
to get ready for their ugly visitor; but in vain. The cholera
comethere? Why, it never had come yet, which signified, when
lieinquired alittle more closdly, that there had been only one
or two doubtful cases in 2837, and five or six in 289. Tri vain
he answered, 'Very well; and is not that a proof that the
causes of cholera are increasing here? If you had one case the
first time, and five times as many the next, by the same rule
you will have five times as many more if it comes this
summer.'

‘Nonsense! Aberalva was the healthiest town on the coast.'

'Well but," would Tom say, 'in. the census before last, you
had a population of 2300 in ??2 houses, and that was close
packing enough, in all conscience ; and in the last census | find
you had a population of over 700, which must have increased
since ; and there are eight or nine old houses in the town pulled
down, or turned into stores; so you are more closely packed
than ever. And mind, it may seem no very great difference,
but it is the last drop that fillsthe cup.’

What had that to do with cholera? And more than one gave
him to understand that he must be either a very silly or a very
impertinent person, to go poking into how many houses there
were in the town, and how many peoplelived in each. Tardrew,
the steward, indeed, said openly that Mr. Thurnall was making
disturbance enough in people's property up at Pentremochyn,
without bothering himself with Aberalva too. He had no
opinion of people who had a finger in everybody's pie.  Whom
Tom tried to soothe with honeyed words, knowing him to be of
the origina British bulldog breed, which, once stroked against
the hair, shows his teeth at you for ever afterwards.

But staunch was Tardrew, unfortunately on the wrong side ¢
and backed by the collective ignorance, pride, laziness, and
superstition oi: Aberalva, showed to his new assalant that
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terrible front of stupidity, against which, says Schiller, 'the
gods themselves tight in vain.'

' Does he think we was al fools afore he came here?

That was the rallying cry of the Conservative party, wor-
shippers of Baal,'ebub, god of flies, and of that (so say Syrian
scholars) from which Hies are bred. And, indeed, there were
excuses for them, on the Yankee ground, that there's a ded of
human natur' in man." It is hard to human nature to make all
the humiliating confessions which must precede sanitary re-
ﬁentance: to say, 1 have been a very nasty, dirty fellow. |

ave lived contented in evil smélls, till | care for them no more
than my pig does. | have refused to understand nature's
broadest hints, that anything which is so disagreeable is not
meant to be left about. | have probably been more or less the
cause of half m?/ own illnesses, and of three-fourths of the ill-
ness of my children; for aught T know, it is very much my
fault that my own baby has died of scarlatina, and two or three
of my tenants of typhus. No, hangit! that'stoo much to make
any man confessto ! I'll prove my innocence by not reforming !'
So sanitary reform is thrust out of sight, ssmply because its
necessity is too humiliating to the pride of al, too frightful to
the consciences of many.

Tom went to Trebooze.

Mr. Trebooze, you are a man of position in the county, and
own some houses in Aberalva. Don't you think you could use
your influence in this matter ?

'Own some houses? Yes' and Mr. Trebooze consigned the
sad cottages to a variety of unmentionable places ; "cost me
more in rates than they bring in in rent, even if | get the rent

aid. | should like to get a six-pounder, and blow the whole
ot into the sea. Cholera coming, eh? D'ye think it will be
there gefore Michaelmas ?

'l do'

'Pity | can't clear 'em out before Michaelmas. Else I'd
have gected the lot, and pulled the houses down.’

‘I think something should be done meanwhile, though, to-
wards cleansing them.'

. . . Let'em cleansethem themselves ! Soap's cheap enOlg?h
withyour . . . freetrade, ain'tit? No, sir’ That sort of talk
will do well enough for my Lord Minchampstead, sir, the old
money-lending Jew ! . . . but gentlemen, sir, gentlemen, that
are half-ruined with free trade, and your Whig policy, sir, you
must give 'em back their rights before they can afford to throw
away their money on cottages. Cottages, indeed ! . . . upstart
of a cotton-spinner, coming down here, buying the land over
our heads, and pretends to show us how to manage our estates
old families that have been in the county this four hundred
years, with the finest peasantry in the world ready to die for
them, g, till these new revolutionary doctrines came in—pride
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and purse-proud conceit, just to show off hismoney ! What do
they want with better cottages than their fathers had ? Only
put notions into their heads, raise 'em above their sation ;
more they have, more they'll want. . . . Sir, make cliartists of
‘em al before he's done! [I'll tel you what, sir,/—and Mr.
Trebpoze attempted a dignified and dogmatic tone—'l never
told it you before, because you were my very good friend, sr ;
but my opinion is sir, that by what you're doing up at Pentre-
mochyn, you're just spreading chartism—chartism, sir! Of
course | know nothing. Of course I'm nobody, in these days;
but that's my opinion, sir, and you've got it!"

By which motion Tom took little. Mighty is envy aways,
and mighty ignorance ; but you become aware of their truly
Titaknic grandeur only when you attempt to touch their owner s
pocket.

Tom tried old Hede, but took as little in that quarter.
Hede had heard of sanitary reform, of course; but lie knew
nothing about it, arid gave a general assent to Tom's doctrines,
for fear of exposing his own ignorance ; acting on them was a
very different matter. It isaways hard for an old medical man
to confess that anything has been discovered since the days of
hisyouth ; and besides, there were other reasons behind, which
Heale tried to avoid giving; and therefore fenced off, and
fenced off, till, pressed hard by Tom, wrath came forth, and
truth with it.

' And what be you thinking of, gir, to expect me to offend all
my best patients? and not one of 'em but rents some two
cottages, some adozen. And what'?? they tomeif | go a
routing and rookling in their drains, like an old sow by the way-
dde, beside putting 'em to all manner of expense? And all on
the chance of this cholera coming, which | have no faith in,
nor in this new-fan%]led sanitary reform neither, which is all
adodge for a lot of young Government puppies to fill their
pockets, and rule and ride over us: and my opinion aways
was with the Bible, that 'tis jidgment, sir, a jidgmeiit of God,
a?o_l we can't escape His holy will, and that's the plain truth
of it

Tom made no answer to that latter argument. He had heard
that ' 'tisjidgment’ from every mouth during thelast few days;
and had mortally offended the Briaiiite preacher that very
morning, by answeri ng? his "tis jidgment' with—

"But, my good sir! the Bible | thought, says that Aaron
stayed the plague among the lsradlites, and David the one at
Jerusalem.’

_'8ir, those was miracles, sr ! and the¥ was under the law,
sr, and wem under the Gospd, youll be pleased to re
member.'

"Humph !' said Tom, 'then, by your showing, they were
better off under the law than we are now, if they could have
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their plagues stopped by miracles ; and we cannot have ours
stopped at all.'

*Sir, be you an infidel ?

To which there was no answer to be made.

In this case, Tom answered Hede with——

But, my dear s, if you don't like (as is reasonable enough)
to take the responsi biIit% on yourself, why not go to the Board
of Guardians, and get them to put the act in force ?

Boord, sir? and do you know so little of Boords as that ?
Why, there ain't one of them but owns cottages themselves,
arid it's as much as rny place is worth——'

Your place as medical officer isjust worth nothing, as you
know ; you'll have been out of pocket by it seven or eight
pounds this year, even if no cholera comes.

Tom knew the whole state of the case ; but he liked torment-
ing Heale now and then.

"Well, sir ! but if | get turned out next year, in steps that
Drew over at Carcarrow Churchtown into my district, and into
the best of my practice, too. | wonder what sort of a Poor Law
district you were medical officer of, if you don't know yet that
that'swhy we take to the poor,’

My dear sir, | know it, and a good deal more besides’

' Then why go bothering me thisway '

"Why," said Tom, "it's pleasant to have old notions confirmed
as often as possible—

""" Lifeisajest, and dl things show it;
| thought so once, but now | know it."

What an ass the fellow must have been who had that put on
crjl_lt_:,c;[cl)mbstone, not to have found it out many ayear before he
ied !'

He went next to Headley the curate, and took little by that
move ; though more than by an)(fother. )

For Frank aready believed 'his doctrines, as an educated
London parson of course would ; was shocked to hear that they
were likely to become fact so soon and so fearfully; offered to
do.all he could : but confessed that he could do nothing.

? have been hinting to them, ever since | came, improve-
ments in cleanliness, in ventilation, and so forth: but I have
been utterly unheeded : and bully me as you will, doctor, about
my cramming doctrines down their throats, and roaring like a
Pope's bull, 1'assure you that, on sanltarx reform, my roarin
was as of a sucking dove, and ought to have prevailed, if so
persuasion can.'

"You were a dove where you ought to have been a bull, and
a bull where you ought to have been adove. But roar now, if
ever you roared, in the_pulpit and out. Whv not preach to
them on it next Sunday ?°
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"Wedll, I'd give a lecture gladly, if | could get any one to
come and hear it; but that you could do better than me.'

"I'l lecture them myself, and show them bogies, if my
quarter-inch will do its work. If they want seeing to believe,
se they shal ; | have half a dozen specimens of water
alreac:]y which will astonish them. Let me lecture, you must
preach.'

'Y ou must know, that there is afeeling—you would call it a
prejudice—against introducing such purely secular subjects
into the pulpit,’

Tom gavealong whistle.

i 'Pardon me, Mr. Headley; you are a man of sense; and |
can speak to you as one human being to another, which | have
seldom been able to do with your respected cloth.'

'Say on ; | shall not be frightened.'

Well, don't you put up the Ten Commandments in your
chyrch ?'

Yes'

" And don't one of them run :" Thou shalt not kill" ?

'Well?

'And is not murder amoral offence—what you call asin?'

‘t am doute'

‘If you saw your parishioners in the habit of cutting each
other's throats, or their own, shouldn't you think that a matter
spiritual enough to be a lit subject for a little of the drum
ecclesagtic ?

'Well?'

"Wel ? IIlI' There are your parishioners about to commit
wholesale murder and suicide, and is that a secular question ?
If they don't know the fact, is not that all the more reason for
your telling them of it? You pound away, as | warned you
once, at the sins of which they are just as well aware asyou ;
why on earth do you hold your tongue about the sins of which
they are not aware? You tell us every Sunday that we do
Heaven only knows how many more wrong things than we
dream of. Tdl it us again now. Don't strain at gnats like
want of faith and resignation, and swallow such a camel as
twenty or thirty deaths. It's no concern of mine; I've seen
plenty of people murdered, and may again : | am accustomed
toit; but if it's not your concern, what on earth you are here
for is more than ? can tell.'

"You are right—you are right; but how to put it on religious
grounds——'

Tom whistled again.

"If your doctrines cannot bo made to fit such plain matters
as twenty deaths, tant pis pour eux. If they have nothing to
say on such scientific facts, why, the facts must take care of
themselves, and the doctrines may, for aught | care, go and—
But | won't be redly rude. Only think over the matter: if
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you are God's minister, you ought to have something to say
about God's view of a fact which certainly involves the lives
of His creatures, not by twos and threes, but by tens of
thousands,'

So Frank went home, and thought it through ; and went once
and again to Thurnall, and condescended to ask his opinion of
what lie had said, and whether he said ill or well. What Thur-
nall answered was—' Whether that's sound Church doctrine is
your business ; but if itbe, I'll say, with the man there in the
Acts—what was his name 2—" Almost thou persuadest me to be
a Christian."

"Would God that you were one! for you would make a right
good one.'

'Humph ! at least you see what you can do, if you'll only
face fact as it stands, and talk about the redlities of life. Il
puff your sermon beforehand, T assure you, and bring al | can
to hear it/

So Frank preached a noble sermon, most rational, and most
spiritual withal; but he, too, like his tutor, took little by his
motion.

All the present fruit upon which lie had to congratulate him-
sdf was, that the Brianite preacher denounced him in chapel
next Sunday as a German nationalist, who impiously pretended
to explain away the Lord's visitation into a carnal matter of
drains, and pipes, and gases, and such like; and that hisrival
of another denomination, who was a fanatic on the teetotal
question, denounced him as bitterly for supporting the cause of
drunkenness, by attributing cholera to want of cleanliness,
while all rational people knew that its true source was intem-
perance. Poor Frank ! he had preached against drunkenness
many atime and oft: but because he would not add a Moham-
medan eleventh commandment to those ten which men already
find difficulty enough in keeping, he was set upon at once
by afanatic whose game it was—as it is that of too many—
to snub sanitary reform, and hinder the spread of plain scien-
tific truth, for the sake of pushing their own nostrum for al
human ills.

In despair, Tom went off to Elsley Vavasour. Would he
help? Would he join, as one of two householders, in making a
representation to the proper authorities ?

Eldey had never mixed in loca matters: and if he had, he
knew nothing of how to manage men, or to read an Act of Par-
liament ; so, angry as Tom was inclined to be with him, he
found it useless to quarrel with a man so utterly unpractical,
who would, probably, had he been stirred into exertion, have
done more harm than good.

' Only come with me, and satisfy yourself as to the existence
of one of these nuisances, and then you will have grounds on
which to go,’ sad Tom, who had still hopes of making a cat's
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Paw of Eldey, and by his power over him, pulling the strings
rom behind.

Sorely against his will, Eldey went, saw, and smelt; came
home again ; was very unwell; and was visited nightly for a
week after by that most disgusting of al phantoms, sanitary
nightmare ; which some who have worked in the foul places of
the earth know but too well. Evidently his health could not
gand it. There was no work to be got out of him in that
direction.

b ShWould he write, then, and represent matters to Lord Scout-
ush r

How could he? He did not know the man ; not aline had
ever been exchanged between them. Thelr relations were so
very peculiar. 1t would seem sheer impertinence on his part to
interfere with the management of Lord Scoutbush's property.
Redlly there was a great deal to be said, Tom felt, for poor
EIsIW‘s disike of meddling in that quarter.

ould Mrs. Vavasour write, then ?

'For Heaven's sake, do not mention it to her. She would be
so terrified about the children; she is worn out with anxiety
aready,'—and so forth.

Tom went back to Frank Headley.

"You see agood deal of Miss &. Just.'

"I 2—No—why ?—what ? said poor Frank, blushing.

'Only that you must make her write to her brother about
thig cholera.'

_'hMy dear fellow, it is such a subject for a lady to meddle
with.'

It has no scruple in meddling with ladies ; so ladies ought
to have none in meddling with it. You must do it as delicatel
as you will: but done it must be: it isour only chance. Tell
her of Tardrew's obstinacy, or Scoutbush will go by hisopinion ;
and tell her to keep the secret from her siser.

Frank did it, and wdl. Vaeritia was horror-struck, and
wrote.

Scoutbush was away at sea, nobody knew where ; and afull
fortnight elapsed before an answer came.

My dear, you are quite mistaken if you think | can do any-
thing. Nine-tenths of the houses in Aberalva are not in my
hands: but copyholds and long leases, over which | have no
power. If the people will complain to me of any given nuisance,
rll right it if | can; and if the doctor wants money, and sees
any ways of laying it put well, he shall have what he wants,
though 1 am very high in Queer Street just now, maam, having
paid your bills before | left town, like a good brother: but ?
tell you again, | have no more power than you have, except over
a few cottages, and Tardrew assured me, three gv%ks ago, that
they were as comfortable as they ever had been.’
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So Tardrew had forestalled Thurnall in writing to the Vis-
count. Waéll, there was one more chance to be tried.

Tom gave his lecture in the schoolroom. He showed them
magnified abominations enough to frighten all the childreninto
fits, and dilated on horrors enough to spoil al appetites: he
proved to them that, though they had the finest water in the
world al over the town, they had contrived to poison almost
every drop of it; he waxed eloquent, witty, sarcastic ; and the
net result was a general grumble.

"How did he get hold of all the specimens, as he calls them ?
What business has he poking his nose down people's wells and
waterbutts ?'

But an unexpected ally arose at this juncture, in the coast-
guard lieutenant, who, being valiant after his evening's brandy-
and-water, rose and declared 'that Dr. Thurnall was a very
clever man ; that by what he'd seen himself in the West Indies,
it was al as true as gospel; that the parish might have the
cholera if it liked,'—and here a few expletives occurred—' but
that hed see that the coast-guard houses were put to rights at
once’, for he would not have the lives of her Mg esty's servants
endangered by such dirty tricks, not fit for heathen savages,
etc. etc.

Tom struck while the iron was hot. He saw that the great
man's speech had produced an impression.

'Would he' (so he asked the lieutenant privately), 'get some
oneto join him, and present afew of these nuisances ?

He would do anything in his contempt for 'alot of long-shore
merchant-skippers and herringers, who went about calling them-
selves captains, and fancy themselves, sir, as good as if they
wore the Queen's uniform.'

"Well, then, can't wefind another househol der—some cantan-
kerous dog who don't mind arow ?

Yes, the cantankerous dog was found, in the person of Mr.
John Penruddock, coal-merchant, who had quarrelled with Tar-
drew, because Tardrew said he gave short weight—which he
very probably did—and had quarrelled also with Thomas Beer
senior, ship-builder, about right of passage through a back-yard.

Mr. Penruddock suddenly discovered that Mr. Beer kept up a
dirt-heap in the said back-yard, and with virtuous indignation
vowed ' held sarve the old beggar out at last.'

So far so good. The weapons of reason and righteousness
having failed, Tom felt at liberty to borrow the devil's tools.
Now to pack a vestry, and to nominate a local committee.

The vestry was packed ; the committee nominated : of course
half of them refused to act—they 'didn't want to go quarrelling
with their neighbours,

Tom explained to them cunningly and delicately that they
would have nothing to do ; that one or two (he did not say that
he was the one, and the two also) would do all the work, and

P T. Y. A
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bear al the odium: whereon the malcontents subsided, con-
sidering it likely that, after all, nothing would be done.

Some may fancy that matters were now getting somewhat
settled.  Those who do so know little of the charming machinery
of loca governments. One man has ' summat to say,'—utterly
irrelevant; another must needs answer him with something
equally irrelevant; along chatter ensues, in spite of al criesto
order and question. Soon one and another gets personal, and
temper shows here and there. You would fancy that the go-
ahead party try to restore order, and help business on. Not in
the least. They have begun to cool a little. They are a little
afraid that they have committed themselves. |f people quarrel
with each other, perhaps they may quarrel witli them too. And
they begin to be wonderfully patient and impartial, in the hope
of staving off the evil day, and finding some excuse for doing
nothing after dl. 'Hear 'mun out!' . . . 'Vair and zoft, let
ev'ry man ha' his,.ay! '..."'There's vary gude rason in it!"
"I didn't think of that avore,'—and so forth ; till in a quarter
of an hour the whole question has to be discussed over again,
through the fog of a dozen fresh fallacies, and the miserable
earnest man finds himself considerably worse off than when he
began. Happ%/ for him if one chance word is not let drop
which will afford the whole assembly an excuse for falling on
him open-mouthed, as the cause of all their woes!

That chance word came. Mr. Penruddock gave a spiteful
hit, being, as is said, of a cantankerous turn, to Mr. Treluddra,
principal” jowder," i.e. fish salesman, of Aberalva. Whereon
Treluddra, whose conscience told him that there was at present
in his back-yard a cart-load and more of fish in every stage of
putrefaction, which he had kept rotting there rather than lower
the market-price, rose in wrath.

"An' if any committee puts its noz into my back-yard, if it
doant get the biggest cod's innards as | can collar hold on about
its ears, my name is not Treluddra! A man's houseis hiscastle,
says |, and them as takes up with any o' this open-day burglary,
for it's nothing else, has to do wi' me, that's al, and them as
knows their interest, knows me !"

Terrible were these words ; for old Treluddra, like most jow-
ders, combined the profession of money-lender with that of
salesman; and there were dozens in the place who were in debt
to him for money advanced to buy boats and nets, after wreck
and loss Besides, to offend one jowder was to offend al. Th
combined to buE\; the fish at any price they chose: if angered,
they would combine now and then not to buy it at dl.

. You old twenty per cent rascal,’ roared the lieutenant,
after making a fortune out of these poor fellows mishaps, do
yoy want to poison 'ern al with your stinking fish ?'

? say, lieutenant,' says old Beer, whose son owed Treluddra
fifty pounds at that moment, 'fair's fair. You mind your coast-
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guard, and we'm rnind our trade. Wc'm free fishermen, by
charter and right; you'm not our master, and you shall know
it

"Know it ? says the lieutenant, foaming.

"Iss; you put your head inside my presences, and I'll split
'mun open, if | be hanged for it.'

"You split my head open "

'Tss, by. ' And the old gray-bearded sea-king set his
arms akimbo.

Gentlemen, gentlemen, for Heaven's sake !' cries poor Head-
ley, 'this is really going too far. Gentlemen, the vestry is
adjourned !

'‘Best thing too! oughtn't never to have been caled,’ says
one and another.

And some one, as he wont out, muttered something about
'interloping strange doctors, colloquies with popish curates,'
which was answered by a—'Put 'mun in the quay pule' from
Treluddra.

Tom stopped up to Treluddra instantly. ‘What were you so
kind as to say, sir ?

Treluddra turned very pale. 'l didn't say nought.'

"Oh, but | assure you | heard ; and | shall be most happy to
jump into the quay pule this afternoon, if it will afford you the
dightest amusement. Say the word, and I'll borrow a flute,
and play you the Kogue's March al the while with my right
hand, swimming with my left. Now, gentlemen, one word
before we part!"

"Who be you ?' cries some one.

'A man, at least, and ought to have a fair hearing. Now, |
ask you, what possible interest can | have in this matter? |
knew when | began that ? should give myself afrightful quan-
tity of trouble?, and get only what | have got.’

'Why did you begin at al, then ?

'Because ? was a very foolish, meddlesome ass, who fancied
that | ought to do my duty once in a way by my neighbours.
Now, | have only to say, that if you will but forgive and forget,
and let bygones be bygones, | promise you solemnly, I'll never
do my duty by you again aslong as | live, nor interfere with
the sacred privilege of every free-born Englishman, to do that
which is right in the sight of his own eyes, and wrong
too !

You'm making fun at us,' said old Beer dubiously.

"Well, Mr. Beer, and isn't that better than quarrelling witli
you? Come aong, well al go home and forget it, like good
Christians. Perhaps the cholera won't come; and if it does,
what's the odds so long as you're happy, eh ?'

And to the intense astonishment both of the lieutenant and
Frank, Tom walked home with the malcontents, making him-
sdf so agreeable that he was forgiven freely on the spot.
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'What does the fellow mean? Hes desarted us, dr, after
bringing us here to make fools of us!' .

Frank could give no answer « but Thurnall gave one himself
that evening, both to Frank aria the lieutenant.

'The cholera will come; and these fellows are just mad ; but
| mustn't quarrel with them, mad or not.'

Why, then'?

For the same reason that you must not. If we keep our
influence, we may be able to do some good at the last, which
means, in plain English, saving afew human lives. Asfor you,
lieutenant, you have behaved like a hero, and have been served
as heroes fgenerally are. What you must do is this. On the
first hint of disease, pack up your traps and your good lady, and
go and live in the watch-house across the river. As for the
men's houses, I'll set them to rights in a day, if you'll get the
commander of the district to allow you a little chloride of lime
and whitewash.'

And so the matter ended.

'You are a greater puz,'le than ever to me, Thurnall,’ sad
Frank. You are always pretending to care for nothing but
your own interest, and yet here you have gone out of your way
tho gécur odium, knowing, you say, that your cause was al but

opeless.’

Well, | do it because | like it. It's a sort of 3ﬁorting with
your true doctor. He blazes away at a disease where he sees
one, as he would at a bear or alion; the very sight of it excites
his organ of destructiveness. Don't you understand me? You
hate ain, you know. Waell, | hate disease. Moral evil is your
devil, and physical evil ismine. | hateit, little or big ; | hate
to see afellow sick ; | hate to see a child rickety and pale; |
hate to see a speck of dirt in the street; | hate to see awoman's
gown torn ; | hate to see her stockings down at heel; | hate to
Ssee anything wasted, anything awry, anything going wrong ; |
hate to see water-power wasted, manure wasted, land wasted,
muscle wasted, pluck wasted, brains wasted ; | hate neglect,
incapacity, idleness, ignorance, and all the disease and misery
which Sf)ring out of that. There's my devil; and | can't help,
for the life of me going right at his throat, wheresoever |
meet him !"

Lastly, rather to clear his reputation than in the hope of
doing good, Tom wrote up to London, and detailed the case to
that much-calumniated body, the General Board of Health,
informing them civilly that the Nuisances Removal Act was
simply waste paper; that he could not get it to bear at all on
Aberava ; and that if he had done 0, it would have been equally
usdess, for the simple reason that it constituted the offenders
themselves judge and jury in their own case.

To which the Board returned for answer, that they were per-
fectly aware of the fact, and deeply deplored the same : but that
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as soon as cholera broke out in Aberalva, they should be most
hap_[py to send down an inspector. )

o which Tom replied courteously, that he would not give
them the trouble, being able, he trusted, to perform without
assistance the not uncommon feat of shutting the stable-door
after the horse was stolen. o )

And so was Aberalva left 'a virgin city,’ undefiled by
Goverment interference, to the blessings of that 'loca govern-
ment ' which signifies, in plain English, the leaving the few to
destroy themselves and the many by the unchecked exercise of
the virtues of pride and ignorance,” stupidity and stinginess.

But to Tom, in his sorest need, arose a new and most un-
expected coadjutor; and this was the way in which it came to

_ For it befell in that pleasant summer time, when small birds
sing, and shaughs are green,’ that Thurnall started, one bright
Sunday eve, to see a sick child at an upland farm, some few
miles Trom the town. And partly because he liked the walk,
and partly because he could no other, having neither horse nor
gig, he went on foot; and whistled as he went like any throstle-
cock, along the pleasant vale, by flowery banks and ferny walls,
by oak and ash and thorn, while Alva Hashed and swirled
between green boughs below, clear coffee-brown from last
night's rain. Some miles up the turnpike road he went, and
then away to the right, through the ash-woods of Trebooze, up
gy the rill which drips from pool to pool over the ledges of O?ra[;(/

ate, deep-bedded in dark sedge, and broad bright burdoc
leaves, and tall angelica, and ell-broad rings and tufts of king,
and crown, and lady-fern, and all the semi-tropic luxuriance of
the fat western soil, and steaming western woods ; out into the
boggy moor at the glen head, & fr_a%rant with the gold-tipped
gae, where the turf Is enamelled with the hectic marsh violet,
and the pink pimpernel, and the pale yellow leaf-stars of the
butterwort, and the blue bells and green threads of the ivy-
leaved campanula ; out upon the steep smooth down above, and
away over the broad cattle-pastures; and then to pause a
moment, and look far and wide over land and sea

~Iltwas a'day of God." The earth lay like one great emerald,
ringed and roofed with sapphire ; blue 'sea, blue mountain, blue
sky overhead. There she lay, not sleeping, but basking in her
quiet Sabbath joy, as though her two great sisters of the sea
and air had washed her weary limbs with holy tears, and purged
away the stains of last week's sin and toil, and cooled her not
worn forehead with their pure incense-breath, and folded her
within their azure robes, and brooded over her with smiles of

itying love, till she smiled back in answer, and took heart and

ope for next week's weary work.
Heart and hope for next week's work. That was the sermon
which it preached to Tom Thurnall, as he stood there done, a
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stranger and a wanderer, like Ulysses of old ; but, like him,
self-helpful, cheerful, fate-defiant. In one respect, indeed, he
knew less than Ulysses, and was more of a heathen than he;
for he knew not what Ulysses knew, that a heavenly guide was
with him in his wanderings ; till less what Ulysses knew nat,
that what he called the malicious sport of fortune was, in truth,
the earnest education of a father : but who will blame him for
getting strength and comfort from such merely natural founts,
or that the impulse came from below, and not from above,
which made him say—

'Brave old world she is, after al, and right well made ; and
looks right well to-day, in her go-to-meeting clothes ; and plenty
of room and chance in her for a brave man to earn his bread, if
he will but go right on about his business, as the birds and the
flowers do, instead of peakingb and pining over what peoFIe
think of him, like that miserable Briggs. Hark to that é'oly
old missel-thrush below ! he's had his nest to build, and his
supper to earn, and his young ones to feed, and all the crows
and kites in the wood to drive away, the sturdy John Bull that
heis; arid yet he can find time to sing as merrily as an abbot,
morning and evening, since he sang the new year in last January.
And why should not | ?

Let him be a while; there are sounds of deeper meaning in
the air, if his heart had ears to hear them ; far off church-bells
chiminlg to even-song ; hymn-tunes floating up the glen from
the little chapel in the vae. He may learn what they, too,
mean some day. Honour to him at least, that he has learnt
what the missel-thrush below can tell him. If he accept cheer-
fully and manfully the things which he does see, lie will be all
the more able to enter hereafter into the deeper mystery of
things unseen. The road toward true faith and reverence for
God's kingdom of heaven does not lie through Manichseaii con-
tempt and slander of God's kingdom of earth.

So let him stride over the down, enjoying the mere fact of
life, and health, and strength, and whistling shrilly to the bird
belowj who trumpets out a few grand ringing notes, and repeats
them again and again, in saucy self-satisfaction ; and then stops
to listen for the answer to this challenge; and then rattles on

ain with a fresh passage, more saucily than ever, in a tone
which seems to ask, You could sing that, enh? but can you
sing this, my fine fellow on the down above? So he seemsto
Tom to say ; and, tickled with the fancy, Tom laughs, and
whidtles, and laughs, and has lust time to compose his features
as he steps up to the farmyard gate.

Let him Be, | say again. He might have better Sunday
thoughts; perhaps he will have some day. At least he is a
man, and a brave one; and as the greater contains the less,
surely before a man can be a good man, he must be a brave one
first, much more aman at dl.  Cowards, old Odin held, inevit-
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ably went to the very bottom of Hela-pool, and by no possibility,
unless of course they became brave at last, could rise out of that
everlasting bog, but sank whining lower and lower like mired
cattle, to al eternity in the unfathomable peat-slime. And if
the twenty-first chapter of the Book of Revelation, and the
eighth verse, is to be taken as it stands, their doom has not
altered since Odin's time, unless to become still worse.

Tom came up, over the home-close and through the barton-
gate, through the farmyard, and stopped at last at the porch.
The front door was open, and the door beyond it; and ere lie
knocked, he stopped, looking in silence at a picture which held
him spellbound for a moment by its rich and yet quiet beauty.

Tom was no artist, and knew no more of painting, in spite of
his old friendship with Claude, than was to be expected of a
keen and observant naturalist who had seen half the globe.
Indeed, he had been in the habit of snubbing Claude's pro-
fession ; and of arriving, on pre-Kaphaelite grounds, at a by no
means pre-Raphaelite conclusion. A picture, you say, isworth
nothing unless you copy nature. But you can't copy her. She
is ten times more gorgeous than any man can dare represent
her. Ergo, every picture is a failure; and the nearest hedge-
bush isworth all your gallerl%together —a syllogism of sharp
edge, which he would back up by Byron's—

" I've seen much finer women, ripe and real,
Than al the nonsense of their stone ideal '

But here was one of nature's own pictures, drawn and
coloured by more than mortal hand, and framed over and above,
ready to his eye, by the square of the dark doorway, beyond
which al was flooded with the full glory of the low north-
western sun.

A dark oak-ribbed ceiling; walls of pale fawn-yellow ; an
open window, showing acorner of rich olive-stone wall, enam-
elled with golden lichens, orange and green combs of polypody,
pink and gray tufts of pellitory, al glowing in the sunlight.

Above the window-sill rose a bush of maiden-blush roses; a
tall spire of blue rnonkshood ; and one head of scarlet lychnis,
like a spark of fire; and, behind all, the dark blue sea, which
faded into the pale-blue sky.

At the window stood a sofa of old maroon leather, its dark
hue throwing out in strong relief two figures who sat upon it.
And when Tom had once looked at them, he looked at nothing
dse

There sat the sick girl, her head nestling upon the shoulder
of Grace Harvey; atall, delicate thing of seventeen, with thin
white cheeks, the hectic spot aflame on each, and long fair curls,
which mingled lovingly with Grace's dark tresses, as they sat
cheek against cheek, and hand in hand. Her eyes were closed ;
Tom thought at first that she was adeep ; but therewas a quiet
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smile about her pale lips ; and every now and then her left hand
left Grace's, to move toward a leaf full of strawberries which
lay on Grace'slap ; and Tom could see that she was listenin
intently to Grace, who told and told, in that sweet measur
voice of hers, her head erect, her face in the full blaze of sun-
shine, her great eyes looking out far away beyond the seq,
beyond the sky, into someinfinite which only she beheld.

Tom had approached unheard across the farmyard straw.
He stood and looked his fill. The attitude of the two girls was
so graceful, that he was loth to disturb it; and loth, too, to dis-
turb a certain sunny cam which warmed at once and softened
his stout heart.

He wished, too—he scarce knew why—to hear what Grace
was saying ; and ashelistened, her voice was sodistinct and deli-
cate in its modulations, that every word came clearly to his ear.

It was the beautiful old legend of St. Dorothea—

'So they did all sorts of dreadful things to her, and then led
her away to die ; and they stood laughing there. But after a
little time there came a boy, the prettiest boy that ever was seen
on earth, and in his hand a basket full of fruits and flowers,
more beautiful than tongue can tell. And he said, " Dorothea
sends you these, out of the heavenly garden which she told you
of;; will you believe her now?" And then, before they could
reply, he vanished away. And Theophiluslooked at the flowers,
and tasted the fruit, and a new heart grew up within him ; and
he said, " Dorothea's God shall be my God, and | will die for
Him like her."

'So you seg, darling, there are sweeter fruits than these, and

ayer flowers, in the place to which you go; and all the lovely
things in this world here will seem quite poor and worthless
beside the glory of that better land which He will show you ;
and yet you will not care to look at them ; for the sight of Him
wil] be enough, and you will care to think of nothing ese’

“And you are sure He will accept me, after al 7 asked the
sick girl, opening her eyes, and looking up at Grace. She
saw Thurnall standing in the doorway, and gave a little scream.

Tom came forward, bowing. 'l am very sorry to have dis-
turbed you. | suspect Miss Harvey was giving you better
medicine than | can give.'

Now why did Tom say that, to whom the legend of S.
Dorothea, and, indeed, that whole belief in a better land, was as
adream fit onIK for girls?

Not altogether because he must needs say something civil.
True, he felt, on the whole, about the future state as Goethe did
—'To the able man ~thisworld is not dumb ; why should he
ramble off into eternity ? Such incomprehensible subjects lie
too far off, and only disturb our thoughts, if made the subject
of daily meditation.” That there was a future state he had no
doubt.  Our having been born once, he used to say, is the
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strongest possible presumption in favour of our being born
again, and probably, as nature alwgls works upward and
develops higher forms, in some higher state. Indeed, for aught
he knew, the old |chthyosaurs and Plesosaurs mlght be alive
now as lions, or as men. He himself, indeed, he had said, ere
now had been probably a pterodactyle of the Lias, neither fish,
flesh, nor good red herring, but crocodile and bat in one, able
alike to swim, or run, or fly, eat anything, and live in any
element.  Still it was no concérn of his. He was here, and here
was his business. He had not thought of this life before he
came into it; and it would be time enough to think of the next
life when he got into it. Besides, he had all a doctor's dislike
of those terrors of the unseen world with which some men are
wont to oppress still more fallmﬁ_ nature, and break the bruised
reed. His business was to cure his patients bodies ; and if he
could not do that, at least to see that life was not shortened in
them by nervous depression and anxiety. Accustomed to see
men of every character die under every possible circumstance,
lie had come to the conclusion that the ™ safety of a man's soul
couldatgl no possibility be inferred from his death-bed temper.
The vast mgjority, EOOd or bad, died in peace ; why riot let them
dieso? If hature kindly took off the edge of sorrow, by blunt-
ing the nervous system, what right had man to interfére with
so merciful an arrangement ? Every man, he held in his easy
optimism, would go where he ought to go; and it could be no
ossible good to him—indeed, it might be a very bad thing for
im, asin this life—to go where he ought not to'go. Soheused
to argue, with three-fourths of mankind, mingling truth and
ood ¢ and would, on these grounds, have doné his best to
turn the dissenting preacher out of that house, had he found
himinit. But to-day he was in a more lenient, perhaps in a
more human, and therefore more spiritual mood. It was all
very well for him, full of life, and power, and hope, to look on
h in that cold, careless way ; but for that poor young thing,
cut off just as lire opened from al that made life lovely—was
not death for her a painful, ugly anomaly? Could she be
blamed, if she shuddered a going forth into the unknown
blank, she knew not whither ? All very well for the old emperor
of Home, who had lived his life and done his work, to play with
the dreary question—

" Animula, vagula, blandula,
Hospes comesquo corporis,
g,uaJ mine abibisin |oca,

igidula, nudula, pallida?—

_ But she, who had lived no life, and done no work—only had
pined throuﬂ? weary years of hideous suffering; cripplea and
ulcerated with scrofuld, now dying of consumption ; was it not
a merciful dream, a beautiful aream, ajust dream—so beautiful
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and just that perhaps it might be true—that in some fairer
world, al this, and more, might be made up to her ? If not, was
it not a mistake and an injustice, that she should ever have come
into the world at all ? And was not Grace doing a rational as
well as a loving work, in telling her, under whatever symbols,
that such a home of rest and beauty awaited her ? It was not
the sort of place to which he expected, perhaps even wished, to
go; but it fitted well enough with a young girl's hopes, a young
girl's powers of enjoyment. Let it be ; perhaps there was such
a place—why not ?7— fitted for Bt. Dorothea, and those cut off in
youth like her; and other places fit for such as he. Arid he
spoke more tenderly than usual (though he was never untender),
as he said—

'And you feel better to-day ? | am sure you must, with such
a kind friend to tell you such sweet tdes.

"I do not feel better, thank you. And why should | wish to
doso? You al taketoo much trouble about me; why do you
want to keep me here ?

' We are loth to lose you ; and besides, while you can be kept
here, it is a sign that you ought to be here.'

'So Grace tells me.  Yes, | will be patient, and wait till He
has done His work. | am more patient now ; am | not, Grace ?
And she fondled Grace's hand, and looked up in her face.

'Yes' said Grace, who was standing near, with downcast face,
trying to avoid Tom's eye. 'Yes, you are very good; but you
must not talk ;' but the girl went on, with kindling eye—

"Ah! | was very fretful at first, because | could not go to
heaven at once ; but Grace showed me how it was good to be
here, as well as there, as long as Pie thought that I might be
made perfect by sufferings. And since then my pain has become
quite pleasant to me, and | am ready to wait and bear—wait
and bear.'

"You must not talk ; se, you are beginning to cough,’ sad
Tom, who wished somehow to stop aform of thought which so
utterly puzzled him. Not that he had not heard it before;
common-place enough indeed itis, thank God ; but that day the
words came home to him with spirit and power, dl the more
solemnly from their contrast with the scene around—without,
al sunshine, joy, and glory, al which could tempt a human
being to linger here; and within, that young girl longing to
leave it al, and yet content to stay and suffer. What mysteries
there were in the human spirit—mysteries to which that know-
ledge of mankind on which he prided himself gave him no key.

What if | were laid on my back to-morrow for life, by afall,
a blow, as | have seen many a better man than me, should | not
wish to have one to talk to me, as shewastalking to that child ?
And for a moment a yearning after Grace came over him, as it
had done before, and swept from his mind the dark cloud of
suspicion.
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‘Now | must talk with your mother,' said he, 'for you have
better compan¥ than mine, and | hear her just coming in.'

He settled little matters for his patient's comfort with the
farmer's wife. When he returned to bid her good-bye Grace

was %one. _
| hope I have not driven her away.’

'‘Oh no; she had been here an hour, and she must go back
now, to get her mother's _sup_Per.‘ _

‘That 1s a good girl, said Tom, looking after her as she went
down the field. )

'She's an angel from heaven, sir. Not a three days go over
without her walking up here dl thisway after her work to
comfort my poor mard, and all of usaswell. It's like the dew
of heaven upon us. Pity, sir, you didn't see her home,' .

'| should have liked it well énough ; but folks might talk, if
two goung people were seen walking together Sunday evening.'

"Oh, gr, they know her too well by now, for miles round, and
you too, sir, I'll make bold to say.'

"Well, at least I'll go after her.! ] .
~ So Tom went, and kept Grace in sight till she had crossed ihe
little moor, and disappeared in the wood below.

He had gone about an hundred yards into the wood, when
he heard voices and laughter, then a loud shriek. He hurried
forward. In another minute, Grace rushed up to him, her eyes
wide with terror and indignation. ]

'What is it ? cried lie, frying to stop her, but, not seeming to
see him, she dashed past him, and ran on. Another moment,
and a man appeared in full pursuit. _

It was Trebooze, of Trebooze, an evil laugh upon his face.

Tom planted himself across the narrow path in an attitude
which there was no mistaking. . o
~ Not aword passed between them. Silently and instinctively,
like two fierce dogs, the two_men flew upon” each other ; Tom
full of righteous wrath, and Trebooze of half-drunken passion,
turned to fury by the interruption.

He was a far taller and heavier man than Thurnall, and, as
the bully of the neighbourhood, counted on an easy victory.
But he was mistaken. After the first rush was over, he found
it impossible to close with his foe, and saw in the doctor's face,
now grown cool and business-like as usual, the wily smile of
superior science and expected triumph. ]

' Brandy-arid-water in the morning ought not to improve the
wind," said Tom to himself, as his left hand countered provok-
ingly, while his right rattled again and again upon Trebooze's
watch-chain. ' Justice will overtake you in the offending part,
which | take to be the epigastric region,’

In a few minutes more the scuffle ended shamefully enough
for the sottish squireen. .

Tom stood over him for a minute, as he sat grovelhng and



220 TWO YEARS AGO CHAP.

groaning among the long grass. 'l may as well see that | have
not killed him. No, he will do as well as ever—which is not
saying much. . . . Now, sir! Go home quietly, and ask Mrs.
Trebooze for alittle rhubarb and salvolatile. I'll call up in the
course of to-morrow to see how you are/

“I'll kill you, if I catch you !" ] .

'‘As a man, | am open of course to be killed by any fair
means; but as a doctor, | am ill bound to see aftér m
patient's health. ~ And Tom bowed civilly, and walked bac
gp thke path to find Grace, after washing face and handsin the

rool

He found her up at Tolchard's farm, trembling and thankful.

'] cannot do less than see Miss Harvey safe home.'

Grace hesitated. . . ]

Mrs. Tolchard, | am sure, will walk with us; it would be
safer, in case you felt faint again.' i

But Mrs. Tolchard would not come to save Grace's notions of
propriety ; so. Tom passed Grace's arm through his own. She
offered to withdraw it.

"No; you will require it. You do not know yet how much
you have'gone through. My fear is, that you will feel it al the
more paintully when' the excitement is past. | shall send you
up a cordial; ‘and you must promise me to takeit, You owe
me a little debt you know, to-day ; you must pay it by taking
my medicines.' o

Grace looked up at him sidelong; for there was a playful
tenderness in his voice which was new to her, and which
thrilled her through and through.

“? will indeed, ["'promise you. But | am so much better now.
Redlly, | can walk alone!"” And she withdrew her arm from
his, but not hastily. o

After that they ' walked on awhile in silence. Grace kept her
veil down, for her %es were full of tears. She loved that man
intensely, ut_terl¥. e did not seek to deny it to herself. God
had given him to her, and hers he was. The very seg] the de-
vourer whom she hated, who hungered to swallow up al young
fair life, the very sea had yielded "him up to her, aive from the
dead. And yet that man, she knew, suspected her of a base and
hateful crime. It was top dreadful! She could not exculpate
herself, save by blank denial—and what would that avail ? The
large hot drops ran down her cheeks. She had need of dl her
strength to prevent sobblng. _ i )

She looked round.  In the bright summer evening, al things
were full of joy and love. The hedge-banks were gay as flower

ardens ; the swifts chased each other, screaming harsh delight «

e ring-dove murmured in the wood beneath his world-old
song, whiteh she had taught the children a hundred times—

" Curuckity coo, curack coo;
You love'me, and | love you '
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The woods dept golden in the evening sunlight; and overhead
brooded, like one great smile of God, the everlasting blue.

"He will right me !" she said. ' " Hold thee ill in the Lord,
and abide patiently, and He will make thy righteousness clear
as the light, and thy just dealing as the noon-day!"' And
after that thought she wept no more.

Woas it as a reward for her faith that Tom began to talk to
her ? He had paced on by her side, serious, but not sad. True,
he had suspected her ; he suspected her «ill. But that scene
with the dying child had beon no sham There, at least, 1gpe
was nothing to suspect, nothing to sneer at. The cadm purity)
self-sacrifice, hope, which wascontained in it, had softened his
world-hardened spirit, and woke up in him feelings which were
always pleasant, feelings,'which the sight of his fither, or the
writing to his father find only awaken. Quapmy enough, the
thought of Grace and of his father seemed intertwined, inextric-
able. If the gj|' man had but sueh anuese as she! And for a
moment he felt a glow of tenemess to ward her, bemuse hX
thought she would be tender to his father. She I,'stolen his
money, certainly ; or, if not, sheinew where it was, and wo'fld’
not tell him. Weéll, what matter just then ? ,'He did noj>"want
the money at that minute. How much plea*nter ancLwiser to
take things as they came, and enjoy himself whik>Ylie could;
and fancy that she was aways whatlxfhad seen,her that day.
After dl, it was much mor£ pISasaWt to trust,'people than to
suspect them: 'Handsome (is wkc,' nandsome does! And be-
sdes, she did me the kindiiess,6i savmg jny life; so it would
but be civil to talk to her artue.’

He began to talk toJfer ibout the ’70Ve|y scene around ; and
found, to his surprise, tlrat'she saw as much of it as he, and saw
a great deal more in it than he' Her answers were short,
modest, faltering; but each one'of them suggestive ; and Tom
soon found that he had met rfith a mind which contained all
tﬂe elements of poetry, and 'needed only education to develop
them.

"What a blue stocking; preRaphaellte seventh-heavenarian
she would have been”ifshe had had the misfortuneto be born in
that station of life!" But where aclever man is talking to a
beautiful woman, talk he will, and must, for the mere sake of
showing off, though she be but a village schoolmistress; and
Tom soon found himself, with a secret sneer at his own vanity,
displaying before her al the much finer things that he had seen
in histravels; and as he talked, she answered, with quiet ex-
pressions of wonder, sympathy, regret at her own narrow sphere
of experience, till, as if the truth was not enough, he round
himself running to the very edge of exaggeration, and a little
over it, in the enjoyment of calling out her passion for the mar-
vellous, especialy when caled out in honour of himself.

And she, smple creature, drank it al in as sparkling wine,



222 TWO YEARS AGO CHAP,

and onlg dreaded lest the stream should ceese.  Adventures
with noble savages in palm-fringed coral-islands, with greedy
robbers amid the fragrant hills of Greece, with fierce Indians
beneath the snow-peaks of the Far West, with coward Mexicans
among tunals of cactus and agave, beneath the burning tropic
sun— What a man he was! Where had he not been? and
what had he not seen ? And how he had been preserved—for
her ?  And his image seemed to her utterly beautiful and
glorious, clothed as it was in the beauty and glory of all that he
had seen, and done, and suffered. O Love, Love, Love, the
same in peasant and in peer ! The more honour to you, then,
old Love, to be the same tiling in this world which '« common
to peasant and to peer. They say that you are blind; a
dreamer, an exaggerator—a liar, in short. They know just
nothing about you, then. You will not see people as they seem,
and as they have become, no doubt: but why ? because you see
them as they ought to be, and are, in some deep way, eternally,
in the sight of Him who conceived and created thorn.

At lagt she started, as if waking from a pleasant dream, and
spoke, half to herself—

' Oh, how foolish of me—to be idling away this opportunig/ ;
the only one, perhaps, which | may have! O Mr. Thurnall,
tell me about this cholera”

"What about it?'

‘Everything. Ever since | heard of what you have been
sayln?_ to the people, ever since Mr. Headley's sermon, it has
been like firein my ears I

" lamtruly glad to hear it. If all parsons had preached
about it for the last fifteen ?/ears as Mr. Headley did last Bun-
day, if they had told people plainly that, if the cholera was
God's judgment at dl, it was His judgment of the sin of dirt,
and that the rglpentance which He required was to wash and be
clean in literal earnest, the cholera would be impossible in
England by now.'

'O Mr. Thurnall: but is it not God's doing? and can we
stop His hand ?

? know nothing about that, Miss Harvey. 1 only know
that wheresoever cholera breaks out, it is some one's fault: arid
if deaths occur, some oue ought to be tried for manslaughter—I
had almost said murder—and transported for life.'

'Someone? Who?'

'That will be settled in the next generation, when men have
common sense enough to make laws for the preservation of their
own lives, against the dirt, and covetousness, and idleness, of a
st of human hogs.'

Grace was silent for a while.

' But can nothing be cloneto keep it off now? Must it come ?

"I believe it must. till, one may do enough to save many
lives in the meanwhile.'
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'Enough to save many lives—lives ?—immortal souls, too ?
Oh, what could | do?

‘A great deal, Miss Harvey,’ said Tom, across whom the

recollection of Grace's influence flashed for the first time.
What a help she might be to him !
_And he talked on and on_to her, and found that she entered
into his plans with all her wild enthusiasm, but aso with sound
practical common sense ; and Tom began to respect her intellect
as well as her heart.

At last, however, she faltered—

Godgh’ if | could but believeal this! Isit not fighting against

'l do not know what sort of God yours is, Miss Harvey. |
believe in some One who made &l that!" and he pointed round
him to the glorious woods and glorious Skh/ ; 'l should have
fancied from your speech to that poor girl, that you believed in
Him aso. You may, however, only believe in the same bein
in whom the Methodist parson believes, one who intends to hur
into endless agony every human being who has not had a chance
of hearing the said preacher's nostrum for delivering men out of
the hands of Him who made them !

What do you mean ? asked Grace, startled alike by Tom's
waoyds, and the intense scorn and bitterness of his tone.

* That matters little.  What do you mean in turn ? What did
you mean by saying that saving livesis saving immortal souls ?

' Oh, isit not giving them timeto repent ? What will become
of them, if they are cut off in the midst of their sins ?

"If you had a son whom it was not convenient to you to keep
at home, would his being a bad fellow—the grestest scoundrel
on the earth—be a reason for your turning him into the streets
}jo live by thieving, and end by going to the dogs for ever and a

ay?

,YNo ; but what do you mean ?'

That | do not think that God, when he sends a human being
out of this world, is more cruel than you or | would be. If we
transport a man because he is too bad to be in England, and he
shows any signs of mending, we give him a fresh chance in the
colonies, and let him start again, to try if he cannot do better
next time. And do OIyou fancy that God, when He transports a
man out of thisworld, never gives him afresh chance in another
—especialy when nine out of ten poor rascals have never had a
fair chance yet ?

Grace looked up in his face astonished.

"Oh, if | could but believethat! Oh'! it would give®me some
gleam of hope for my two——! But no—it's not in Scripture.
Where the tree falls there it lies,

"And as the fool dies, so dies the wise man ; and there is one
account to the righteous and to the wicked. And a man has ho
pre-eminence over a beast, for both turn dike to dust; and



224 TWO YEARS AGO CHAP.

Solomon does not know, lie says, or any one dse, anything
about the whole matter, or even whether there be any life after
death at all; and s0, he says, the only wrse thing is to leave
such deep questions aone, for Him who made us to settle in His
own Wa)é, and just to fear God and keep His commandments,
and do the work which lies nearest us with all our might.'

Grace was silent.

'You are surprised to hear me quote Scripture, and well
%/ou may be : but that same Book of Kcclesiastesis avery old

avourite with me; for | am no Christian, but a worldling, if
ever there was one. But it does puzzle me why you, who are a
Christian, should talk one half-hour as you have been talking
to that poor girl, and the next go for information about the
next life to poor old disappointed, broken-hearted Solomon,
with histhree hundred and odd idolatrous wives, who confesses
fairly that this life is a failure, and that he does not know
whether there is any next life at al.'

Whether Tom were altogether right or not, is not the ques-
tion here; the novelist's business is to represent the real
thoughts of mankind, when they are riot absolutely unfit to be
told ; and certainly Tom spoke the doubts of thousands when
he spoke his own.

Grace was silent ill.

"Well,' he said, 'beyond that | can't go, being no theologian.
But when a preacher tells people in one breath of a God who so
loves men that He gave His own Son to save them, and in the
next, that the same God so hates men that he will cast nine-
tenths of them into hopeless torture for ever (and if that is not
hating, 1 don't know what is), unless he, the preacher, 31&3 a
chance of talking to them for a few minutes—Why, | should
like, Miss Harvey, to put that gentleman upon a real lire for ten
minutes, inst of his comfortable Sunday's dinner, which
stands ready frying for him, and which he was going home to
ed, as jolly as if al the world was not going to destruction ;
and there let him feel what fire was like, and reconsider his
statements.'

Grace looked up at him no more : but walked on in silence,
pondering many things.

' Howsoever that may be, sir, tell me what to do in this
cholera, and | will do it, if | kill myself withwork or infec-
tion!"

You shan't do that. We cannot spare you from Aberalva,
Grace,' said Tom ; 'you must suve a few more poor creatures
ere you die, out of the hands of that Good Being who made
little children, and love, and happiness, and theflowers, and the
sunshine, and the fruitful earth’; and who, you say, redeemed
them al again, when they were lost, by an act of love which
passses al human dreams.’

"Do not talk so !' cried Grace. 'It frightens me; it puzzles
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me, and makes me miserable. Oh, if you would but become a
Christian !" .

"And listen to the gospel ?

' Yes—oh yes !I'

‘A gospel means good news, | thought. When you have
any to tell me, | will listen. Meanwhile, the news that three
out of four of those poor fellows down town are ghom to a
certain place, seems to me such terribly bad news, that I can't
help fancying that it is not the gospel at all; and so get on the
best way 1 can, listening to the good news about God which
this grand old world, and my microscope, and my books, tell me.
{\Io, Grace, | have more good news than that, and I'll confess it
o you.'

e paused, and his voice softened.

'‘Say what the preacher may, UP must be a good God who
makes such creatures as you, and sends them into the world to
comfort poor wretches. Follow your own sweet hearf, Grace,
and torment yourself no more with these dark dreams ™

"My heart ? cried she, looking down ; it is deceitful and
desperately wicked.' . .

? wish mine were too, then," said Tom ; 'but it cannot be, as
long as it is so unlike yours. Now stop, Grace, | want to speak
tovou.'

arghere was a gate in front of them, leading into the
road.

As they came to it, Tom lingered with his hand upon the to
bar, that Grace mlght stop. She did stop, half frightened.
Why did he call her Grace'l ) )

"I wish to speak toyou on one matter, on which | believe |
ought to have spoken long ago.'

She looked up at him, surprise in her large eyes ; and turned
pale as he went on. ]

“? ought long ago to have begged your pardon for something
rude which | said to you at your own door. This day has made
me quite ashamed of——' ] . )

But she interrupted him, quite wildly, gasping for breath.

The belt? The belt? Oh, my God' my God! Have you
heard anything more ?—anything more ?'

'Not aword ; but—

To his astonishment, she heaved a deep sigh, as if relieved
from asudden fear. His face clouded, arid his eyebrows rose.
Was she guilty, then, after all ?*

With the quick eyes of love, she saw the change; and broke
outpassionatel y—e ] . ]
~ 'Yes; suspect me! suspect me, if you will! only give me
time! send me to prison, innocent as | am—innocent as that
child there above—would God | were ga/mg like her! Only

ive me time! O misery! | had hoped you had forgotten—
that it was lost in the sea—that—what am ?saying? Only give

Q T.Y. A
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me time !" and she dropped on her knees before him, wringing
her hands.

"Miss Harvey ! This is not worthy of you. If you be inno-
cent, as | don't doubt, what more do you need—or IT

He took her hands, and lifted her up ; but she still kept look-
ing down, round, upwards, like a hunted deer, and pleading in
words which seemed sobbed out—as by some poor soul on the
rack—between choking spasms of agony.

Oh, | don't know—God helpme! O Lord, help me! 1 will
try and find it—I know | shall find it! only have patience; have
patience with me a little, and | know | shall bring it you; and
then—andthenyouwill forgive?—forgive?'

And she laid her hands upon his arms, and looked up in his
face with a piteous smile of entreaty.

She had never looked so beautiful as at that moment. The
devil saw it; and entered into the heart of Thomas Thurnall.
He caught her in. his arms, kissed away her tears, stopped her
mouth with kisses. 'Yes! I'll wait—wait for ever, if you will!
I'll lose another belt, for such another look as that! '

She was bewildered for a moment, poor fond wretch, at find-
ing herself where she would gladly have stayed for ever; but
quickly she recovered her reason.

Let me go " she cried, struggling. 'Thisis not right! Let
ﬂwe go, sir I" and she tried to cover her burning cheeks with her

ands.

"I will not, Grace! | loveyou! | love ?/ou, | tell you!"

"You do not, sir !" and she struggled still more fiercely. 'Do
not deceive yourself I  Me you cannot deceive! Let me go,
| say! You could not demean yourself to love a poor girl
likeme!

Udtterly losing his head, Tom ran on with passionate
words.

"No, sir' you know that | am not lit to be your wife; and
do you fancy that |—'

Maddened now, Tom went on, ere he was aware, from a
foglish deed to a base speech.

? know nothing, but that | shall keep you in pawn for my
belt. Till that is at least restored, you are in my power, Grace!
Remember that!"

She thrust him away with so sudden and desperate a spasm,
that he was forced to let her go. She stood gazing a him, a
trembling deer no longer, but rather a lioness at bay, her face
flashing beautiful indignation.

"In your power !  Yes, sir! My character, my life, for aught
I know ; but not my soul. Send me to Bodmin gaol if you
will; but offer no more insultsto amodest maiden! Oh !I'—and
her expression changed to one of lofty sorrow and pity—' Oh!
to find al men alike a heart! After having fancied you—
fancied you' (what she had fancied him her woman's modesty
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dare not repeat)—'to find you even such another as Mr.
Trebooze "

Tom was checked. Asfor mere indignation, in such cases, he
had seen enough of that to trust it no more than ‘ice that is one
night old ;' but pity for him was a weapon of defence to which
he was unaccustomed. And therewas no contempt in her pity,
and no affectation either. Her voice was solemn, but tender,
gently upbraiding, like her countenance. Never had he felt
Grace's mysterious attraction so strong upon him ; and for the
first and last time, perhaps, for many ayear, he answered with
downcast eyes of shame.

"l beg your pardon, Miss Harvey. | have been rude—mad.
If you will look in your glass when you go home, and have a
woman's heart in you, you may at least see an excuse for me ;
but like Mr. Trebooze | am not. Forgive and forget, and let us
walk home rationally." And he offered to take her hand.

'No: notnow! Nottill T cantru.styou, sir!" said she. The
wordswerelofty enough ; but there was a profound melancholy
in their tone which humbled Tom still more. Was it possible—
she seemed to have hinted it—that she had thought him a very
grand personage till now, and that he had disgraced himself in
her eyes?

If a man had suspected Tom of such afeeling, ? fear hewould
have cared little, save how to restore the balance by making a
fool of the man who fancied him a fool; but no male self-
sufficiency or pride is proof against the contempt of woman ;
and Tom slunk along by the schoolmistress' side, as if he had
been one of her naughtiest school-children. Hetried, of course,
to brazen it out to his own conscience. He had done no harm,
after all; indeed, never serioudy meant any. She was making
a ridiculous fuss about nothing. It was all part and parcel of
her methodistical cant. He dared say that she was not as
prudish with the methodist parson. And at that base thought
he paused ; for a flush of rage, and a strong desire on such
hypothesis to day the said methodist parson, or any one ese
who dared even to look sweet on Grace, showed him plainly
enough what he had long been afraid of, that he was redlly in
love with her; and that, as he put it, if shedid riot make afool of
herself about him, he was but too likely to end in making a fool
of himself about her. However, lie must speak, to support his
own character as a man of the world,—it would never do to
knock under to a country girl in this way,—she might go and
boast of it dl over the town,—besides, foiled or not, he would not
glve in without trying her mettle somewhat further.

-Miss Harvey, will you forgive me ?
2 have forgiven you,

W|II you forget?;

'1f | ¢an I' she said, with a marked expression, which signi-
fied (though, of course, she did not mean Tom to Understandit),
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'some of what is past is too precious, and some too painful, to
forget.'

"l do not ask you to forget all which has passed "

‘I am afraid that there is nothing which would be any credit
to you, sir, to have remembered.'

'‘Credit or none,' said Tom, unabashed, 'do not forget one
word that | said.'

She looked hastily and sidelong round,—' That | am in your
power ?'

'"No"' curse it'" T wish |I had bitten out my tongue
before T had said that. No! that [ am in your power, Miss
Harvey.'

'Sir ' T never heard you say that; and if you had, the sooner
anything so untrue is forgotten the better.'
| 'I| said that | loved you, Grace ; and if that does not mean
that—-—'

'Sir! Mr. Thurnall' | cannot, T will not hear! You only
insult me, sir, by speaking thus, when you know that—that you
consider mo—a thief I' and the poor girl burst into tears again.

'l do not! | do not;'cried Tom, growing really earnest at
the sight of her sorrow. 'Did T not begin this unhappy talk
by begging your pardon for ever having let such a thought cross
my mind ?'

'‘But you do! youdo! you told me as much at my own door;
and | have seen it ever since, till 1 ha\le ailmost gone mad
under it!"

"I will swear to you by all that is sacred that | do not! O
Grace, the first moment J saw you my heart told me that it was
impossible ; and now, this afternoon, as ? listened to you with
that sick girl, ? felt a wretch for ever having——Grace, | tell
you, you made me feel, for the moment, a better man than ?
ever felt in my life before. A poor return | have made for that,
truly!’

G¥ace looked up in his face gasping.

'Oh, say that! say that again. O good Lord, merciful Lord,
at last! Oh, if you knew what it was to have even one weight
lifted off, among al my heavy burdens, and that weight the
hardest to bear. God forgive me that it should have been so !
Oh, | can breathe freely now again, that | know T am not
suspected by you.'

'‘By you?" Tom could not but see what, after al, no
human being can conceal, that Grace cared for him. And the
devil came and tempted him once more ; but this time it was in
vain. Tom's better angel had returned; Grace's tender guile-
lessness, which would with too many men only have marked her
put as the easier prey, was to him as a sacred shield before her
innocence. So noble, so enthusiastic, so pure! He could not
play the villain with that Woman.

But there was plainly a mystery. What were the burdens,
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heavier even than unjust suspicion, of which she had spoken?
There was no harm in asking. ) )

_ But, Grace—Miss Harvey—Y ou will not be angry with me
if 1 ask? Why speak so often, asif finding this monéy depended
onyoualone? Youwish meto recover it, ?know; arid if you can
counsel me, why not doso ? Why not tell me whom you stispect?
sther old wild terror returned in an instant. “She stopped

ort—

'Suspect? | suspect? Oh, | have suspected too many
already ! Suspected till | began to hate my fellow-creatures—
hate life itself, when | fancied that J saw " thief" written on
every forehead. Oh, do not ask me to suspect any more !'

Tom was silent.

Oh,' she cried, after a moment's pause. ' Oh, that we were
back in those old times | have read of, when they used to put
peokj/lve to the torture to make them confess !I"

hy, in Heaven's name ?'

'‘Because then | should have been tortured, and have con-
fessed it, true or fase, in the agony, and have been hanged.
They used to hang them then, and put them out of their misery ;
and’l should have been put out of mine, and ??0 one have been
blamed but me for evermore.'

"You forget,’ said Tom, lost in wonder, 'that then | should
have blamed'you, as well as every one ese! , ,

"True; Iyei it was a foolish faithlessword. | did not take it,
and it would have been no good to my soul to say | did. Lies
ghanntot prosper, cannot prosper, Mr. Thurnall!* and she stopped

ort again.

Wr?agl, my dear Grace?' said he, kindly enough; for he
began to fear that she was losing her wits.

.| saved your life "

,You did, Grace.

“Then, | never thought to ask for payment; but, oh, | must
now. Will you promise Die onethinginreturn?

What you will, as | am a man and a gentleman ; | can trust
you to ask nothi n? which is not worthy of you.' ) .

Tom spoke truth. He felt,—perhaps love made him feel it
al the more easily,—that whatever was behind, he was safe in
that woman's hands. . .

Then promise me that you will wait one month, only one
month : ask no questions ; mention nothing to any living soul.
And if, before that time, | do not bring you that belt back, send
me to Bodmiii geol, and let me bear my punishment.'

7 promise, sad Tom. And the two walked on again in
silence, till they iieared the head of the village.

Then Grace went forward, like Nausicaa when she left
Ulysses, lest the townsfolk should talk ; and Tom sat down
upon a bank and watched her figure vanishing in the dusk.

Much he puzzled, hunting up and down in his cunning head
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for an explanation of the mystery. At last he found one which
seemed to lit the facts so well, that he rose with a whistle of
satisfaction, and walked homewards.

Evidently, her mother had stolen the belt; and Grace was, if
not a repentant accomplice—for that lie could not believe—at
least aware of the fact.

"WEell, it isahard knot for her to untie, poor child ; and on
the strength of having saved my life, she shall untie it her own
way. | can wait. | hope the money won't be spent meanwhile,
though, and the empty leather returned to me when \vanted no
longer. However, that's clone already, if doneat all. ?was a
fool for not acting at once ; a double fool for suspecting her !
Ass that | Avas, to take up with a false scent, and throw myself
off the true one' My everlasting unbelief in people has
punished itself thistime. | might have got a search-warrant
three months ago, and had that old witch safe in the bilboes.
But no—I might not have found it, after all, and there would
have been only an esclandre ; and if | know that girl's heart,
siie would have been ten times more miserable for her mother
than for herself, so it's as well asitis. Besides, it's really good
fun to watch how such a pretty plot will work itself out; as
good as a pack of harriers with a cold scent and a squatted hare.
o, live and let live. Only, Thomas Thurnall, if you go for to
come for to go for to make such an abominable ass of yourself
with that young lady any more, like a miserable school-boy, you
will be pleased to make tracks, and vanish out of these parts for
ever. For my purse can't afford to have you marrying a school-
mistressin your impoverished old age ; and my character, which
also is my purse, can't afford worse.'

Oneword of Grace's had fixed itself in Tom's memory. What
did she mean by 'her two' ?

He contrived to ask Willis that very evening.

Oh, don't you know, sir ? She had ayoung brother drowned,
a long while ago, when she was sixteen or so. lie went out
fishing on the Sabbath, with another like him, and both were
swamped. Wild young lads, both, as lads will be. But she,
sweet maid, took it so to heart, that she never held up her head
since ; nor will, | think, at times, to her dying day.'

"Humph'! Was she fond of the other lad, then ?

'Sr,’ said Willis, ' don't think it's fair like—not decent, if
you'll excuse an old sailor—to talk about young maids affairs,
that they wouldn't talk of themselves, perhaps not even to
themselves. So | never asked any questions myself.'

And think it rude in me to ask any. Weéll, | believe you're
right, good old gentleman that you are. What a nobleman
you'd have made, if you had had the luck to have been born in
that station of life !

'I have found too much trouble, in doing my duty in iny
humble place, to wish to be in any higher one!
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'So!" thought Tom to himself, "a girl's fancy . but it ex-
plains so much in the character, &speually when the tempera-
ment is melancholic. However, to quote Solomon once more,
"A live dog is better than adead lion ;" and | have riot much
to fear from arival who has been washed out of this world ten
yearssince. Heyday ! Rival! quotha? Tom Thurnall, you are
going to make a fool of yourself. You must go, sir! ? warn
you ; you must flee, till you have recovered your senses.'

There appeared next morning in Tom's shop a new phenome-
non. A smart youth, dressed in what lie considered to be the
newest London fashion ; but which was really that translation
of last year's fashion which happened to be current in the
windows of the Bodmin tailors. Tom knew him by sight and
name—one Mr. Creed, a squireen like Trebooze, and an especia
friend of Trebooze's, under whose tutelage he had learned to
smoke cavendish aSS|duoust from the age of fifteen, thereby
improving neither his stature nor his digestion, his nerves, nor
the intelligence of his countenance.

He entered with a lofty air, and paused awhile as he spoke.

‘Is it possible, said Tom to himself, ‘that Trebooze has sent
me achallenge? It would be too good fun. [I'll wait and see'
So he went on rolling pills.

‘I say, dr, quotli the youth, who had determined, as an
owner of land, to treat the doctor duly de haiit eti b<ts, and had
a vague notion that a liberal use of the word 'sir' would both
help thereto, and be consonant with professional style of duel
diplomacy, whereof he had read in novels.

Tom turned slowly, and then took a long look at him over
the counter through half-shut eyelids, with chin upraised, asif
he had been suddenly afflicted with short sight; and worked
on meanwhile steadily at his pills.

'That is, | wish—to speak to you, sir—ahem !'—went on Mr.
Creed ; being gradually but surely discomfited by Tom's steady
gaze.

'Don't trouble yourself, sir: | see your case in your face.
A dlight nervous affection—will pass as the digestion improves.
I will make you up a set of pills for the night; but | should
advise a little ammonia and valerian at once. May | mix it ?

Sir ! you mistake me, sir !

‘Not in the least; you have brought me a challenge from
Mr. Trebooze.

"1 have, sir!'" said the youth with a grand air, at once
relieved by having the awful words said for him, and exalted
by the dignity of his first, and perhaps last, employment in
that line.

'‘Well, sir,' sasid Tom deliberately, ‘Mr. Trebooze does me a
kindness for which | cannot sufficiently thank him, and you
aso, as his second. It is full six months since | fought, and |
was getting hardly to know myself again.'
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"You will have to fight now, sir!" sad the youth, trying to
brazen off by his discourtesy increasing suspicion that he
'caught a Tartar.'

' (?f course, of course. And of course, too, | light you after-
wards.'

'I—I, sir? | am Mr. Trebooze's friend, his .second, sir. You
do not seem to understand, sir ! ) . .

'Pardon me, young gentleman,'said Tom, in a very qui€t,
determined voice : 'it is | who have aright to tell you that you
do not understand in sucli matters as these. | had fought my
man, and more than one of them, while you were eating black-
berries in a short jacket.' . )

‘What do you mean, sir?" quotli the youth in fury; and
began swearing a little.

"Simple fact. Are you not about twenty-three years old ?

'What is that to you, sir ?'

No business of mine, of course. You may be cj;_rowing into
your second childhood for aught | care: but if, as T guess, you
are about twenty-three, I, as | know, am thirty-six: then |
fought my first duel when you wereliveyearsold, and my tenth,
I should say, when you were fifteen ; at which time, | suppose,
you were not ashamed either of the jacket or the blackberries.'

"You will find me aman now, sir, at dl events,' said Creed,
justly wroth at what was, after all, a sophism ; for if a manis
not a man at twenty, he never will be one.

'Tant mieujc. You know, | suppose, that as the challenged,
| have the choice of weapons?

'Of course, sir,’ said Creed, in an off-hand generous tone,
because he did not very clearly know.

'Then, sir, | always fight across a handkerchief. You will
tell Mr. Trebooze so; lie'is, | really believe, a brave man, and
will accept the terms. Y ou will tell yourself the same, whether
you be a brave man or not.'

The youth lost the last words in those which went before
them. Hewas no coward : would have stood up to be shot at,
at fifteen paces, like any one else; but the deliberate butchery
of fighting across a handkerchief—

Do | understand you, sir ?'

'That depends on whether you are clever enough, or not, to
comprehend your native tongue. Across a handkerchief, | say,
do )Ilog hear that 7 And Tom rolled on at his pills.

1 dov

"And when | have fought him, | fight you!" And the pills
rolled steadily at the same pace.

'‘But—sir? Why—sir?'

'‘Because,' said Tom, looking him full in the face, 'because
you, calling l))/ourself a gentleman, and being, more shame for
you, one by birth, dare to come here, for afoolish vulgar super-
gtition caled honour, to ask me, a quiet medical man, to go and
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be shot at by a man whom you know to be a drunken, profligate,
blackguard ; simply because, as you know aswell as|, | inter-
fered to prevent his insulting a poor helpless girl; and in so
doing, was forced to ﬁive him what you, if you are (as | believe)
a gentleman, would have given him aso, in my place'

'? don't understand you, sir " said the lad, blushigg dl the
while, as one honestly conscience-stricken ; for Tom had spoken
the exact truth, and lie knew it.

'Don't lig, sir, and tell me that you don't understand ; you
understand every word which | have spoken, and you know
that it is true.'

Lie?\

“Yes, lie. Look ﬁou, sir, | have nowish to fight—'

You will tight, t oulgh, whether you wish it or not,' said the
youth with a hysterical laugh, meant to be defiant.

'But—I can snuff a candle; | can split a bullet on a pen-
knife at fifteen paces.'

‘Do you mean to frighten us by boasting? We shall see
what you can do when you come on the ground.'

'‘Across a handkerchief; but ON no other condition; and,
unless you will accept that condition, | will assuredly, the next
time T 'sec you, be we where we may, treat you as | treated your
friend Mr. Trebooze. I'll do it now! Get out of my shop,
sirl  What do you want here, interfeiing with my honest
business ?'

And, to the astonishment of Mr. Trebooze's second, Tom
vaulted clean over the counter, and rushed at him open-
mouthed.

Sacred be the honour of the %allant West country; but,
'both being friends,' as Aristotle has it, 'it is a sacred duty to
speak the truth." Mr. Creed vanished through the open door.

"I rid myself of the fellow jollily," said Tom to Frank that
day, after telling him the whole story. 'And no credit to me.
Ih'm from the minute he came in there was no fight in

im.'
g |'| B}Jt suppose he had accepted—or suppose Trebooze accepts

'There was my game—to frighten him. Hell take care Tre-
booze shan't fight, for he knows that ho must fight next. Hell
go home and patch the matter up, trust him. Meanwhile, the
oaf had not even savoir faire enough to ask for my second.
Lucky for me; for | don't know where to have found one, save
the lieutenant; and though he would have gone out safe
enough, it would have been a bore for the good old fellow.'

"And,’ said Frank, utterly taken aback by Tom's business-
like levity, 'you would actually have stood to shoot, and be
shot at, across a handkerchief ?'

Tom stuck out his great chin, and looked at him with one of
his quaint sidelong moues.
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"You are my very good friend, sir; but not my father-
confessor.'
'2 know that; but really—as a mere question of human

curiosity——'
' Oh, if you ask mo on the human ground, and not on the
sacerdotal, I'll tell you. I've tried it twice, and | should be

sorry to try it again; though it's a very easy dodge. Keep
your right elbow up—up to your ear -and the moment you hear
the word, fire. A high elbow and a cool heart—that's all; and
that wins.'

'Wins? Good heavens'? As you are here alive you must
have killed your man ?

“No. | only shot my men each through the body ; and each
of them deserved it; but it is an ugly chance; | should have
been sorry to try it on that yokel. The boy may make a man
yet. And what's more,' said Tom, bursting into a great laugh,
'he will make a man, and go down to his fathersin peace, quant
amoi; and so \vill that wretched Trebooze. For ??? bet you
my head to a China orange, | hear no more of this matter ; and
don't even lose Trebooze's custom.’

‘Upon my word, | envy your sanguine temperament!’

°Mr. Headley, T shall quietly make my call at Trebooze to-
morrow,, as if nothing had happened. What will you bet me
that | am not received as usual ?'

'T never bet, said Frank.

'Then you do well. It isafoolish and adirty trick ; playing
with edge tools, and cutting one's own fingers. Nevertheless, |
speak truth, as you will see!

'You are a most extraordinary man. All thisis so contrary
to your usual caution.'

‘When you are driven against the ropes, "hit out" is the old
rule of Fistiana and common sense. It isan extreme bore ; all
the more reason for showing such an ugly front as to give
people no chance of its happening again. Nothing so dangerous
as half-measures, Headley. "Resist the devil and he will flee
from you," your creed says. Mine only translates it into practice.'

"I have no liking for half-measures myself.'

'Did you ever,' said Tom, 'hear the story of the two Sand-
hurst broomscjuiros ?'

‘Broomsquires?'

SSo we cdll, in Derkshire, squatters on the moor who live by
tying heath into brooms. Two of them met in .Reading market
once, and fell out: —

"'How ever do you manage to sell your brooms for three-
halfpence? | steals the heth, and | steals the binds, and |
stedls the handles, and yet | can't afoord to sell them under
twopence."

"Ah, but you see" says the other, "I steals mine ready
made."
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' Moral—If you're going to do a thing, do it outright.’

That very evening, Tom came in again.

' Well; 1Ve been to Trebooze.'

'And fared how?'

‘Just as | warned you. Inquired into his symptoms; pre-
scribed for his digestion--if he goes on as lie is doing, he will
soon have none left to prescribe for ; and finally, plastered,
with a sublime generosity, the nose which my own knuckles had
contused.’

‘Irrllpossible! you are the most miraculously impudent of
men !

"Pish! simple common sense | knew that Mrs. Trebooze
would suspect that the world had heard of his mishap, and took
(r:]are to let her know that | knew, by coming up to inquire for

im.'

* Cui bono ?

"Power-. To have thorn, or any one, a little more in my
power. Next, [ knew that he dared not fly out at me, for fear
| should tell Mrs. Trebooze what he had been after—you see?
Ah, it was delicious io have the great oaf sitting sulking under
my lingers, longing to knock my head oiT, and ? plastering away,
with words of deepest astonishment and condolence. | verily
believe that, before we parted, | had persuaded him that his
black eye proceeded entirely from his having run up against a
tree in the dark.

‘Well,' said Frank, half sadly, though enjoying the joke in
spite of himself, 'l cannot help thinking it would have been a
nt moment for giving the poor wretch a more solemn lesson.'

My dear sir—a good licking—and he had one, and some-
thing over—is the best lesson for that manner of biped. That's
the way to school him ; but as we are on lessons, I'll giveyou a

nt.'

hint.

‘gq on, model of self-sufficiency " said Frank.

'Scoil' at me if Kou will, 1 am proof. But hearken—you
mustn't turn out that schoolmistress. She's an angel, and |
know it; and if | say so of any human being, you may be sure
| have pretty good reasons.’ ] .

"I am beginning to be of your mind myself,' said Frank.

CHAPTER XV
THE CRUISE OK THE 'WATKUWITCTI

THE middle of August is come at. last; and with it the solemn
day on which Frederick Viscount |Scoutbusli may be expected to
revisit the home of hisancestors. Eldey has gradually made up
his mind to the inevitable, with a stately sulkiness. and com-
forts himself, as the time draws near, with the thought that,
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after al, his brother-in-law is not a very formidable person-

e.

But to the population of Aberalva in genera, the comig
event is one of awful jubilation. The shipping is al deck
with ilags ; al the Sunday clothes have been looked out, and
many ayard of new ribbon and pound of bad powder bought;
there have been arrangements for a procession, which could not
be got up; for a speech which nobody would undertake to pro-
nounce ; and, lastly, for a dinner, about which last there was 720
hanging back. Yea, dso, they have hired from Carcarrow
Churchtown, sackbut, psaltery, dulcimer, and all kinds of
music ; for Frank has put down the old choir band at Aberalva
—another of his mistakes—and there is but one iiddle and a
clarionet now left in the town. So the said town waits all the
day on tiptoe, ready to worship, till out of the soft brown haze
the stately Waterwitch comes dliding in, like a white ghost, to
fold her wings in Aberalva bay.

And at that sight the town is all astir. Fishermen shake
themselves up out of their mid-day snooze, to admire the beauty,
as she dips on and on through water smooth as glass, her hull
hidden by the vast curve of the balloon-jib, and her broad wings
boomed out aow and aloft, till it seems marvellous how that
vast screen does not topple headlong, instead of roaIir{%(as it
seems) self-supporting above its image in the mirror. omen
hurry to put on their best bonnets ; the sexton toddles up with
the church key in his hand, and the ringers at his heels; the
coast-guard lieutenant bustles down to the Manby's mortar,
which he has hauled out in readiness on the pebbles.  Old Willis
hoists a flag before his house, and half a dozen merchant skip-
pers do the same. Bang goes the harmless mortar, burnin(lg the
British nation's powder without leave or licence; and al the
rocks and woods catch up the echo, and kick it from cliff to cliff’,

laying at football with it till its breath is beaten out; a rollin
ire of old musketsand bird-pieces crackles along the shore, an
infive minutesaé)oor lad has blown a ramrod through hishand.
Never mind, lords do not visit Penalva every day. Out burst
the bells above with merry peal; Lord Scoutbush and the Water-
witck are duly 'rung in' to the home of his lordship's ancestors ;
and he is received, as he scrambles up the Pier steps from his
boat, by the curate, the churchwardens, the lieutenant, and old
Tardrew, backed by half a dozen ancient sons of Anak, lined
descendants of the free fishermen to whom, six hundred years
before, St. Just of Penalva did grant privileges hard to spell,
and harder to understand, on the condition ot receivin?, when-
soever he should land at the quay head, three brass farthings
from the 'freefishermen of Aberalva'

Scoutbush shakes hands with curate, lieutenant, Tardrew,
churchwardens ; and then come forward the three farthings, in
an ancient leather purse.
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"Hope your lordship will do us the honour to shake hands
with ustoo; wo areyour lordship's free fishermen, as we have
been your forefathers',' says a magnificent old man, gracefully
acknowledging the feudal tie, while he claims the exemption.

Little Scoutbush, who is the kindest-hearted of men, clasps
the great brown fist in his little white one, and shakes hands
heartily with every one of them, saying, 'If your forefathers
were as much taller than mine, as you are than me, gentlemen,
| shouldn't wonder if they took their own freedom, without
asking his leave for it!"

A Tord who begins his progress with a jest' That is the
sort of aristocrat to rule in Aberalva' And all agree that even-
ing, at the Mariners' Ixest, that his lordship is as nice ayoung
gentleman as ever trod deal board, and deserves such ayacht as
he's got, and long may he sail her '

How easy it isto buy thelove of men! Gold will not do it «
but there is a little angel, may be, in the corner of every man's
eye, who is worth more than gold, and can do it free of all
charges: unless a man drives him out, and 'hates his brother ;
and so walks in darkness ; not knowing whither he goeth,' but
running full butt against men's prejudices, and treading on their
corns, till they knock him down in despair—and all just because
liewill not open his eyes, and use the light which comes by
common human good-nature!

Presently Tom hurries up, having been originally one of the
deputation, but kept by the necessity of binding up the three
fingers which the ramrod had spared to poor Jem Bui-man's
hand. Tie bows, and thelieutenant—who (Frank being alittle
shy) acts as her Majesty's representative— introduces him as
'deputy medical man to our district of the union, sir—Mr.
Thurnal VvV

'Dr. Heale was to have been here, by the by. Whereis Dr.
Heale?' says some one.

'"Very sorry, my lord; | can answer for him—professional
cals, | don't doubt—nobody more devoted to your lordship "’

One need not inquire where Dr. Heale was : but if elderly
men will drink much brandy-and-water in hot summer days,
after a heavy early dinner, then will those men be too late for
deputations and for more important employments.

"Never mind the doctor, daresay he's adeep after dinner :
do him good " says the Viscount, hitting the mark with a ran-
dom shot; and thereby raising his repute for sagacity immensely
with his audience, who laughed outright.

"Ah! lIsit 0, then? But—Mr. Thurnall, | think, you said ?

—I am glad to make your acquaintance, sir. | have heard
your name often: you are my friend Mellot's old friend. are
you not ?

'l am a very old friend of Claude Mdllof
"Well, and there he is on board, and WI|| be delighted to do
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the honours of my yacht to you whenever you like to visit her.
You and | must know each other better, sir.'

Tom bows low—his lordship does him too much honour: the
cunning fellow knows that his fortune is made in Aberalva, if
he chooses to work it out: but he humbly dlipsinto the rear, for
Frank has to be supported, not being over popular; and the
lieutenant may ‘'turn crusty,’ unless he has his lordship to
himself before the gaze of assembled Aberalva.

Scoutbush progresses up the street, bowing right and left,
and stopped half a do,'en times by red-cloaked old women, who
curtsey under his nose, and will needs inform him how they
knew his grandfather, or nursed his uncle, or how his 'dear
mother, God rest her soul, gave me this very cloak as | have
on,' and so forth ; till Scoutbush comes to the conclusion that
they are a very loving and lovable set of people—as indeed
they are—and his heart smites him somewhat for not having
seen more of them in past (\ears

No sooner is Thurnall released than he is off to the yacht as
fast as oars can take him, and in Claude's arms.

"Now " (after al salutations and inquiries have been €‘one
through) 'let meintroduce you to Major Campbell * And Tom
was presented to atall and thin personage, who sat at the cabin
table, bending over a microscope.

"Excuse my rising,' said he, holding out a left hand, for the
right was busy. 'A singlejar will give me ten minutes'work
to do again. L am delighted to meet you . Mellot has often

oken to me of you as a man who has seen more, and faced

eath more cardlesdy, than most men.'

'Mellot flatters, sir. Whatsoever | have done, T have given
up being careless about death; for | have some one beside
myself to live for.'

'Married at last ? has Diogenes found his AspasiaT cried
Claude.

Tom did not laugh.

' Since my brothers died, Claude, the old gentleman has only
me to look to. You seem to be a naturalist, sir.’

A dabbler,' said the mgjor, with eye arid hand sill busy.

'l ought not to begin our acquaintance by doubting your
word: but these things are no dabbler's work «' and Tom
pointed to some exquisite photographs of minute corallines,
evidently taken under the microscope.

'They are MellotV

'Méllot turned man of science? Impossible !

"No; only photographer. | am tired of painting nature
clumsily, and then seeing a sun-picture outdo al my efforts—so
| am turned photographer, and have made a vow against paint-
ing for three years arid a day.'

' Why, the photographs only giveéelou light and shade.'

'They will give you colour, too, before seven years are over—
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and that ismore than | can do, orany onedse. No; | yield to
the new dynasty. The artist's occupation is gone henceforth,
and the painter's studio, like " all charms, must fly, at the mere
touch of cold philosophy." So Major Campbell prepares the
charming little cockyoly birds, and | cal in the sun to immor-
talise them.’

“And perfectly you are succeeding! They are quite new to
me, recollect. When | left Melbourne, the art had hardly risen
there above guinea portraits of bearded desperadoes, a nugget
in one hand and a £50 note in the other : but this is a new, and
what a forward step for science !
~You are a naturalist, then ? sasid Campbell, looking up with
interest.

'All my profession are, more or less,’ said Tom carelessly ;
‘and T have been lucky enough here to fall on untrodden
ground, and have hunted up a few sea-monsters this summer.'

'Really? You can tell me where to search then, and where
to dredge, | hope. | ha\o set my heart on afortnight's work
here, and have been dreaming at night, like a child before a
twelfth-night party, of al sorts of impossible hydras, gorgons
and chimyeras dire, fished up from your western deeps.'

'l have none of them; but ? can give you Turbmolia Mille-
tiana and Zoanthus Couchii. ? have a party of the last gentle-
men alive on shore.’

The major's face worked with almost childish delight.

But | shall be robbing you.'

' They cost me nothing, my dear sir. | did very well, more-
over, without them, for nve-and-thirty years; and | may do
equally well for nve-and-thirty more'

'? ought to be able to say the same, surely,'answered the
major, composing his face again, and rising carefully. 'l have
to thank you, exceedingly, my dear sir, for your prompt gener-
osity : but it is better discipline for a man, in many ways, to
find things for himself than to have them put into his hands.
So, with a thousand thanks, you shall let me see if | can dredge
a Turbmolia for myself.'

This was spoken with so sweet and polished a modulation,
and yet so sadly and severely withal, that Tom looked at the
speaker with interest.

He was a very tall and powerful man, and would have been
a very handsome man, both in face and figure, but for the high
cheekbone, long neck, and narrow shoulders, so often seen north
of Tweed. His brow was very high and full; his eyes—grave,
but very gentle, with large drooping eyelids—were buried under
shaggy gray eyebrows. His mouth was gentle as his eyes; but
compressed, perhaps by the habit of command, perhaps by
secret sorrow; for of that, too, as well as of intellect and mag-
nanimity, Thurnall thought he could discern the traces. His
face was bronzed by long exposure to the sun; his close-cut
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curls, which had once been auburn, were fast turning white,
though his features looked those of a man under five-and-forty;
his cheeks were as smooth shaven as his chin. A right, self-
Poa_aesed, valiant soldier he looked ; one who could be very
oving to little innocents, and very terrible to full-grown,
knagves.

“You are practising at self-denial, as usual,' said Claude.

'Because | may, at any moment, have to exercise it in ear-
nest. Mr. Timrnall, cana/ou tell methe nameof thislittle glass
arrow, which | just found shooting about in the sweeping net?"

Tom did know the wonderful little link between the fish
and the insect; and the two chatted over its strange form till
the boat returned to take them ashore.

Do you make any stay here ?'

"| propose to spend afortnight here in my favourite pursuit.
I must draw on your kindness and knowledge of the place to
point me out lodgings.'

Lodgings, as it befell, were to be found, and good ones, close
to the beach, and away from the noise of the harbour, on Mrs.
Harvey's first iloor ; for the local preacher, who generally
occupied them, was aNaP/

' But Major Campbell might dislike the noise of the school ?

'The school ? What better music for a lonely old bachelor
than children's voices ?

So, by sunset the major was fairly established over Mrs.
Harvey's shop. It was not the place which Tom would have
chosen; he was afraid of 'running over' poor Grace, if lie
camein and out as often as lie could have wished. Nevertheless,
he accepted the major's invitation to visit him that very
evening.

" | cannot ask you to dinner yet, sir; for my vu'naye will be
hardly settled : but a cuP of coffee, and an exceedingly good
cigar, | think my establishment may furnish you by seven
o'clock to-night;—if you think them worth walking down for.'

Tom, of course, said something civil, and made his appearance
in due time He found the coffee ready, and the cigars also ¢
but the major was busy, in his shirt deeves, unpacking ana
arranging jars, nets, microscopes, and what not of scientific
lumber ; and Tom proffered his help.

? am ashamed to make use of you the first moment that you
become my guest.'

'| shall enjoy the mere handling of your tackle,' said Tom ;
and began breaking the tenth commandment over almost every
ﬁ(tigle he touched ; for everything was firstrate of its

ind.
_ "You seem to have devoted money, as well as thought, plen-
t|full)éto the pursuit.'

? have little else to which to devote either; and more of
both than is, perhaps, safe for me''
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' tishould hardly complain of a superfluity of thought, if
superfluity of money was the condition of it.'

Pray understand me. | am no Dives; but | have learned
to want so little, that | hardly know how to spend the little
which | have.'

2 should hardly have called that an unsafe state.

‘The penniless Faquir who lives on chance handfuls of rice
has his dangers, as well as the rich Parsee who has his ventures
out from Madagascar to Canton. Yes, | have often envied the
schemer, the man of business, almost the man of pleasure; their
many wants at least absorb them in outward objects, instead of
leaving them too easily satisfied, to sink in upon themselves,
and waste away in useless dreams.’

You found out the best cure for that malady when you took
up the microscope and the collecting-box."

'So | fancied once. | took up natural history in India years
ago to drive away thought, as oilier men might take to opium,
or to brandy-pawnee, but, like them, it has become a passion
now and atyranny: and F go on hunting, discovering, wondering,
craving for more knowledge; and—cui bono? | sometimes
ask——

"Why, this at least, sir ; that, without such men as you, who
work for mere love, science would be now fifty years behind
her present standing-point: and we doctors should not know a
thousand important facts which you have been kind enough to
tell us, while we have not time to find them out for ourselves.'

' fife vos non vohis—'

Yes, you have the work, and we have the pay, which is a
very fair division of labour, considering the world we livein.'

And have you been skilful enough to make science pay you
here, in such an out-of-the-way little world as that of Aberalva
must be ?

She is a good stalking-horse anywhere ;' and Tom detailed,
with plenty of humour, the effect of his microscope and his lec-
ture on the drops of water. But his wit seemed so much lost
on Campbell, that he at last stopped almost short, not quite
sure that he had not taken a liberty.

No; go on, | beg you ; and do not fancy that | am not
interested and amused too, because my laughing muscles are a
little stiff from want of use. Perhaps, too, | am apt to take
things too much an grand scrieux: but T could not help think-
ing, while you were speaking, how sad it was that people were
utterly ignorant of matters so vitally necessary to health.’'

And |, perhaps, ought not"to jest over the subject: but,
indeed, with cholera staring us in the face here, | must indulge
in some emotion and as it is unprofessional to weep, | must
laugh as long as | dare/

The major dropped his coffee-cup upon the floor, and looked
at Thurnall with so horrified a gaze, that Tom could hardly

B T. Y. A
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believe him to be the same man. Then recollecting himself, he
darted down upon the remains of his cup ; and looking up again
—"A thousand pardons; but- did | hear you aright? cholera
staring us in the face ?

How can it be otherwise? It is drawing- steadily on from
the eastward week by week ; and, in the present state of the
town, nothing but some miraculous caprice of Dame Fortune's
can deliver us!

'Don't talk of fortune, sir! at such a moment. Tak of
God!" sad the major, rising from his chair, and pacing the
_ro%m. 7 It istoo horrible! Intolerable! When do you expect
it here ?'

Within the month, perhaps, hardly before. T should have
warned you of the danger, | assure you, had | not understood
from you that you were only going to stay a fortnight.'

The major made an impatient gesture.

'Do you fancy that | am afraid for myself? No; but the
thought of its coming to—to the poor people in the town, you
know. Itistoo dreadful. | have seenitin India—among my
own men—among the natives, Good heavens, | never shall for-
get—and to meet the fiend again here, of all places in the
world! | fancied it so clean and healthy, swept by fresh sea
breezes.'

'And by nothing dse. A half-hour's walk round would con-
vince you, sir; | only wish that you could persuade his lordship
to accompany you '

'Scoutbush ! Of course he will,—he shall,—he must. Good
heavens! whose concern is it more than his? Y ou think, then,
that there is a chance of staving it off—by cleansing, | mean ?

'If we have heavy rains during the next week or two, yes.
If this drought last, better leave ill alone; we shall only pro-
voke the devil by stirring him up.'

'You speak confidently,' said the mgjor, ?radually regaining
his own self-possession, as lie saw Tom so self-possessed. ' Have
you—allow me to ask so important a question—have you seen
much of cholera?'

"I have worked through three. At Paris, a S. Petersburg,
and in the West Indies; and | have been thinking up my old
experience for the last six weeks, foreseeing what would come,’

'| am satisfied, Sir ; perhaps | ought to ask your pardon for
the question.’

‘Not at al. How can you trust a man, unless you know
him?

'And you expect it within the month? You shall go with
me to Lord Scoutbush to-morrow, and—and now we will talk of
something more pleasant.” And he began again upon the
zoophytes.

loin, as they chatted on, could not help wondering at the
major's unexpected passion; and could not help remarking,
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also, that in spite of hisdesire to be agreeable, and to interest
his guest in his scientific discoveries, he was yet distraught, and
full of other thoughts. What could be the meaning of it? Was
it mere excess of human sympathy ? The countenance hardly
betokened that; but still, who can trust altogether the expres-
sion of aweather-hardened visage of forty-five? Sothe doctor
sethi_t doNvn to tenderness of heart, till a fresh vista opened
on him.

Major Campbell, he soon found, was as fond of insects as of
sea-monsters ; and lie began inquiring about the woods, the
heaths, the climate, which seemed to the doctor, for alongtime,
to mean nothing more than the question which he put plainly,
Where have L achance of rare insects? But he seemed, after
a while, to be trying to learn the geography of the parish in
detail, and especially of the ground round Vavasour's house.
'However, it's no business of mine,' thought Thurnall, and told
him all he wanted, till—

'Then the house lies quite in the bottom of the glen? Is
there a good fall to the stieam, for a stream | suppose theie is?

Thurnall shook his head. 'Cold boggy stewponds in the
garden, such as our ancestors loved, clamming up the stream.
They must needs have fish in Lent, we know ; and paid the
penalty of it by ague and fever.'

SStewponds damming up the stream'? Scoutbush ought to
drain them instantly !" said the major, half to himself. 'But
still the house lies high, with regard to the town, | mean. No
chance of malariacoming up?'

'Upon my word, sir, as a professional man, that is a thing
that ? dare not say. The chances are not great ; the house is
two hundred yards from the nearest cottage; but if there be an
east wind——'

"I cannot bear this any longer. Tt is perfect madness !

' F trust, sir, that you do not think that | have neglected the
matter. | have pointed it al out, T assure you, to Mr.
Vavasour.'

"And it is not altered ?

‘| believe it is to be altered—that is—the truth is, sir, that
Mr. Vavasour shrinks so much from the very notion of cholera,
that— '

'"That he does not like to do anything which may look like
believing in its possibility ?

'He says,' quoth Tom, parrying the question, but in a some-
what dry tone, 'that he is afraid of alarming Mrs. Vavasour and
the servants.'

The major said something under his breath, which Tom did
not catch, and then, in an appeased tone of voice—

'Well, that is at least a fault on the right side. Mrs. Vava
sour's brother, as owner of the place, is of course the proper
person to make the house fit for habitation.! And he relapsed
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into silence, while Thurnall, who suspected more than met the
ear, rose to depart.

_Areyou going ? It is not late—not ten o'clock yet.'

‘A medical man, who may be called up at any moment, must
make sure of his "beauty sleep."

'"? will walk with you, and smoke my last cigar.'

So they went out, and up to Hed€es. Tom went in, but lie
observed that his companion, after standing awhile in the street
irresolutely, went on up the hill, and, as far as he could see,
turned up the lane to Vavasour's.

'A mystery here,' thought lie, as he put matters to rights in
the surgery ere going upstairs. 'A mystery which | may as
well fathom. J may be of use to poor Tom, as most other
mysteries are. That is, though, if | can do it honourably ; for
the man isagallant gentleman. ?like him, and | am inclined
to trust him. Whatsoever his secret is, | don't think that it is
one which he need be ashamed of. Still, " there's a deal of
human natur' in man," and there may be in him; and what
matter if thereis?

Half an hour afterwards the major returned, took the candle
from (irace, who was sitting up for him, and went upstairswith
a gentle 'good-night,' but without looking at her.

0 H(_e”sat down at the open window, and looked out leaning on
the sill.

Well, | was too late ; T daresay there was some purpose in
it. When shall | learn to believe that (iod takes better care of
His own than [ can do ? | was faithless and impatient to-night.
| am afraid | betrayed myself before that man. He looks Tike
one, certainly, who could be trusted with a secret; yet ? had
rather that he had not mine. It is my own fault, like every-
thing else! Foolish old fellow that you are, fretting and fussing
to the end! |Is not that scene a message from above, saying,
" Be «ill, and know that T am God " ?

And the major looked out upon the summer seg, lit by a
million globes of living lire, and then upon the waves which
broke in flame upon the beach, and then up to the spangled
stars above.

"What do | know of these, with al my knowing ? Not even
a twentieth part of those medusae, or one in each thousand of
those sparks among the foam. Perhaps | need not know. And
yet why was the thirst awakened in me, save to be satisfied at
last ? Perhapsto become more intense with every fresh delicious
draught of knowledge. . . . Death, beautiful, wise, kind death ;
when will you come and tell me what | want to know? |
courted you once and many a time, brave old Death, only to
give rest to the weary. That was a coward's wish, and so you
would not come. | ran you close in Afghanistan, old Death,
and at Sobraon, too, | was not far behind you ; and | thought |
had you safe among that jungle grass at Aliwal; but you
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dlipped through my hand ; | was not worthy of you. And now
| will not hunt you any more, old Death’; do”you bide your
time, and | mine; though who knows if | may”not meet you
here? Only when you come, give me not rest, but work. Give
work to the idle, freedom to the chained, sight to the blind !
Tell me a little about finer things than zoophytes—perhags
about the zoophytes as well—and you shal still be
brave old Death, 'niy good camp-comrade now for many a

ear.’
Y Was Major Campbell mad? That depends upon the way iu
which the reader may choose to define the adjective.

Meanwhile Scoutbush had walked into Penalva Court—
where an affecting scene of reconciliation took SRI ace? o

Not iu the least”  Scoutbush kissed Lucia, shook hands witli
Eldey, htég?ed the children, and then settled himself in an arm-
chair, and talked about the weather, exactly as if he had been
running in and out of the house every week for the last three
years, and so the matter was done ; "and for the first time a
partie, carrce was assembled in the dining-room. .

The evening passed ail' at first as uncomfortably as it could,
where three out of the four were well-bred people.” Elsley was,
of course, shy before Lord Scoutbush, and Scoutbush was
equally 'ShP/ béfore Eldey, though as civil as possible to him ;
for the little fellow stood in extreme awe of Elsley's talents, and
was afraid of opening hislips before a poet. Luclawas nervous
for both their sakes, as well she might be ; and Valeiitia had to
make all the taJklr:]g and succeeded capitally in drawing out
both her brother and her brother-in-law, till both of them found
the other, on the whole, more like other people than he had
expected. The next morning's breakfast, therefore, was easy
and gracious enough , and when it was over, and Lucia ned to
household matters—

You smoke, Vavasour ? asked Scoutbush.

Vavasour did not smoke. )

_'Jedly? | thought poets aways smoked. You will not for-
bid my having a cigar in your garden, nevertheless, | suppose ?
Do walk round with me, too, and show me the place, unless you
are O(]OI ng to be busy.' )

Il n0 ; Elsley wasat Lord Scoutbush's senice, of course, and
had really nothing to do. so out they went.

Charming old pigeon-hole it is, sad its owner. 'l have not
seen it sincé | went into the Guards. Campbell w?{s it's a
sharne of me, and so it is one, | suppose; but how beautiful you
have made the garden look !" ,

Luciais very fond of gardening,’ said Elsley, who was very
fond of it dso, and had great taste therein ; but he was afraid
to confess any such tastes before a man who, he thought, would
not understand him.
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'And that fine old wood—full of cocks it used to be—? hope
you worked it well last year,'

Elsley did not shoot; but lie had heard there was plenty of
game there. ' '

'Plenty of cocks,' said his guest, correcting him; 'but for
game, the less we say about that the better. | realy
wonder you do not shoot ; it tills up time so in the
winter '

'There is really no winter to iill up here, thanks to this
delicious climate ; and | ha\e my books'

'Ah' ?wish ? had. [ wish heartily,' said lie, in aconfidential
tone, 'you, or Campbell, or some of your cle\er men, would sell
me a little of their book-learning ; as Valentia says to me,
"brains are so common in the world, T wonder how nonefell to
your share™

‘I do not think that they are an article which is for sale, if
Solomon is to be believed '

'And if they were, ? couldn't aflbrd to buy, with this Irish
Encumbered Estates Bill. But now, thisisonething ? wanted
tosay. Iseverything here, just as you would wish ? Of course
no one could wish a better tenant; but any repairs, you know,
or improvements which ? ought to do, of course? Only tell me
what you think should be done; for, of course, you know more
about these thingsthan | do- can't know less'

'Nothing, | assure you, Lord Scoutbush. | have always left
those matters to Mr. Tardrew,'

'Ah, my dear fellow, you shouldn't do that. H e is such a
screw, as all honest stewards are. Screws me, | know, and ?
dare say has screwed you too,’

‘Never, | assure you. | never gave him the opportunity.>
and he has been most civil,'

'Well, in future, just order him to do what you like, and
just as if you were landlord, in fact; and if the old man
haggles, write to me, and ??? blow him up. Delighted to
Pave a man of taste like you here, who can improve the place
or me/

'I assure you, Lord Scoutbush, | need nothing, nor does the
place. | am a man of very few wants,’

I wish T were,' sighed Scoutbush, pulling out another of
Hudson's highest-priced cigars.

'And | am bound to say'—and here Elsley choked a little ;
but the Viscount's frankness and humility had softened him,
and he determined to be very magnanimous—'l am bound in
honour, after owing to your kindness such an exquisite retreat
—all that either T or Lucia could have fancied for ourselves, and
more—not to trouble you by asking for little matters which we
really do not need,’

And so Eldey, instead of simply asking to have the house-
drains sat right, which Lord Scoutbush would have had done
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upon the spot, chose to be lofty-minded, at the risk of killing
his wife and children.

' My dear fellow, you really must not "lord " me any more; |
hate it. \ must be plain Scoutbush here among my own people,
just as | am in the Guards' mess-room. And as for owing me
any,—really, it is we that are in your debt,—to see my sister so
happy, and such beautiful children, .and so well too--and alto-
gether- and Valentia so delighted with your poems--and, and
atogether——' and there Lord Scoutbush stopped, having
hoisted, as he considered, the ilag of peace once aim for all, and
very glad that the tiling was over.

Elsley was going to say something in return ; but his guest
turned the conversation as fast as he could. 'And now, | know
you want to be busy, though you are too civil to confessit; and
I must be with that old fool Tardiew at ten, to settle accounts;
he'll scold me if | do not—the precise old pedant-just as if |
was his own child. Good-bye.'

'Where are you going, Frederick?' called Lucia, from the
window ; she had been watching the interview anxiously
enough, and could see that it had ended well.

'To old Stot-and-kye at the farm ; do you want anything?'

'No ; only | thought you might be going to the yacht; and
Valentia would have walked down with you. She wants to
find Major Campbell.'

'I want to scold Major Campbell,’ said Valentia, tripping out
onthelawn in her walking dress. 'Why has he not been here
an hour ago? ? will undertake to say that he \\as up at four
thismorning.'

'He waits to be invited, | suppose,' said Scoutbush.

‘I suppose J must do it,' said Elsley to himself, sighing.

‘Just like his primness,’ said Valentia. ' shall go down and
bring him up myself this minute, and Mr. Vavasour shall come
with me. Of course you will" You do not know what a

delightful person he is, when once you can break the ice’
Eldey, like most vain men, was of a jealous temper; and
Valentia's eagerness to see Major Campbell jarred on him. He
wanted to keep the exquisite creature to himself, and Headley
was quite enough of an intruder already. Besides, the accounts
of the newcomer, his learning, his military prowess, the rever-
ence with which al, even Scoutbush, evidently regarded him,
made him prepared to dislike the Major ; and all the more, now
he heard there was an ice-crust to crack. Impulsive men like
Eldey, especially when their self-respect and certainty of their
own position is not very strong, have instinctively adefiant fear
of the strong, calm, self-contained man, especidly if he has seen
the world ; and Elsley set down Major Campbell as a proud,
sarcastic fellow, before whom he must be at the pains of being
continually on his guard. He wished him a hundred miles
away. However, there was no refusing Valentia anything ; so
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he got his hat, but with so bad a grace, that Valentia saw his
chagrin, and from mere naughtiness of heart amused herself
with it by talking al the way of nothing but Major Campbell.
" And Lucia' she said at last, 'will be so glad to see him
again. We knew him so well, you know, in Eaton Square years

0.

Really,' said Eldey, wincing, '| never met him there.! He
recollected that Lucia had expressed more pleasure at Major
Campbell's coming than even at that of her brother : and a dark,
undefined phantom entered his heart, which, though lie would
have been too proud to confess it to himself, was none other
thanjealou?}/.

Oh—did you not? No; it was the year before we first
knew you. And we used to Iau?h at him together, behind his
back, and christened him the wild Indian, because he was so
gaucheand shy. Hewas a major in the Indian army then : but
afew months afterwards he sold out and went into the line—no
one could tell V\(h?/], for he threw away very brilliant prospects,
they say, and might have been a general by now, instead of a
mere major still. But lie is so improved since then ; heislike
an elder brother to Scoutbush ; guides him in everything. ?
cal| him the blind man, and the major his dog !"

So much the worse,' thought Elsley, who disliked the notion
of CamEbeII‘s having power over aman to whom hewas indebted
gor his house-room ; but by thistime they wereat Mrs. Harvey's

oor.

Mrs. Harvey opened it, curtse)&iergjg to the very ground ; and
%/al:g’;ia ran upstairs, and knoc at the sitting-room door

erself.

.Come in,' shouted a pre-occupied voice inside.

Is that a proper way in which to address a lady, sir?'
answered she, putting in her beautiful head.

Major Campbell was sitting, Elsley could see, in his shirt
deeves, cigar in mouth, bent over his microscope ; but instead
of fthe unexpected prim voice, he heard a very gay and arch one
answer, Is that a proper way in which to come peeping into
an old bachelor's sanctuary, maam? Go away this moment,
till 1 make myself fit to be seen.'

Valentia shut the door again, laughing.

"You seem very intimate with Major Campbell,' said Eldey.

"Intimate? | look on him as my father amost. Now, may
we come in ? said she, knocking again in pretty petulance. 'l
want to introduce Mr. Vavasour.'

'I shall be only too happy, said the major, opening his door
(this time with his coat ons); there are few persons in the world
whom | have more wished to know than Mr. Vavasour." And he
held out his hand, arid quite led Elsley in. He spoke in a tone
of grave interest, looking intently at Eldey as he spoke
Valentia remarked the interest—Eldey only the compliment.
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"It is a great kindness of you to cal on me so soon,' said he.
"I met Mrs. Vavasour several timesin years past; and though
| saw very little of her, ? saw enough to long much for the
acquaintance of the man who has been worthy to become her
husband'

Eldey blushed, for his conscience smote him alittle at that
word 'worthy," and muttered some common-place civility in
return. Valentia saw it, and attributing it to his usual awk-
wardness, drew off' the conversation to herself.

'Really, Maor Campbell ! You bring in Mr. Vavasour, and
let me walk behind as'| can; and then let me st three \vhole
minutes in your house without deigning to speak to me !'

‘Ah ! my dear Queen Whims " answered he, returning sud-
denly to his gay tone; 'and how have you been misbehaving
yourself since we met last ?

"I have not been misbehaving myself at al, mon clier Saint
Pere, as Mr. Vavasour will answer for me, during the most
delightful for;ni(?ht | ever spent"

'‘Delightfulindeed !" said Elsley, aslie was bound to say ; but
lie said it with an earnestness which made the major fix his eyes
on him. 'Why should he not find any and every fortnight as
delightful as his last?' said he to himself; but now Valentia
began bantering him about his books and his animals ; wanting
tolook through hismicroscope, pulling off her hat for the purpose,
laughing when her curls blinded her, letting them blind her in
order to tossthem back in the prettiest way, jesting at him about
'his old fogies' at the Linmvan Society ; clapping her handsin
ecstasy when he answered that they were not old fogies at al,
but the most charmin?set of men in England, and that (with no
offence to the name of Scoutbush) he was prouder of being an
F.L.S, than if he were a peer of the realm—and so forth ; all
which harmless pleasantry made Elsley cross, and more cross—
first, because he did not mix in it; next, because he could not
mix in i£ if he tried. He liked to be always in the seventh
heaven; and if other people were anywhere ese, he thought
them bores.

At last—'Now, if you will be good for five minutes,’ said the
major, 'l will show you something really beautiful,’

| can see that,' answered she, with the most charming impu-
dence, 'in another glass besides your magnifying one.'

'Be it so: but fook here, and see what tin exquisite world
there is, of which you never dream ; and which behaves a great
deal better in its station than the world of which you do dream!”

When Campbell spoke in that way, Vaentia was good at
once; and as she went immediately to the microscope, she
whispered, ' Don't be angry with me, mon Saint Pere!

'Don't be naughty, then, ma chere enfant,” whispered he ; for
he saw something about Eldey's face which gave him a painful
suspicion.
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She looked long, and then lifted up her head suddenly—' Do
come and look, Mr. Vavasour, at this exquisite little glass fairy,
like—I cannot tell what like, but a pure spirit hovering in some
nun'sdream! Come!

Eldey came, and looked ; and when he looked he started, for
it was the very same zoophyte which Thurnall had shown him
on a certain memorable day.

'Where did you find the fairy, mon Saint Pere ?'

' | had no such good fortune. Mr. Thurnall, the doctor, gave
it me.

"Timmain' said she, while Elsley kept still looking, to hide
cheekswhich were growing \ery red. 'Heis such aclever man,
they say. Where did you meet him ? | have often thought of
asking Mr. Vavasour to invite him up for an evening with his
microscope. Fie seems so superior to the people round him. It
would be a charity, really, Mr. Vavasour.'

Vavasour kept his eyes fixed on the zoophyte, and said—

' [ shall be only too delighted, if you wish it.'

"You will wish it yourself a second time," chimed in (‘amp-
bell, 'if you try it once. Perhaps you know nothing of him
but professionally. Unfortunately for professional men, that
too often happens,'

'Know anything of him—] ? | assure you not, save that he
attends Mrs. Vavasour and the children,' said Vavasour looking
up at last: but with an expression of anger which astonished
both Valentia and Campbell.

Campbell thought that he was too proud to allow rank as a
gentleman to a country doctor ; and despised him from that
momtlant though, as it happened unjustly. But he answered
quietly—

'l assure you, that whatever some country practitioners may
be, the average of them, as far as | have seen, are cleverer men,
and even of higher tone than their neighbours ; and Thurnall is
beyond the average : he is a man of the world—even too much
of one—and a man of science; and | fairly confess that, what
with his wit, his mvoir vivre, and his genial good temper, | have
quite fallen in love with him in asingle evening ; we began last
night on the microscope, and ended on all heaven and earth.’

"How | should like to make a third !"

"My dear Queen Whims would hear a good deal of sober
sense, then ; at least on one side: but | shall not ask her: for
Mr. Thurnall and | have our deep secrets together.'

So spoke the major, in the simple wish to exalt Tom in a
quarter where he hoped to get him practice; and his 'secret’
was a mere jest, unnecessary, perhaps, as he thought afterwards,
to pass off Tom's want of orthodoxy.

"1 was a babbler then," said he to himself the next moment e,
'how much better to have smply held my tongue !

'Ah, yes; | know men have their secrets, as well as women,'
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said Valentia, for the mere love of saying something : but as she
looked at Vavasour, she saw an expression in his fare which she
had never seen before. What was it ? All that one can picture
for oneself branded into the countenance of a man unable to
repress the least emotion, who had worked himself into the
belief that Thurnall had betrayed his secret.

'My dear Mr. Vavasour,' ciied Campbell, of course unableto
guess the truth, and supposing vaguely that he was 'ill ;' 'l am
sure that—that the sun has overpowered you ' (the only possible
tiling he could think of). 'Lie down on the sofa a minute'
(Vavasour was actually reeling with rage and terror), 'and |
will run up to Thurnall's for sdvoldtile.'

Elsley, who thought him the most consummate of hypocrites,
cast on him a look which he intended to have been wither-
in%, and rushed out of the room, leaving the two staring at each
other.

Valentia was half inclined to laugh, knowing Elsley's petu-
lance and vanity : but the impossibility of guessing a cause kept
her quiet.

Major C,'unpbell stood for full five minutes; not as one
astounded, but as one in deep and anxious thought.

'What can be the matter, mon Saint Pere?' asked she at
last, to break the silence.

'That there are more whims in the world than yours, dear
Queen Whims ; and i fear darker ones. Let us \valk up to-
gether after this man. | have offended him.'

'Nonsense! | dare say he wanted to get home to write
poetry, as you did not praise what he had written. | know his
vanity and flightiness.'

"You do? asked he quickly, in a painful tone. 'However,
| have offended him, | can see; and deeply. | must go up, and
make things right, for the sake of—for everybody's sake.

'Then do not ask me anything. Lucia loves him intensely,
and let that be enough for us.'

The major saw the truth of the last sentence no more than
Valentia herself did ; for Valentia would .have been glad enough
to pour out to him, with every exaggeration, her sister's woes
and wrongs, real and fancied, had not the sense of her own
folly with Vavasour kept her silent and conscience-stricken.

Valentia remarked the major's pained look as they walked
up the street.

"You dear conscientious Saint Fere, why will you fret yourself
about such a foolish matter ? He will have forgotten it al in
an hour; T know him well enough.'

Major Campbell was not the sort of person to admire Eldey
the more for throwing away capriciously such deep passon as
he had seen him show, any more than for sivowing the same.

- He must be of a very volatile temperament.’

Oh, dl geniuses are.
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*2 have no respect for genius, Miss &. Just; | do not even
acknowledge its existence when there is no strength and steadi-
ness of character. If any one pretends to be more than a man,
he must begin by proving himself aman at al. Genius? Give
me common sense and common decency! Does he give Mrs,
Vavasour, pray, the benefit of any of these pretty flights of
genius ?'

Valentia was frightened. She had never heard her Saint
Pere speak so severely and sarcastically; and she feared that if
he knew the truth, he would be terribly angry. She had never
seen him angry ; but she knew well enough that that passion,
when it rose in him in arighteous cause, would be very awful
to see; and she was one of thosewomen who alwaysgrow angry
when they are frightened. So she was angry at his calling her
Miss S. Just; she was angry because she chose to think he was
talking at her; though she reasonably might have guessed it,
seeing that he had scolded her a hundred times for want of
steadiness of character. She was more angry than all, because
she knew that her own vanity had caused—at least disagree-
ment—between Lucia and Eldey. All which (combined with
her natural wish not to confess an unpleasant truth about her
sister) justified her, of course, in answering—

' Miss . Just does not intrude into the secrets of her sister's
married life; and if she did, she would not repeat them.'

Major Campbell sighed, and walked on a few moments in
silence, then—

' Pardon, Miss &. Just; | asked a rude question, and | am

sorry for it.'
' Pardon you, my dear Saint Pere?' cried she, aimost catching
at his hand  'Never! | must either believe you infallible, or

hate you eternally. It is | that was naughty ; | always am ;
but you will forgive Queen Whims?'

'Who could help it?" said the major, in a sad, sweet tone.
'But hereisthe postman. May | open my letters ?

"You may do as you like, now you haveforgiven me. Why,
what is it, raon Saint Pere ?

A sudden shock of horror had passed over the major'sface, as
hs read his letter : but it had soon subsided into stately calm.

"A gallant officer, whom we and all the world knew well, is
dead of cholera at his post, where a man should die. . . . And,
my dear Miss St. Just, we are going to the Crimea.'

'We?-you?

'Yes. The expedition will really sail, | find.'

,Butnot¥ou?

? shall offer my services. My leave of absence will, in any
case, end on the first of September : and even if it did not, my
health is quite enough restored to enable me to walk up to a
cannon's mouth,’

"Ah, inon Saint Pere, what words are these ?
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' The words of an old soldier, Queen Whims, who has been so
long at his trade that lie has got to take a strange pleasurein
it,'

Inkilling?'

'No; only in the chance of——. "But | will not cast an
unnecessary shadow over your bright soul. There will be
shadows enough over it soon, without my help.'

'What do you mean ?'

'That you, and thousands more as delicate, if not asfair as
you, will see, ere long, what the realities of human life are; and
in away of which you have never dreamed.'

And he murmured, half to himself, the words of the prophet,
—"'Thou saidst, | shall sit as a lady for ever: but these two
things shall come upon thee in one day, widowhood and the loss
of children. They shall even come upon thee” No' not in
their fulness! There are noble elements underneath the crust,
which will come out all the purer from the lire ; and we shall
have heroes arid heroines rising up among us as of old, sincere
and earnest, ready to face their work, and to do it, and to call
al things by their right names once more ; and Queen Whims
herself will become what Queen Whims might be "

Valentia was awed, as well she might have been ; for there
was a very deep sadness about Campbell's \oice.

"You think there will be def disasters ? said she at last.

'How can | tell? That we are what we always were, | doubt
not. Scoutbush will light as merrily as |I. But we owe the
penalty of many sins, and we shall pay it

It would be as unfair, perhaps, as easy, to make Major Camp-
bell a prophet after the fact, by attributing to him any distinct
expectation of those mistakes which have been but too notorious
since. Much of the sadnessin his tone may have been due to
his habitual melancholy ; his strong belief that the world was
deeply diseased, and that some terrible purgation would surely
come, when itwas needed. But it is difficult, again, to conceive
that those errors were altogether unforeseen by many an officer
of Campbell's experience and thoughtful ness.

'We will talk no more of it just now.! And they walked up
to Penalva Court, seriously enough.

'¥Ve||, Scoutbush, any letters from town ?' said the major.

"Yes.'

'You have heard what has happened at 1)——Barracks?

'Yes.'

"You had better take care, then, that the like of it does not
happen here.'

'Here?'

'Yes. I'll tell you dl presently. Have you heard from head-
quarters ?'

'Yes; dl right,’ said Scoutbush, who did not like to let out
the truth before Vaentia
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Campbell saw it, and signed to him to speak out.

"All right ? asked Valentia. ' Then you are not going ?

'Ay, but | am! Orders to join my regiment by the first of
October, and to be shot as soon afterwards as is fitting for the
honour of my country So, MissYal, you must be quick in
making good friendswith the heir-at-law ; or else you won't get
your bills paid any more.'

Oh, dear, dear I" And Valentia began to cry bitterly. It
was her first real sorrow.

Strangely enough, Major Campbell, instead of trying to com-
fort her, took Scoutbush out with him, and left her alone with
her tears. He could not rest till lie had opened the whole
cholera question.

Scoutbush was honestly shocked Who would have dreamed
it? No one had ever told him that the cholera had really been
there before. What could hedo ? Send for Thurnall 'l

Tom was sent for ; and Scoutbush found, to his horror, that
what little he could have ever done ought to have been done
three months ago, with Lord Minchampstead's improvements
at Pentremochyn.

The little man walked up and down, and rung his hands.
He cursed Tardrew for not telling him the truth ; he cursed
himself for letting the cottages go out of his power ; he cursed
A, B, and C, for taking the said cottages off his hands; he
cursed up, he cursed down, he cursed all around, things which
ought to have been cursed, and things which really ought not—
for half of the worst sanatory sinners, in this blessed age of
ignorance, yclept of progress and science (how our- grand-
children will laugh at the epithets !), are utterly unconscious and
guiltless ones.

But cursing leaves him, as it leaves other men, very much
where he had started.

To do him justice, he was in one thing a true nobleman, for
he was above dl pride; as are most men of rank, who know
what their own rank means. Tt is only the upstart, unaccus-
tomed to his new eminence, who stands 0?7? his dignity, and
' asserts his power.'

So Scoutbush begged humbly of Thurnall only to tell him
what he could do.

"You might use your moral influence, my lord.'

"Mora influence? in a tone which implied naively enough,
'I'd better get a little morals myself before | talk of using the
same,'

" Your position in the parish——

' My good sir!'" quoth Scoutbush in his shrewd way ; 'do
you not know yourself what these fine fellows who were ready
yesterday to kiss the dust off my feet would say, if | asked leave
to touch a single hair of their rights? " Tel you what, my
lord ; we pays you your rent, and you takesit. You mind your



XV THE CRUISE OF THE ' WATERWITCH ' 255

business, and well mind our'n." You forget that times are
changed since my seventeenth progenitor was lord of life and
limb over man and maid in Aberalva.'

'And since your seventeenth progenitor took the trouble to
live at Penalva Court,’ said Campbell, 'instead of throwing
away what little moral influence lie had by going into the
Guards, and spending his time between Jotten How and
Cowes''

"Hardly fair, Major Campbell!' quoth Tom; you forget
that in the old times, if the Lord of Aberalva was responsible
for his people, lie had also by law the power of making them
obey him.'

'The long and the short of it is, then,' said Scoutbush, a little
tartly, 'that | can do nothing.'

'Y'ou can put to rights the cottages which are still in your
hands, my lord. For the rest, my only remaining hope lies in
the last person whom one would usually depute on sucli an
errand.’

'Whoisthat?'

"The schopolmistress.’

'The who™?' asked Scoutbush.

'The schoolmistress ; at whose house Major Campbell lodges.'

And Tom told them, succinctly, enough to justify his strange
assertion.

"If you doubt me, my lord, | advise you to ask Mr. Headley.
Heis no friend of hers; being a high churchman, while she is
a little inclined to be schismatic; but an enemy's opinion will
be all the more honest.'

'She must be a wonderful woman," said Scoutbubh; I
should like to see her.'

'And | too," said Campbell. 'l passed a lovely girl on the
stairs last night, and thought no more of it. Lovely girls are
common enough in West-country ports.'

'We'll go and see her,' quoth his lordship.

Meanwhile Aberalva pier was astonished by a strange pheno-
menon. A boat from the yacht landed at the pier-head not
only Claude Mellot, whose beard was an object of wonder to
the fishermen, but a tall three-legged box and a little black
tent; which, being set upon the pier, became the scene of
various mysterious operations, carried on by Claude and a sailor
ad

"I say !' quoth one of the fishing elders, after long suspicious
silence; 'l say, lads, this won't do. We can't have no out-
landish foreigners taking observations here !

And then dropped out one wild suspicion after another.

'Maybe he's surveying for a railroad !

' Maybe he's from the Trinity House, going to make a new
harbour ; or maybe a lighthouse. And then wed better not
meddle wi' him.'



256 TWO YEARS AGO CHAP.

"I'll tell you what he be. He's that here government chap
as the doctor said held bring down to set our drains right.’

'If he goes meddlin% with our drains, and knocking of our
back-yards about, he'll find himself over quay before lie's done.'

'Steady ! steady ! Tie come with my loord, mind.'

'He might & taken in his loordship, and be a Roossian spy
to the bottom of him after al. They mak' munselves up into
al manner of (Usguisements, specially beards. I've seed the
Roossians with their beards many atime.'

'Maybe 'tis witchcraft. Look to mun, putting mun's head
under that black bag now ! He'm after no good, |,II warrant.
If they be'nt works of darkness, what be ?

‘Leastwise he'm no right to go spying here on our quay, and
never ax with your leave, or by your leave. [I'll just goo mak'
mun out.'

And Claude, who had just retreated into his tent, had the
pleasure of finding the curtain suddenly withdrawn, and asa
Hood of light rushed in, spoiling his daguerreotype plate, hearing
a voice as of a sleepy bear --

'‘Ax your pardon, sir ; but what be you arter here ?'

'Murder! shut the screen® But it was too late; and
Claude came out, while the eldest-born of Anak stood sternly
inquiring—

'l say, what be you arter here, mak' so boold ?

. '"Taking sun-pictures, my good sir; and you have spoilt one
or me.

'Sun-picturs, saith a?' in a very incredul ous tone.

'Daguerreotypes of the place for Lord Scoutbush.’

"Oh'! if it's his lordship's wish, of course! Only things is
very well as they are, arid needs no mending, thank ('od. Only,
ax pardon, sir. You see, we don't generally allow no interfering
on our pier without lave, sir ; the pier being purn, we pays for
the repairing. So if his lordship intends making of alterations,
he'd better to have spoken to us first.'

‘Alterations? said Claude, laughing; 'the place is far too
pretty to need anﬁ improvement.'

"Glad you think so, sir ! But whatever be you arter here ?'

'Taking views! [I'm a minter, an artist! [I'll take your
portrait, if you like " said Claude, laughing more and more.

'Bless my heart, what vules we be! "Tis a painter gentle-
man, lads!" roared he.

"What on earth did you take me for ? A Russian spy ?

The elder shook his head, grinned solemnly, and peace was
concluded. 'We'm old-fashioned folks here, you see, sir ; and
don't like no new-fangled meddiecornes. You'll excuse us;
ﬁou'm very welconle to do what you like, and glad to see you

ere’ And the old fellow made a stately bow, and moved away.

"No, no ! you must stay and have your portrait taken ; you'll
make afine picture.’
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"Hum ; might ha, they used to say, thirty years agorie ; I'm
over old now. Still, my old woman might like it. Make so
bold, sir, but what's your charge ?

[ charge nothing. Five minutes' talk with an honest man
will pay me.'

"Hum : if you'd a let me pay you, sir, well and good ; but |
maunt take up your time for nought ; that's not fair.'

However, Claude prevailed, and in ten minutes he had al
the sailors on the quay round him ; and one after another came
forward blushing and grinning to be 'taken off.' Soon the
children gathered round, and when Valentia and Major Camp-
bell came on the pier, they found Claude in the midst of
aring of littledark-haired angels ; while a dozen honest fellows
grinned when their own visages appeared, and chaffed each
other about the sweethearts who were to keep them while they
were out at sea And in the midst little Claude laughed and
joked, and told good stories, and gave himself up, the simple,
sunny-hearted fellow, to the pleasure of pleasing, till he earned
from one and all the character of 'the pleasant - spokenest
gentleman that was ever into the town.'

' Here's her ladyship ' make room for her ladyship!" But
Claude held up a warning hand. He had just arranged a
masterpiece—half a dozen of the prettiest children, sitting be-
neath a broken boat, on spars, sails, blocks, |obster-pots, and
what not, at ranged in picturesque confusion ; while the black-
bearded sea-kings round were promising them rock and bulls-
eyes, if they would only sit still like 'gude maids.'

But at Vaentias corning the children all looked round, and
jumped up and curtsied, and then were afraid to st aown
again.

'"You have spoilt rny group, Miss S. Just, and you must
mend it I'

Valentia caught the humour, regrouped them al forthwith ;
and then placed herself in front of them by Claude's side.

‘Now, be good children! Look straight at me, and listen !"
And lifting up her finger, she began to sing the first song of
which she could think, 'The Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers!

She had no need to bid the children look at her and listen ;
for not only they, but every face upon the pier was fixed upon
her ; breathless, spell-bound, at once by her magnificent beauty
and her magnificent voice, as up rose, leaping into the clear
summer air, and rolling away over the still blue sea, that
glorious melody which has now become the national anthem
to the nobler half of the New World. Honour to woman, and
honour to old England, that from Felicia Remans came the
song which will last, perhaps, when modern Europe shal have
shared the fate of ancient Kome and Greece !

Valentia's singing was the reflex of her own character ; and
therefore, perhaps, “dl the more fitted to the song, the place,

S

Ty A
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and the audience. Tt was no modest cooing voice, tender, sug-
estive, trembling with suppressed emotion, such as, even
though narrow in com and dull in quality, will touch the
deepest fibres of the heart, arid, as delicate scents will some-
times do, wake up long-forgotten dreams, which seem memories
of some antenatal life. -

It was clear, rich, massive, of extraordinary compass, and yet
full of al the graceful ease, the audacious frolic, of perfect
physical health, and strength, and beauty; had there been _a
trace of effortinit, it might have been accused of bravura®:
but there was no need of eifort where nature had bestowed
dready an all but perfect organ, and all that was left for science
was to teach not power, but control. Above al, it was a voice
which you trusted ; after the first three notes you felt that that
perfect ear, that perfect throat, could never, even by the thou-
sandth part of a note, fall short of melody ; and you gave your
soul up to it, and cast yourself upon it, to bear you up and
away, like afairy steed, whither it would, down into the abysses
of sadness, and up to the highest heaven of joy; as did those
wild and rough, and yet tender-hearted and imaginative men
that da¥, while every face spoke new delight, and hung upon
those glorious notes—

"As one who drinks from a charmed cup .
Of sparkling, and foaming, and murmuring wine'—

and not one of them, had he had the gift of words, but might
have said with the poet—

"I have no life, Constantia, now but thce,
While, like the world-surrounding air, thy song
Flows on, and fills al things with melody.
Now is th)L voice tempest swift and strong,
On which, like one in atrance upborne,
Secure 0'er rocks and waves | .sweep,
Rejoicing like a cloud of morn. )
low fTis the breath of summer night,
Which, when the starry waters d )
Round western ides,” with incense-blossoms bright
Lingering, suspends my soul in. its voluptuous fTight.’

At lastit ceased : and all men drew their breaths once more ;
while alow murmur of admiration ran through the crowd, too
well-bred to applaud openlly, as they longed to do.

“Did you ever hear the like of that, Gentleman Jan ?

"Or see? | used to say no one could hold a candle to our
Grace but she—she looked like a born queen dl the time !’

WEéll, she belongs to us, too, so we've a right to be proud of
her. Why, her€'s our Grace all the while !"

True enough ' Grace has been standing among the crowd all
the while, rapt, like them, her eyes fixed on Valentia, and full,
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too, of tears. They had been caled up first by the melody
itself, and then, by a chain of thought peculiar to Grace, by the
faces round her.

Ah'! if Grace had been here!" cried one, 'wed have had
her draled oft' in the midst of the children.’

'Ah! that would ha' been as nat'ral aslife !’

Silence, you !" says Gentleman Jan, who generaJIy feels a
mission to teach the rest of the quay good manners. "Tis the
gentleman's pleasure to settle who helll dra’ off, and not wer'n.'

To which abnormal possessive pronoun Claude rejoined—-

?Not abit | whatever you like. | could not have a better
figure for the centre. I'll begin again.'

'Oh, do come and st among the children, Grace " says
Vaentia

'No, thank your ladyship.'

Valentia began urging her; and many a voice round, old as
well as young, backed the entreaty.

'Excuse me, my lady," and she slipped into the crowd ; but
as she went she spoke low, but clear enough to be heard by all:

“No: it will be time enough to Hatter me, and ask for my
picture, when you do what ? tell you—what God tellsyou !
jWhaI's that, then, Grace dear'?

You know! I've asked you to save your own lives from
cholera, and you ha\e not the common senseto do it. Let me
go home and pray for you !"

There was an awkward silence among the men, till some
fellow said—-

' Shem gone mad after that doctor, f think, with his muck-
hunting notions.'

And Grace went home, to await the hour of afternoon school.

What aface!' said Mellot.

’Is it not? Come and see her in her school, when the
children go in at two o'clock. All! there are Scoutbush and
Saint Pere!

We are going to the school, my lord. Don't you think that,
as patron of things in general here, it would look well if you
walked in, and signified your full approbation of what you
know nothing about ?'

' So much s, that | was just on my way there with Campbell.
But | must just speak to that lime-burning fellow. He wants
a new lease of the kiln, and | suppose he must have it. At
least, here he comes, running at me open-mouthed, and as dry
as his own waistband. It makes one thirsty to look at him.
I'll catch you up in five minutes !

So the three went off to the school.

Gracenwas teIIi.ng, in Her own sweet Wéy, that .charming
story of the Three Trouts, which, by the by, has been lately-
pirated (as many things are) by a religious author, whose book
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differs sufficiently from the libera and wholesome morality of
the true author of the tae.

'"What a beautiful story, Grace!' sad Vaentia 'You will
surpass Hans Andersen some day.'

Grace blushed, and was silent a moment.

It is not my own, my lady.'

" Not your own ? | should have thought that no one but you
and Andersen could have made such an ending to it.'

Grace gave her one of those beseeching, half-reproachful
looks, with which she alwa)és answered praise; and then—
"Would you like to hear the children repeat a hymn, my lady ?'

‘No. | want to know where that story came from.'

Grace blushed, and stammered.

know where,' said Campbell. 'You need not be ashamed
of havin% read the book, Miss Harvey. | doubt not that you
tk%qk al the good from it, and none of the harm, if harm there

Grace looked at him ; at once surprised and relieved.

"It was a foolish romance-book, sir, as you seem to know. It
was the only one which | ever read, except Hans Andersen's—
which are not romances, after all. But the beginning was so
full of God's truth, sir—romance though it was—and gavo me
such precious new light about educating children, that | was
led on unawares. | hope | wasriot wrong.'

, ' This schoolroom proves that you were not,' said Campbell.
“"To the pure, al things are pure."'

“What is this mysterious book? [ must know!' sad
Vaentia

A very noble romance, which | made Mellot read once, con-
taining the ideal education of an English nobleman in the
middle of the last century.’

“The Foot of Quality 7 said Mellot. ' Of course! | thought
| had heard the story before. What a well-written book it is,
too, in spite of al extravagance and prolixity. And how
wonderfully ahead of his generation the man who wrote it, in
politics as well as in religion?

? must read it sad Vaentia 'You must lend it me,
Saint Pere!

' Not yet, | think.'

Why ?° whispered she, pouting. 'l suppose | am not as
pure as Grace Harvey ?

She has the children to educate, who are in daily contact
with coarse sins, of which you know nothing—of which she
cannot help knowing. It was written in an age when the
morals of our class (more shame to us) were on the same level
with the morals of her class now. Letitaone. | often have
fancied | should edit a corrected edition of it. When | do, you
shall reed that.'

"Now, Miss Harvey,' said Mdlot, who had never taken his
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eyes off her face, '| want to turn schoolmaster, and give your
children a drawing lesson. Get your dates, all of you !"

And taking possession of the black board and a piece of chalk,
Claude began sketching them imps and angels, dogs and horses,
till the school rang with shrieks of delight.

Now,'said he, wiping the board, 'Til draw something, and
you shall copy it.'

And without taking off his hand, he drew a single line+ and
apr%file head sprang up, asif by magic, under hisfirm, unerring
touch.

"Somebody " 'A lady " ' No, 'taint; 'tis schoolmistress!"

'You can't copy that ; I'll draw you another face.! And he
sketched a full face on the board.

'That's my lady." 'No, it's schoolmistress again!" 'No, it's
not!’

'Not quite sure, my dears?' said Claude, half to himself.
' Then here !" and wiping the board once more, lie drew a three-
quarters face, which €licited a shout of approbation.

' That's schoolmistress, her very sdf !

'Then you cannot do anything better than try and draw it.
I'll show you how." And going over the lines again, one by one,
the crafty Claude pretended to be giving a drawing lesson,
while he was really studying every feature of his model.

'If you please, my lady," whispered Grace to Valentia; 'l
wish the gentleman would not.'

'‘Why not?'

'O madam, | do not judge any one else; but why should
this poor perishing flesh be put into apicture? Wewear it but
for a little while, and are blessed when we are rid of its burden.
Why wish to keep a copy of what we lone, to be delivered
from?'

‘It will please the children, Grace' sad Yalentia, puzzled.
'See how they are al trying to copy it, from love of you.'

'‘Who am ?? | want them to do tilings from love of God.
No, madam, | was pained (and no offence to you) when | was
asked to have my likeness taken 0?? the quay. There'sno sinin
it, of course ; but let those who are going away to sea, and have
friends at home, have their pictuies taken ; not one who wishes
to leave behind her no likeness of her own, only Christ's likeness
in these children ; and to paint Him to other people, not to be
painted herself. Do ask him to rub it out, my lacly !"

'Why, Grace, we were al just wishing to have a likeness of
you. Every one has their picture taken for a remembrance.’

'The saints and martyrs never had theirs, as far as | ever
heard, and yet they are not forgotten yet. ? know it is the way
of great people like you. | saw your picture once, in a book
Miss Hedle had; and did not wonder, when | saw it, that people
wished to remember such aface as yours ; and sincel have seen
you, | wonder till less!
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"My picture ? where ?

'In abook ; The Book of Beauty, | believe they called it.'

"My dear Grace' said Valentia, laughing and blushing, 'if
you ever looked in your glass, you must know that you are quite
as worthy of a place in The Book of Meanly as | am.’

Grace shook her head with a serious smile. 'Every one in
their place, madam. | cannot help knowing that God has
given me a gift, but why, | cannot tell. Certainly not for the
same purpose as He gave it to you for—a simple country girl
like me. If He have any usefor it, lie will use it, as He does
dl His creatures, without my help. At al events it will not
last long; afew years more, perhaps a few months, and it will
be food for worms; and then people will care as little about
my looks as | care now. | wish, my lady, you would stop the
gentleman !

‘Mr. Méllot, draw the children something simpler, please; a
dog or acat.' And she gave Claude alook which he obeyed.

Valentiafelt in a more solemn mood than usual as she walked

home that day.
'Well," said Claude,'l have here every line and shade, and
she cannot escape me. I'll go on board and paint her right off

f{]om memory, whileit isfresh. Why, here come Scoutbush and
the major.'

'‘Miss Harvey,' said Hcoutbush, trying, as he said to Camp-
bell, 'to look as grand as a sheep-dog among a pack of fox-
hounds, and very thankful al the while lie had no tal to be
bitten off'—'Miss Harvey, I- we—have heard a (szreat ded in
praise of your school, and so ? thought | should like to come
and seeit

‘Would your lordship like to examine the children'?" says
Grace, curtseying to the ground.

'No—thanks—that is—I have no doubt you teach them all
that's right, and we are exceedingly gratified with the way in
which you conduct the school. 1 say, Val,' cried Scoutbush,
who could support the part of patron no longer, 'what pretty
little ducks they are, | wish | had a dozen of them ! Come you
E_ere I' and down he sat on a bench, and gathered a group round

im.

‘Now, are you al good children? I'm sure you look so!'
sad he, Iookigg round into the bright pure faces, fresh from
heaven, and feeling himself the nearer heaven as he did so.
"Ah! | see Mr. Meéllot's been drawing you pictures. Hes a
clever man, a wonderful man, isn't lie? | can't draw you
pictures, nor tell you sories, like your schoolmistress. What
shal | do?'

' Sing to them, Fred !' said Valentia.

And he began warbling a funny song, with a child on each
knee, and his arms round three or four more, while the little
faces looked up into his, half awe-struck at the presence of a
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live lord, half longing to laugh, but not sure whether it would

be rlght._ ]

| \Ié entia and Campbell stood close together, exchanging
00Ks.

_ 'Dear fellow !" whispered she, ' so simple and good when he
ishimself I And he must go to that dreadful war!"

_"Never mind. Perhaps by this veruy act he is earning per-
mission to come back again, awiser and a more useful man,

"How then? ] .

" Is he not making friends with angels who always behold
our Father's face? At least heis showing capabilities of good,
which God gave; and which therefore God will never wasie.'

" Now, shall | sing you another song ?

' Oh yes, please "rose from a dozen little mouths.

'Y ou'must not be troublesome to his lordship,’ says Grace.

Ohno, I likeit. Il sing them one more song, and then—
| want to speak to you, Miss Harvey.'

Grace curtsied, blushed, and shook al over. What could
Lord Scoutbush want to say to her ? _

That indeed was not very easy to discover at first; for Scout-
bushfelt so strongly the oddity of taking a pretty youngwoman
into his counsel on. a question of sanitary reform, that he felt
mightily inclined to laugh, and began béating about the bush
in a sufficiently confused fashion. ) )

[, Miss Harvey, | am exceedingly pleased with—with
what | have seen of the school—that i5 what my sister tells,
and the clergyman—' ]

_The clergyman?' thought Grace, surprised, as she well
Irn| h.tl,ble at what was entirely an impromptu invention of his
orgglip's. )

'And—and—there is ten pounds towards the school, and—
and, | will give an annual subscription the same amount,’

"Mr. Headley receives the subscriptions, my lord," said Grace,
drawing back from theproffered note. ) )

" Of " course, quoth Scoutbush, trusting again to an im-
promptu ; 'but thisisfor yourself—asmall mark of our sense of
your—your usefulness, i

If any one has expected that Grace is about to conduct herself,
during this interview, in any wise like a prophetess, tragedy

ueen, or other exalted personage ; to stand upon her nativein-
ependence, and scorning the bounty of an aristocrat, to read
the said aristocrat a lecture on his dufies and responsibilities, as
landlord of Aberalvatown ; then will that person be atogether
disappointed. It would have looked very well, doubtless; but it
would have been equally untrue to Grace's womanhood, and to
her notions of Christianity. Whether adl men were or were not
equal in the sight of Heaven, was anotionwhich had never crossed
her mind. e knew that they would al be equa in heaven
and that was enough for her. ~Meanwhile, she found lords and
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ladies on earth, and seeing no open sin in the fact of their bein
richer and more powerful than she was, she supposed that G
had put them where they were ; and she accepted them simply
as facts of His kingdom. Of course they had their duties, as
every one has; but what they were sho did not know, or care to
know. To their own master theﬁ stood or foil: her business
was with her own duties, and with her own class, whose good
and evil she understood by practical experience. 80 when a
live lord made his appearance in her school, she looked at him
with vague wonder and admiration, as a being out of some other
planet, for whom she had no gauge or measure ; sheonly believed
that he had vast powersof doing good unknown to her; and was
delighted by seeing him condescend to play with her children.
The truth may be degrading, but it must be told. People, of
course, who know the hollowness of the world, and the vanit
of human wealth and honour, and are accustomed to live wit
lords and ladies, see through al that, just as clearly as any
American republican does; and care no more about walking-
down Pall Mall with the Marquis of Carabas, who can get them
a place or a living, than with Mr. Two-shoes, who can only
borrow ten pounds of them ; but Grace was a poor simple West-
country girl, and as such we must excuse her, if, curtseying to
the very ground, with tears of gratitude in her eyes, she took
the ten-pound note, saying to herself, ' Thank the Good Lord !
This will just pay mother's account at the mill.'

Likewise we must excuse her if she trembled a little, beigg a
young woman—though being also alady, she lost no jot of self-
possession—when his lordship went on in as important a tone
as he could—

"And—and | hear, Miss Harvey, that you have a great
influence over these children's parents.'

'I am afraid some one has misinformed your lordship,’ said
Grace, in alow voice.

"Ah!" quoth Scoutbush, in a tone meant to be reassuring ;
'it is quite proper in you to say so. What eyes she has! and
what hair ' and what hands, too!" (Thiswas, of course, spoken
mentally.) 'But we know better; and we want you to speak
to them, whenever you can, about keeping their houses clean,
and al that, in case the cholera should come.' And Scoutbush
stopped. It was a quaint errand enough ; and besides, as
he told Mellot frankly, 'l could think of nothing but
those wonderful eyes of hers, and how like they were to La
Signoras.'

Grace had been looking at the ground all the while. Now
she threw upon him one of her sudden, startled looks, and
answered slowl?/, as her eyes dropFed ain—

'l have, my lord ; but they will not listen to me.

Won't listen to you ? Then to whom will they listen ?
'To God, when fie speaks Himself,' said she, ill looking on
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the ground. Scoutbush winced uneasily. He was not accus-
tomed to solemn words, spoken so solemnly.

Do you hear this, Campbell ? Miss Harvey has been talking
to th@e people already, and they won't hear her.’

?Miss Harvey, | dare say, is not astonished at that. It is the
usual fate of those who try to put a little common sense into
theirfellow-men.'

"WEell, and | shall, at all events, go off and give them my mind
on the matter ; though | suppose (with a glance at Grace) I
cant expect to ‘be heard where Miss Harvey has not been.'

kO my lord, cried Grace, 'if you would but spesk——'  And
there she Stopped for was it her place to tell him hisduty ?
No doubt he had wiser people than her to counsel him.

But the moment the party left the school, Grace dropped
into her chair ; her head fell on the table, and she burst into an
agony of weeping, which brought the whole school round her.

'O my darlings! my darlings™ cried she at last, looking
up, and clasping them to her by twos and threes ; 'is there no
way of savingyou? Noway ? Then we must make the more
haste to be good, and be all ready when Jesus cornes to take us.'
And shaking off her passion with one strong effort, she began
teaching those children as she had never taught them before,
with avoice, a look, as of Stephen himself when lie saw the
heavens opened.

For that burst of weeping was the one single overflow of long
pent passion, disappointment, and shame.

She had tried, indeed. Ever since Tom's conversation and
Frank's sermon had poured in a flood of new light on the mean-
ing of epidemics, and bodily misery, and death itself, she had
been working as only she could work ; exhorting, explaining,
coaxing, warning, entreating with tears, offering to perform
with her own hands the most sickening offices; to become, if no
one ese would, the common scavenger of the town. There was
no depth to which, in her noble enthusiasm, she would not have
gone down. And behold, it had been utterlyinvain! Ah' the
bitter disappointment of finding her influence fail her utterly,
the first time that it was required for a great practical work !
They would let her talk to them about their souls, then ' They
would even amend afew sins here and there, of which they had
been all along as well aware as she. But to be convinced of a
new sin; to have their laziness, pride, covetousness, touched;
that, she found, was what they would not bear ; and where she
had expected, if not thanks, at least a fair hearing, she had been
met with peevishness, ridicule, even anger and insult.

Her mother had turned against her. 'Why would she go
getting abad name from every one, and driving away customers ?
The preachers, who were (as is too common in West-country vil-
lages) narrow, ignorant, and somewhat unscrupulous men,
turned against her. They had considered the cholera, if it was
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to come, as so much spiritual capital for themselves ; an occasion
which they could' improve' into asensation, perhapsa ' revival';
and to explain it upon mere physical causes was to rob them of
their harvest. Coarse viragos went even further till, and dared
to ask her 'whether it was the curate or the doctor she was
setting her cap at; for she never had anything in her mouth
now but what they had said ? And those words went through
her heart like a sword. Was she disinterested ? Was not love
for Thurnall, the wisli to please him, mingling with al her
earnestness? And again, was not self-love mingling with it?
and mingling, too, with the disappointment, even indignation,
which she felt at having failed? Ah—what hitherto hidden
spots of self-conceit, vanity, pliarisaic pride, that bitter trial laid
bare, or seemed to lay, till she learned to thank her unseen Guide
even for it

Perhaps she had more reason to be thankful for her humilia-
tion than she could suspect, with her- narrow knowledge of the
world. Perhaps that sudden downfall of her fancied queenship
was needed, to shut her out, once and for al, from that downward
path of spiritual intoxication, followed by spiritual knavery,
which, as has been hinted, was but too easy for her.

But meanwhile the whole thing was but afresh misery. To
bear the burden of Cassandra day and night, seeing in fancy—
which yet was truth—the black shadow of death hanging over
that doomed place ; to dream of whom it might sweep off—
perhaps, worst of all, her mother, unconfessed and impenitent!

Toodreadful! And dreadful, too, the private troubleswhich
were thickening fast; and which seemed, instead of drawing her
mother to her side, to estrange her more and more, for some
mysterious reason. Her mother was heavily in debt. This ten
pounds of Lord Scoutbush's would certainly clear off the miller's
bill. Her scanty quarter's salary, which was just due, would
clear off alittle more. But there was along-standing account of
the wholesalegrocer'sfor five-and-twenty pounds, for which Mrs.
Harvey had given a two months' bill. That bill would become
due early in September ; and how to meet it, neither mother nor
daughter knew ; it lay like a black plague-spot on the future,
only surpassed in horror by the cholera itself.

It might havo been three or four days after, that Claude,
lounging after breakfast on deck, was hailed from a dingy,
which contained Captain Willis and Gentleman Jan.

'Might we take the liberty of coming aboard to speak with
your honour ?'

'‘By al means!' and up the side they came; their faces
evidently big with some great purpose, and each desirous that
the other should begin.

'You speak, captain,' says Jan, 'you'm oldest;' and then he
began himself. If you please, sir, we'm come on a sort of
deputation—Why don't you tell the gentleman, captain?
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Willis seemed either doubtful of the success of his deputation
or not over desirous thereof ; for, after trying to put John Beer
forward as spokesman, he began :—

"I'm sorry to trouble you, sir, but these young men will have
it so—and no shame to them—on a matter which | think will
come to nothing. But the truth is, they have heard that you
are a great painter, and they have taken it into their heads to
ask you to paint a picture for them.'

"Not to ask you afavour, sir, mind !" interrupted Jan ; 'wed
scorn to be so forward; well subscribe and pay for it, in
(éllouer:g, any price in reason. There's forty and more promised

r') y" . . . .

“You must tell me, first, what the picture is to be about,' said
Claude, puzzled and amused

“Why didn't you tell the gentleman, captain V

'Because | think it is no use; and | told them al so from
the first. The truth is, sir, they want a picture of my—of
our schoolmistress, to hang up in the school or somewhere—'

'"That's it, dra'ed out all natural, in paints, and her bonnet,
and her shawl, and all, just like life ; we was a going to ax you
to do one of they garrytypes; but she would have'n noo price;
besides tan't cheerful looking they sort, with your leave; too
much blackamoor wise, you see, ancl over thick about the nozzes,
mostagkmes to my liking ; so we'll pay you and welcome, all

ou ask.'
Y "Too much blackamoor wise, indeed'' said Claude, amused.
‘And how much do you think | should ask ?

No answer.

'Well settle that presently. Come down into the cabin
with me!

.Why, sir, we couldn't make so bold. His lordship—'

Oh, his lordship's on shore, and | am skipper for the time ;
and if not, hed be delighted to see two good seamen here. So
come aong.’

And down they went.

'Bowie, bring these gentlemen some sherry !' cried Claude,
turning over his portfolio. 'Now then, my worthy friends, is
that the sort of thing you want ?

Arid he spread on the table a water-colour sketch of Grace.

The two worthies gazed in silent delight, and then looked at
each other, and then at Claude, and then at the picture.

"Why, sir,' said Willis; "I couldn't have believed it!  You've
EOt the very smile of her, and the sadness of her too, as if you'd

nown her a hundred year !'

"Tis beautiful!" sighed Jan, half to himself. Poor fellow,
he had cherished, perhaps, hopes of winning Grace after dl.

Wédl, will that suit you ?'

"Why, sir, make so bold :(—but what we thought on was to
have her drawn from head to foot, and a child standing by her
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like, holding to her hand, for atoken as she was schoolmistress ¢
and the pier behind, may be, to signify as shewas our maid, and
belonged to Aberalva.'

'A capital thought! Upon my word, you're men of taste
here in the West; but what do you think ? should charge for
such a picture as that ?

‘Name your price, sir,’ sad Jan, who was in high good
humour at Claude's approbation.

'Two hundred guineas?

Jan gave along whistle.

'I told you s0, Captain Beer,’ said Willis, 'or ever we got
into the boat.'

‘Now,' said Claud, laughing, Tve two prices, one's two
hundred, and the other isjust nothing ; and If you won't agree
to the one, you must take the other.'

' But we wants to pay, we'd take it an honour to pay, if we
could afford it.'

Then wait till next Christmas.'

'Christmas??"

"My good friend, pictures are not painted in a day. Next
Christmas, if I live, I'll send you what you shall not be ashamed
of, or she either, and do you club your money and put it into a
handsomegold frame.'

'‘But, sir,' said Willis, 'this will give you a sight of trouble,
and al for our fancy.'

"I likeit, and | likeyou' You're fine fellows, who know a
noble creature when God sends her to you ; and | should be
ashacrjne'd to ask a farthing of your money. There, no more
words !

'Well, you are a gentleman, sir !' said Gentleman Jan.

'And so are you,' said Claude. 'Now I'll show you some
more sketches.'

'I should like to know, sir," asked Willis, 'how you got at
that likeness. She would not hear of the thing, and that's why
I had no liking to come troubling you about nothing.’

_é:fude told them, and Jan laughed heartily, while Willis
sal

‘Do you know, gir, that's a relief to my mind. Thereis no
sn in being drawn, of course; but | didn't like to think my
maid had changed her mind, when once she'd made it up.'

So the deputation retired in high glee, after Willis had
entreated Claude and Beer to keep the thing a secret from
Grace.

It befell that Claude, knowing no reason why he should not
tell Frank Headley, told him the whole story, as a proof of the
chivalry of his parishioners, in which he would take delight.

Frank smiled, but said little ; his opinion of Grace was alter-
ing fast. A circumstance which occurred a few days after
atered it still more.
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Scoutbush had It_%oneforth as he threatened, and exploded in
every direction, with such effect aswas to be supposed. Every-
body promised his lordship to do everything. But when his
lordship's back was turned, everybogz did just nothing. They
knew very well that he could not make them do anything ; and
what was more, in some of the very worst cases, the evil was
past remedy now, and better left alone. For the drought went
on ﬁltll&ss A cgpper sun, a sea of glass, a brown easterly
blight, day after day, while Thurnall looked grimly aloft and
mystifiedthesaillorswith— _

' Fine weather for the Flyinrj Dutchman this !"

' Coffins sall fastest in acam.' _

~Youd best al out to the quay-head, and whistle for a
wi ndl: it would be an ill one that would blow nobody good just
now !

But the wind came not, nor the rain ; and the cholera crept
nearer and nearer : while the hearts of al in Aberalva were
hardened, and out of very spite against the agitators, they did
lessthan they would havedone otherwise. Even theinhabitants
of the half ado,’'en cottages which Scoutbush, finding that they
were in his own hands, whitewashed by main force, filled the
town with lamentations over his lordship's tyranny True—
their pigstyes were either under their front windows, or within
two feet of thewall: but to pull down a poor man's pigstye |—
they might over so well be Rooshian slaves '—and all the town
was on their side; for pigs were the normal inhabitants of
Aberalva back-yards. )

Tardrew's wrath, of course, knew no bounds; and meeting
Thurnall standing at Williss door, with Frank and Méellot, he
fell upon him open-mouthed. _

Well, sir! ['ve acrow to pick with you.'

"Pick away !" quoth Tom. _ _ )

";Nhat business have you meddling between his lordship and
me?'

~'That is my concern,’ quoth Tom, who evidently was not
disinclined to quarrel. I'm not here to give an account to you
of what E chooseto do." ) o

" I'll tell you what, sir; ever since you've been in this paiish
you've been meddlin ,%ou and Mr. Headley too,—I'll say it to
your faces,—I'll speeEt e truth to any man, gentle or simple;
and that ain't enougih for you, but you must come over that
Poqr half-crazed girl, to s&t her plaguing honest people, with
elling 'em they'll "al be dead in a month, till nobody can eat
their suppersin peace : and that again ain't enougli for you, but
you must %o to my lord with your——'

ard !' quoth Tom.” 'Don't start two hares at once.
Let's hear that about Miss Harvey again !'

' Miss Harvey ? WhK, you, should know better than 1.

Let'shear what you know,
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Why, ever since that night Trebooze caught you and her
together - '

"Stop ! ' said Tom, 'that'salie!’

'‘Everybody says 0.

'Then everybody lies, that's all ; and you may say | said so,
and take care you don't say it again yourself. But what ever
since that night ?'

Why, | suppose you come over the poor thing somehow, as
gou seem minded to do over every one asyou can. But she's

running up and down the town ever since, preaching to
‘'em about windilation, and drains, and smells, and cholera, and
it's being ajudgment of the Lord against dirt, till she's fright-
ened al thewomen so, that inany's the man as has had to forbid
her his house. But you know that as well as I

"I never heard a word of it before ; but now | have, I'll give
you my opinion on it. That she is a noble, sensible girl, and
that you are al a st of fools who are not worthy of her ; and
that the greatest fool of the wholeisyou, Mr. Tardrew. And
when the cholera comes, it will serve you exactly right if you
are thefirst man carried off by it. Now, sir, you have given me
Kour mind, and | have given you mine, and | do not wish to

ear anything more of you. Good morning "'

"You hold your head mighty high, to be sure, since you've
had the run of his lordship's yacht.'

CIf you are impertinent, sir, you will repent it. | shall take
care to inform his lordship of this conversation'

'My dear Thurnall,’ sad Jfeadley, as Tardrew withdrew,
muttering curses, 'the old fellow is certainly right on one point.’

'‘What then r

‘That you have wonderfully changed your tone. Who was
E[?] emban amount of dirt, if he could but save his influence

erepy -

o hglve, dtered my plans. | shan't stay here long; | shall
just Ige% this cholera over, and then vanish.
0 4

'Yes. | cannot sit here guietly, listening to the war-news.
It makes me mad to be up and doing. ? must eastward-ho, and
see if trumps will not turn up for me at last. Why, | know the
whole country, half a dozen of the languages—oh, if | could get
some secret-service work ! Go | must ! At worst | can turn
my hand to doctorin% Bashi-bazouks.'

"My dear Tom, when will you settle down like other men ?"
cries Claude

'I would now, if there was an. opening at Whitbury, and low
as life would be, I'd face it for my father's sake. But here |
cannot staly.

Both Claude and Headley saw that Tom had reasons which
he did not choose to reveal. However, Claude was taken into
his confidence that very afternoon.
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! shall make a fool of myself with that schoolmistress. |
have been near enough to it a dozen times already; and this
magnificent conduct of hers about the cholera has given the
finishing stroke to my brains. If | stay on here, | shall marry
her: | know | shal! and | won't! I'd go to-morrow, if it
were not that I'm bound, for my own credit, to see the cholera
safe into the town and out again.'

Tom did not hint a word of the lost money, or of the month's
delay which Grace had asked of him. The month was drawing
fast to a close now, however : but no sign of the belt $till,
Tom had honour enough in him to be silent on the pomt, even
to Claude.

. By the by, have you heard from the wanderers this week ?

2 heard from Sabina this morning. Marie is very poorly, |
fear. They have been at Kissingen, bathing ; and are going to
Bertrich : somebody has recommended the baths there."

Bertrich!  Where's Bertrich ?'

The most delicious little iiost of a place, half way up the
Moselle, among the volcano craters.'

,Ron't know it. Have they found that Yankee ?

o.

Why, | thought Sabina had a whole detective force of pets
and protcyes, from Boulogne to "Rome,’

Well, she has at least heard of him at Baden; and then
again at Stuttgard : but he has escaped them as yet,'

And poor Marie is breaking her heart all the while? IlI
tell you what, Claude, it will be well for him if he escapes me
as well as them,’

What do you mean ?'

certainly shan't go to the East without shaking hands once
more with Marie and Sabina; and if in so doing | pass that
fellow, it's a pity if | don't have a snap shot at him,'

,Tom I Tom! | had hoped your duelling days were over,'

They will be over, when one can get the law to punish such
puppies ; but not till then. Hang the fellow ! What business
had he with her at al, if he didn't intend to marry her??'

. ’)tell you, as | told you before, it is she who will not marry
im,

And yet she's breaking her heart for him. | can see it all
plain enough, Claude. She has found him out only too late. |
know him—luxurious, selfish, blast; would give a thousand
dollars to-morrow, L believe, like the old Koman, for a new
pleasure : and then amuses himself with her till he breaks her
heart! Of course she won't marry him : because she knows
that if he found out her Quadroon blood—ah, that's it! Il
lay my life he has found it out already, and that is why he has
bolted!"

Claude had no answer to give. That talk at the Exhibition
made it only too probable.
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You think so yourself, | see! Very wel. You know that
whatever | have to others, that girl has nothing against
me.

"Nothing against you ? Why, she owes you honour, life,
everything.' .

"Never mind that. Only when T take a fancy to begin, I'll
carry it through. | took to that girl, for poor Wyse's sake ; and
Il behave by her to the last as lie would wish ; and he who
insults her, insults me. | won't go out of my way to find
Stangrave : but if | do, I'll have it out!’

“Then you will certainly light. My dearest Tom, do look
into your own heart, and see whether you have not agrain or
thwosﬁlf spite against him left. | assure you you judge him too

arsnly.'

"Hum—that must take its chance. At leas, if we fight, we
fight fairly and equally. Heis a brave man—I will do him that
justice—and a cool one ; and used to be a sweet shot. So he has
thSt as good a chance of shooting me, if I am in the wrong, as |

ave of shooting him, if he is'

' But your father ?

"I know. That is very disagreeable; and al the more so
because | am going to insure myﬁlife—a pretty premium they
will make me pay I—and if I'm killed in a duel, it will be for-
feited. However, the only answer to that is, that either |
shan't fight, or if | do, | shan't be killed. You know, i don't
believe in being killed, Claude.'

'Tom! Tom! Thesameasever!' sad Claude sadly.

WEéll, old man, and what dse would you have me'i Nobody
could ever alter me, you know ; and why should | alter myself?
Here | am, after al, alive and jolly ; and thereis old daddy, as
comfortable as he ever can be on earth ; and so it will be to the
end of the chapter. There! let's talk of something ese’

CHAPTEE XVI
COME AT LAST

Now, as if in al things Tom Thurnall and John Briggs were
fated to take opposite sides, Campbell logt ground with Eldey
as fast as he gained it with Thurnall. Eldey had never forgiven
himself for his passon that first morning. He had shown
Campbell hisweak side, and feared and disliked him accordingly.
Beside, what might not Thurnall have told Campbell about him ?
And what use might not the major make of his secret ? Be
sides, Eldey's dread and suspicion increased rapidly when he
discovered that Campbell was one of those men who live on
terms of peculiar intimacy with many women ; whether for his
own good or not, still for the good of the women concerned
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For only by honest purity, and moral courage superior to that
of the many, is that dangerous post earned ; and women will
listen to the man who will tell them the truth, however sternly ;
and will bow, as before a guardian angel, to the strong insight
of him whom they have once learned to trust. But it is a
dangerous ollice, after all, for layman as well as for priest, that
of father-confessor. The experience of centurieshasshown that
they must needs exist, wherever fathers neglect their daughters,
husbands their wives; wherever the average of the women can-
not respect the average of the men. But the experience of
centuries should likewise have taught men, that the said father-
confessors are no objects of erivy; that their temptations to
become spiritual coxcombs (the worst species of all coxcombs),
if not intriguers, bullies, and worse, are so extreme, that the
soul which is proof against them must be either very great or
very small indeed. Whether Campbell was altogether proof
will be seen hereafter. But one day Elsdley found out that such
was Campbell's influence, and did not love him the more for the
discovery.

They were walking round the garden after dinner ; Scout-
bushd\gl/as licking hisfoolish lips over some common-placetal e of
scandal.

"I tell you, my dear fellow, she's booked ; and Mellot knows
itaswell as ?. He saw her that night at Lady A——'s’

'We haw the third act of the comi-tragedy The fourth
is playing out now. We shall see the fifth before the
winter.'

"Non sine xanfjium' !" said the major.

SServe the wretched stick right, at least, said Scoutbush.
' What right had he to many such a pretty woman ?

"What right had they to marry her up to him ?" said Claude.
"I don't blame poor January. | suppose none of us, gentleman,
would have refused such a pretty toy, if we could have afforded
it as he could.'

'Whom do you blame then ? asked Eldley.

Fathers and mothers who prate hypocritically about keeping
their daughters' minds pure ; and then abuse a girl's ignorance,
in order to sall her to ruin. Let them keep her mind pure, in
heaven's name ; but let them consider themselves all the more
bound in honour to use on her behalf the experience in which
she must not share!'

Well,' drawled Hcoutbush, I don't complain of her bolting ;
she's a very sweet creature, and always was ; but, as Longreach
says,—and a very witty fellow he is, though you laugh at him,
—" If sheld kept to us, | shouldn't have minded ; but as Guards-
men, we must throw her over. It's an insult to the whole
Guards, my dear fellow, after refusing two of us, to marry an
attorney, and after al to bolt with a plunger.”"

What bolting with a plunger might signify, Eldey knew

T T, Y, A
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not; but ere he could ask, the major rejoined, in an abstracted
voice—
"God help usall!  And this is the girl | recollect, two years
aﬁo, s;'wnging there in Cavendish Square, as innocent as a nestling
thrush!"

'‘Poor child !" said Méllot, 'sold at first—perhaps sold again
now. The plunger has bills out, and she lias ready money. |
know her settlements.’

'She shan't do it,' said the major quietly ; 'I'll write to her
to-night.'

Eldey looked at him keenly. 'You think then, sir, that you
can, by simply writing, stop this intrigue ?'

The major did not answer. He was deep in thought.

‘| shouldn't wonder if he did,” said Scoutbush ; ‘two to one
on his baulking the plunger !"

'Sheisat Lord——'s now, at those silly private theatricals.
Is he there ? .

'No," said Mellot; ' he tried hard for an invitation—stooped
to work me and Sabina. [ believe she told him that she would
sooner see him in the Morgue than help him ; and he is gone to
the moors now, | believe.'

'There is time then : | will writeto her to-night;' and Camp-
bell took up his hat and went home to do it.

'Ah," said Scoutbush, taking his cigar meditatively from his
mouth, '| wonder how lie doesit! It'sagift, T always say, a
wonderful gift! Before he hasbeen aweek in ahouse, he'll have
the confidence of every woman in it—and 'gad, he does it by
saying therudest things'—andtheconfidenceof all theyoungsters
the week after.’

‘A somewhat dangerous gift," said Elsley drily.

‘Ah, yes; lie might play tricksif he chose: but there's the
wonder, that he don't. I'd answer for him with my own sister.
| do every day of my life—for | believe he knows how many
pins she puts into her dress—and yet thereheis As | said
once in the mess-roprn—there was a youngster there who took
on himself to be witty, and talked about the still sow supping
the milk—the snob ! You recollect him, Mellot? the attorney's
son from Brompton, who sold out—we shaved his mustachios,
put abear in his bed, and sent him home to his ma. And he
said that Major Campbell might be very pious, and all that:
but hed warrant—they were the fellow's own words—that he
took his lark on the gy, like other men—the snob ! so | told
him, | was no better than the rest, and no more | am; but if
any man dared to say that the major was not as honest as his
own sister, | was hisman at fifteen paces. And so | am, Claude !

All which did not increase Eldey's love to the major, con-
scious as he was that Lucias confidence was a thing which he
had not wholly ; and which it would be very dangerous to him
for any other man to have at all.
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Into the drawing-room they went. Frank Headley had been
asked up to tea; and he stood at the piano, listening to Vaentias
singing.

As they came in, the maid came in aso. 'Mr. Thurnall
wished to speak to Major Campbell.'

Campbell went out, and returned in two minutes somewhat
hurriedly.

"Mr. Thurnall wishes Lord Scoutbush to beinformed at once,
and | think it is better that you should all know it—that—it is
a painful surprise: but there is a man ill in the street, whose
symptoms he does not like, he says.'

'Cholera?" sad Elsley.

" Call him in,' said Scoutbush.

' He had rather not come in, lie says.'

"What! isit infectious ?

Certainly not, if it be cholera, but——'

'He don't wish to frighten people, quite right' (with a half
glance at Elsley); 'but is it cholera, honestly ?

' fear 0.

'O my children !" said poor Mrs. Vavasour.

'Will five pounds help the poor fellow ?' said Scoutbush.

'How far oil'isit?' asked Elsley.

" Unpleasantly near. | was going to advise you to move at
once.’

"You hear what they are saying ? asked Valentia of Frank.

"Yes, ? hear it,’ said Frank, in a quiet meaning tone.

Valentia thought that he was half pleased with the news.
Then she thought him afraid ; for lie did not stir.

"You will goinstantly, of course ?

'Of course | shall. Good-bye' Do not be afraid. Tt is not
infectious'

"Afraid? And asoldier's sister ? said Valentia, with atoss
of her beautiful head, by way of giving force to her somewhat
weak logic.

Frank left the room instantly, and met Thurnall in the

passage.

'Well, Headley, it's here before we sent for it, as bad luck
usually is

I know. Letmego' Where isit? Whose house?' asked
Frank in an excited tone.

'Humph " said Thurnall, looking intently at him, ‘that is
just what | shall not tell you.'

'Not tell me.’

‘No, you are too pale, Headley. Go back and get two or
three glasses of wine, and then we will talk of it.

'What do you mean ? ? must go instantly ! It is my duty
—my parishioner !"

"Look here, Headley ! Are you and | to work together in
this business, or are we not ?
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"Why not, in heaven's name ?'

'Then | want you, not for cure, but for prevention. You can
do them 7?20 good when they have once got it. You may pre-
vent dozens from having it in the next four-and-twenty hours,
if you will be guided by me.'

'‘But my business is with their souls, Thurnall.'

'Exactly; to give them the consolations of religion, as
they cdl it. You will give them to the people who have not
taken it. You may bring them safe through it by simply
keeping up their spirits, while if you waste your time on poor
dying wretches——'

'Thurnall, you must not talk so! Twill do al you ask:
but my place is at the death-bed, as well as elsewhere. These
perishing souls are in my cam.’

'And how do you know, pray, that they are perishing?
answered Tom, with something very like a sneer. 'And if
they were, do you honestly believe that any talk of yours can
change in five minutes a character which lias been forming for
years, or prevent a man's going where he ought to go,—which,
| suppose, is the place to which he deserves to go ?

? do,’ sad Frank firmly.

"Well. it is a charitable and hopeful creed. My great
dread was, lest you should kill the poor wretches before their
time, by adding to the fear of cholera the fear of hell. |
caught the methodist parson at that work an hour ago, took
him by the shoulders and shot him out into the street. But
my dear Headley' (and Tom lowered his voice to a whisper),
‘wherever poor Tom Beel' deserved to go to, lie is gone to it
aready. He has been dead this twenty minutes.'

'Tom Beer dead ? One of the finest fellows in the town!
And | never sent for ?

'Don't speak so loud, or they will hear you. ? had no time
to send for you ; and if | had, | should not have sent, for he was
past attending to you from the first. Hebroughtit with him, T
suppose, from C—. Had had warnings for a week, and
neglected them. Now listen to me: that man was but two
hours ill; as sharp a case as | ever saw, even in the West
Indies. Y'ou must summon up al your good sense, and play the
man for a fortnight; for it's coming on the poor souls like
hell!" said Tom between his teeth, and stamped his foot upon
the ground. Frank had never seen him show so much feeling ;
he fancied he could see tears glistening in his eyes.

"1 will, so help me God !" said Frank.

Tom held out his hand, and grasped Frank's.

"1 know you will. You're al right at heart. Only mind
three things : don't frighten them ; don't tire yourself; don't go
about on an empty stomach ; and then we can face the worst
like men. And now go in, and say nothing to these people. If
they take a panic, we shall have some of them down to-night as
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sureasfate. Go in, keep quiet, persuade then) to bolt anywhere
on earth by daylight to-morrow. Then go home, eat ‘a good
surgper', and come across to me; and if I'm out, ??? |eave word
where,

_Frank went back again ; lie found Campbell, who had had
his cue from Tom, urging immediate removal as strongly as he
could, without declaringthe extent of the danger. Valéntiawas
for sending instantly for a ily to the nearest town, and gom? to
stayatawaterln?-placesomeforty miles off. Eldey waswilling
enough at hearf, but hesitated ;" lie knew not, at'the moment,
poor Tellow, where to find the money. His wife knew that she
could borrow of Valentia; but she, too, was agaj nst the place.
The cholerawould be in the air for miles round. The_||ourney
in the hot sun would make the children sick and ill ; and
watering-place lodgingswere such horrid holes, never ventilated,
and full' of smells— people caught fevers at them so often.
Valentia was inclined to treat thiS as ' mother's nonsense ;' but
Major Campbell said gravely that Mrs. Vavasour was perfectly
right asto fact, and herargumentsfull of sound reason ; whereon
Valentia sad that of course if Lucia thought it, Major Camp-
bellhwoulq prove it; and there was no arguing witkpuch Colons
ashe— -

Which Elsley heard, and ground his teeth. Whereon little
Scoutbush criedjoyfully—

'T bave it; ‘why not go by sea? Take the yacht, and qo!
Where™? of course, | have it again. Ton my word 1'm
romy clever, Valentia, in spiteof al your propheCies. Go up

e Welsh coast. Nothing so healthy and airy as aseavoga%e :
sea as smooth as a mill-pond, too, and likely to be.  And then
land, if you like, at Port Madoc, as| meant to do ; and there
aremy roomsat Beddgelert lying'empty. Engaged them aweek
ago, thinking | should be theré by now ; s0 you may aswell
kéep them ared for me. Come, Vaentia, pack up your milli-
nery ! Lucia, get the cradlesr and well_have them all on
board by twelve.  Capital plan, Vavasour, isn't it? and, by
éove,' ,what stunning poetry you will write there under Snow-

on!
But will P/ou not want your rooms yourself, Lord Scout-
bush ?' said Elsley. )

'My dear fellow, never mind me. | shall go across the
country, ? think, see an old friend, and get some otter-huntm%.
Don't think of me till you're there, and then send the yacht
back for me. She must be doing something, you know ; and
the men are only getting drunk “every day hére, Come—no
islrgunjehg_i'_:\bout it, or | shall turn you al out of doors into the
ane,

And the little fellow laughed so good-naturedly, that Eldey
could not help liking him ; “and feeling that he would be both a
fool, and cruel to his family, if he refused so good an offer, he
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gave in to the scheme, and went out to arrange matters : while
bcoutbush went out into the hall with Campbell, and scrambled
into his pea-jacket, to go off to the yacht that moment.

'You'll see to them, there's a good fellow," as they lighted
their cigars at the door. ' That Vavasour is greener than grass,
you know, tant pis for my poor sister.’

"l am not going.'

"Not going ? ) ) )

‘Certainly not; so my rooms will bo at their service; and
you had much better escort them yourself. Ttwill bemuch ess
disagreeable for Vavasour, who knows nothing of commandin
sdlors' or himself, thought the major, 'than’linding himsel
master of your yacht in your absence, and you will"got your
fisging asyou intended.",

“But why are%/ou oing to stay ?

'Oh, | have not half done with'the sea-beasts here. | found
two new ones yesterday,'
~ 'Quaint old beetle-hunter you are, for a 7 who has fought
in half adozen battles !" and " Scoutbush walked on silently for
five minutes.

Suddenly he broke out—

f{Ncrz]igInot! By George, [ cannot; and what's more, | won't!"

r

'Run_away. It will look so—so cowardly, and there's the
truth of it, béfore those line fellows down there: and just as|
am come among them, too! The commander-in-chief to turn
tail at the first shot! Though ? can't be of any use, ? know,
and | should have liked a fortnight's flshln% %, sad hein a
dolorous voice, before %OI ng to bé eaten up withiliesat Varna—
for this Crimean expeditionis all moonshine.’

'‘Don't be too sure of that,’ said Campbell. 'We shall go ;
and some of us who go will never come back, Freddy. ? know
those Kussians better than many, and | have been talking them
over lately with Thurriall, who has been in their service.'

' Has he been at Sevastopol ?

‘No. Almost the only place on earth where he has not
been : but from all he sayS, and from al | know, we are under-
valuing our foes, as usudl, and,shall smart for it!"

"WEll lick them, never fear " _

"Yes; but not at the first round. Scoutbush, your life has
been child's pla%/ as,¥et. You are going now t0 see life in
earnest,—the sort of lite which average people have been living,
in every age and country, since Adams fall; a life of sorrow
and danger, tears and blood, mistake, confusion, and perplexity;
and you will find it a very new sensation ; and, at first, a very
ugly one. All the more reason for doing what good deeds you
can before you go ; for you may have no time I€&ft to do any on
the other Sde of the sea”

Scoutbush was silent awhile.
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Well; I'm afraid of nothing, | hope : only | wish one could
meet this cholera face to face, as one will those Russians, with
a good sword in one's hand, and agood horse between one's
knees ; and have a chance of giving him what he brings, instead
of being kicked off by the cowardly Rockite, no one knows how;
alnd dnot even from behind a turf dyke, but out of the very
clouds.'

'So we al say, in every battle, Scoutbush. Who ever sees
the man who sent the bullet through him? And yet we fight
on. Do you riot think the greatest terror, the only red terror,
inany battle, is the chance shots which come from no oneknows
where, and hit no man can guess whom? If you go to the
Crimea, as you will, you will feel what | felt at the Cape, and
Cabul, and the Punjab, twenty times,—the fear of dying likea
dog, one knew not how.'

,And yet ?7?? fight, Campbell!"

. Of course you will, and take your chanco. Do so now !

By Jove, Campbell—I always it--you're the most sen-

shble man | ever met; and, by Jove, the doctor comes the next.
My sister shall have the yacht, and I'll go up to Penalva.'
. You will do two good deeds at once, then,' said the mgjor.
You will dowhat isright, and you will give heart to many a
p?orrfwretch here. Believe me, Scoutbush, you will never repent
of this.'

'By Jove, it always does one good to hear you talk in that
way, Campbell ! One feels—I don't know—so much of a man
when one iswith you ; not that | shan't take uncommonly good
care of myself, old fellow; that is but fair : but as for running
away, as | said, why—why—why, | can't, and so | won't!"

By the by, said the major, 'there isone thing which | have
forgotten, arid which they will never recollect. Is the yacht
victualled—with fresh meat and green stuff, | mean ?'

.Whew —w—'

? will go back, borrow a lantern, and fora%ge in the garden,
like an old campaigner. | have cut a salad with my sword
before now.'

And made it in your helmet, with macassar sauce? And
the two went their ways.

Meanwhile, before they had left the room, anotable conversa-
tion had beenadqoing on between Valentia and Headley.

Headley had re-entered the room so much paler than hewent
out, that everybody noticed his altered looks. Valentia chose
to attribute them to fear.

So!  Are you returned from the sick man aready, Mr.
He,g;\dley ?' asked she, in a marked tone.

“? have been forbidden by the doctor to go near him at
present, Miss &. Just,’ said he quietly, but in a sort of under-
voice, which hinted that he wished her to ask no more questions.
A shade passed over her forehead, and she began chatting rather
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noisily to the rest of the party, till Elsey, her brother, and
ampbell went out.

Vaentia looked up at him, expecting him to go too. Mrs.
Vavasour began bustling about the room, collecting little valu-
ables, and looking over her shoulders at the now unwelcome
guest. But Frank leant back in a cosy arm-chair, and did not
stir.  His hands were clasped on his knees; he seemed lost in
thought; very pae: but there was a firm st look about his
lips which attracted Valentia's attention. Once he looked up in
Valentia's face, and saw that she was looking at him. A flush
came over his cheeks for a moment, and then he seemed as im-
passive as ever. What could he want there? How very gauche
and rude of him; so unlike him, too! And she sad, civilly
enough, to him, 'l fear, Mr. Headley, we must begin packing
up now.'

"I fear you must, indeed," answered lig, as if starting from a
dream, lie spokein atone, and with alook, which made both
Ejhe t\J/vomen start; for what they meant it was impossible to

oubt.

ﬂ fear you must. | have foreseen it a long time; and so, |
fear' (and lierose from his seat), 'must |, unless I mean to be very
rude. You will at least take away with you the knowledge
that you have given to one person's existence, at least for a few
weeks, pleasure more intense than he thought earth could hold.'

*? trust that pretty compliment was meant for me,' said
Lucia, haf playful, half reﬁroving.

'I| am sure that it ought not to have been meant for me/’
said Vaentia, more downright than her sister. Both could see
for whom it was meant, by the look of passionate worship which
Frank fixed on a face which, after all, seemed made to be
worshipped.

| trust that neither of you,' answered he quietly, 'think me
impertinent enough to pretend to make love, asit is called, to
Miss S. Just. | know who sheis, and who ? am. Gentleman
as | am, and the descendant of gentlemen' (and Frank looked a
little proud, as he spoke, and very handsome), '| see clearly
enough the great gulf fixed between us; and | like it; for it
enables me to say truth which ? otherwise dare not have
spoken ; as a brother might say it to a sister, or a subject to a
queen. Either analogy will do equally well, and equally ill.'

Frank, without the least intending it, had taken up the very
strongest military position. Let a man once make a woman
understand, or fancy, that he knows that he is nothing to her ;
and confess boldly that there is a great gulf fixed between them,
which he has no mind to bridge over: and then there is little
that he may not say or do, for good or for evil.

Arid therefore it was that Lucia answered gently, ' | am sure
you are not well, Mr. Headley. The excitement of the night
nas been too much for you,'
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To | look excited, my clear madam T he answered quietly ;
" | assure you that | am as calm as a man must be who believes
that he has hut a few days to live, and trusts, too, that when he
dies, he will be infinitély happier than he has ever been on
earth, and lay down an office which he has never discharged
otherwise than ill; which has been to him a constant source of
shame and sorrow.' ] ] . o

Do not speak so!' said Vaentia, with her Irish impetuous
generosn?/; 'you are unjust to yourself. We have watched
you, felt for you, honoured you, even when we differed from
you.'—What 'more she would have said, | know not, but at that
moment Eldey's peevish voice was heard calling over the stairs,
"Lucia! Lucia!® ) . . )

Oh dear ! He will wake the children !" cried Lumg, looking
at her sister, as much asto say, ‘how can | leave you ~

"Run, run, my dear creature!' sad Vaentia, with a self-
confident smile: and the two were left alone.

The moment that Mrs. Vavasour quitted the room there
vanished from Frank's face that intense look of admiration
which had made even Valentia uneasy. He dropped his eyes,
and his voice faltered as he spoke again. He acknowledged the
change in their position, and Vaentia saw that he did So, and
liked"him the better for i,

'| shall not repeat, Miss &. Just, now that we are alone,
what | said just now of the pleasure which L have had during
the last month. | am not poetica, or ﬁlven to string metaphors
together ; and T could on Y go over the same dull words once
more. But | could ask, if T were not asking too much, leave to
;]J_rolong at least a shadow of that pleasureto the last moment,
That | shall die shortly, and of this cholera, is with me a fixed
|deabwh|ch nothing Can remove. No, madam—it is useless to
combat it!  But had ? anything, by which to the last moment |
could bring back to my fancy what has been its sunlight for so
long ; even if it were a’scrap of the hem of your garment, a[Y'e,
a gran of dust off your feet—(_<od forgivé me!” He and His
mercy ought to be énough to keep me up; but one's weakness
mayf et|excused for clinging to such dight floating straws of
comfort.

Valentia Paused, startled, and yet affected. How she had
Rlayed with this deep pure heart' " And yet, was it pure? Did

e wish, by exciting her pity, to trick hef into giving him what
he might choose to Consider ‘a token of affection ?

And she answered coldly enough— ] )

'l should be sorry, aftef what you have just said, to chance
hurting you by refusing. | put it to %our own good feeling—
have you not asked somewhat too much ? )

' Certainly too much, madam, in any common case' sad he,
quite unmoved. ' Certainly too much, if | asked you for it, as
I do not, as the token of ani affection which | know well you do
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not, cannot feel. But—take my words as they stand—were you
to—it would be returned if | die, in afew weeks ; and returned
gill sooner if ? live. And, madam," said he, lowering his voice,
"I vow to you, before Him who sees us both, that, as tar as | am
concerned, no human being shall ever know of the fact.'

Frank had at last touched the wrong chord.

'"What, Mr. Headley ? Can you think that | am to have
secrets in common with you, or with any other man ? No, sir!
If | granted your request, | should avow it as openly as | shall
refuse it.'

And she turned sharply toward the door.

Frank Headley was naturally a shy man : but extreme need
sometimesbhestowsonshynessamiracul ousreadiness—(elsewhy,
in thelong run, do the shy men win the best wives? which isa
fact, and may be proved by statistics, at least as well as any-
thing else can) so he quietly stepped to Vaentin's side, and said
in alow voice—

"Y ou cannot avow the refusal half as proudly as | shall avow
the request, if you will but wait till your .sister's return. Both
are unnecessary, T think : but it will only be an honour to me
to confess that, poor curate as | am——'

Hush" and Valentia walked quietly up to the table, and
began turning over the leaves of a book, to gain time for her
softened heart and puzzled brain.

In live minutes Frank was beside her again. The book was
Tennyson's Princess. She had wandered—who can tell why ?—
to that last exquisite scene, which al know; and as Valentia
read, Frank quietly laid a linger on the book, and arrested her
eyes at last—

"If you be, what | think you, some sweet dream,
Stobp down, 'and seem 1o kibs rne ere | dié I

Valentia shut the book up hurriedly and angrily. A moment
after she had made up her mind what to do, and with the
dightest gesture in the world, motioned Frank proudly and
coldly to follow her back into the window. Had she been a
country girl, she would have avoided the ugly matter ; but she
was a woman of the world enough to see that she must, for her
own sake and his, talk it out reasonably.

"What do you mean, Mr. Headley ? I mustask! You told me
just now that you had no intention of making love to me.'

"I told you the truth,” said he, in his quiet impassive voice.
‘I fixed on these lines as a pis alter ; and they have done al,
and more than | wished, by bringing you back here for at least
a moment,’

'And do you suppose—you speak like a rational man,
therefore | must treat you as one—that | can grant your
request ?
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"Why not ? It is an uncommon one. If | have guessed your
character aright, you are able to do uncommon things. Had |
thought you enslaved by etiquette, and by the fear of a world
which you can make bow at your feet if you will, ? should not
have asked you. But'—and here his voice took a tone of
deepest earnestness—'grant it—only grant it, and you shall
never repent it. Never, never, never will | cast one shadow
over alight which has been so glorious, so life-giving ; which |
watched with delight, and yet lose without regret. = Go your
way, and (jlod be with you’ | go mine; grant me but a fort-
night's f;gopmess, and then let what will come !" .

He had conquered. The quiet earnestness of the voice, the
child-like simplicity of the manner, of which every word con-
veyed the most delicate flattery—yet, she could see, without
intending to flatter, without an afterthought—all these had
won the impulsive Irish nature. For al the dukes and mar-
quises in Belgravia she would not have doneit; for they would
have meant more than they said, even when theﬁ spoke more
clumsily: but for the plain country curate she hesitated, and
asked herself, "What shall | %ive him ? o

The rose from her bosom? No. That was too significant at
once, and too common place ; besides, it might wither, and he
find an excuse for not restoring it. It must be something valu-
able, stately, formal, which lie must needs return. And she
drew olf a diamond hoop, and put it quietly into his hand.

"You promise to return it ?

'| promised Ion?_ ago' _

He took it, and lifted it—she thought that he was going to
ress it to hislips. Instead, he put it to his forehead, bowing
orward, and moved it slightly.” She saw that he made with it

the sign of the Cross. . _

'? thank you,'" he said, with a look of quiet gratitude. 'l
expected as ‘much, when you came to understan m(}/ request.
Again, thank you !" and he drew back humbly, and left her
there alone; while her heart smote her bitterly for dl the
foolish encouragement which she had given to one so tender,
and humble, and delicate and true.

And so did Frank Headley get what he wanted ; by that
plain earnest simplicity, which has more power (let worldlings

ride themselves as t eY will on their knowledge of women
han &l the cunning wiles of the most experienced rake; an

only by aFt])_mg which, after all, can the rake conquer. It was a
strange thing for Valentia to do, no doubt; but the strange
things which are done in the world (which are some millions
daily) are just what keep the world dive.
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CHAPTER XVII
BAALZKBUB'S nakquur

THE next day there were three cholera cases; the day after
there were thirteen.

He had come at last, Baalzebub, god of flies, and of what
flies are bred from ; to visit his sdf-blinded worshippers, and
bestow on them his own Cross of the Legion of Dishonour. He
had come suddenly, capriciously, sportixely, as he sometimes
comes ; as he had come to Newcastle the summer before, while
%et the rest of England was untouched. He had wandered al

ut harmless about the West-country that summer ; as if his
maw had been full glutted iive years before, when he sat for
many a week upon the Dartmoor hills, amid the dull brown
haze, and sunburnt bents, and dried-up water-courses of white
duséy granite, looking far and wide over the plague-struck
land, and listening to the dead-bell booming all day long in
Tavistock churchyard. But he was come at last, with appetite
more fierce than ever, and had cla tod aside to seize on Aber-
alva, and not to let iédgo till lie had sucked his fill.

And all men moved about the streets slowly, fearfully ; con-
scious of some awful unseen presence, which might spring on
them from round everY corner ; some dreadful inevitable spell,
which lay upon them like a nightmare weight ; and walked to
and fro warily, looking anxiously into each other's faces, not to
ask, 'How areyou?' but '"How am | ?' 'J)o | look as if -- 2
and Planced up ever and anon restlessly, as if they expected to
see, like the Greeks, in their tainted camp by Troy, the pitiless
Sun-%)od shooting his keen arrows down on beast and man.

All night long the curdled cloud lay low upon the hills,
wrapping in its hot blanket the sweltering breathless town ;
and rolled off sullenly when the sun rose high, to let him pour
down his glare, and quicken into evil life al evil things. For
Baalzebub is a sunny fiend ; and loves not storm and tempest.
thunder, and lashing rains; but the broad bright sun, ana
broad blue sky, under which he can take his pastime merrily,
and laugh at al the shame and agony below ¢ and, as he did at
his great banquet in New Orleans once, madden dl hearts the
more by the contrast between the pure heaven above and the
foul hell below.

And up and down the town the foul fiend sported, now here,
now there ; snapping daintily at unexpected victims, as if to
make confusion worse confounded ; to belie Thurnall's theories
and prognostics, and harden the hearts of fools by fresh excuses
for believing that he had nothing to do with drains and water ;
that hewas' only '— suchanonly ! —'theVisitation of God.'



Xvn BAALZEBUB'S BANQUET 285

He has taken old Beer's second son ; and now he clutches at
the old man himself ; then across the street to (Jentleman Jan,
his eldest; but heisdriven out from both houses by chloride of
Iimhe_I and peat dust, and the colony of the Beers lias peace
awhile.

Alas! there are victims enough and to spare beside them, too
ready for the sacrifice, and up the main street he goes un-
abashed, springing in at one door and at another, on either side
of the street, but fondest of the western side, where the hill
dopes steeply down to the house-backs.

He fleshes his teeth on every kind of prey. The drunken
cobbler dies, of course; but spotless cleanliness and sobriety
does not save the mother of seven children, who has been
soaking her brick floor daily with water from a poisoned well,
defiling where she meant to clean. Youth does not save the
buxom lass, who has been tilling herself, as girls will do, with
unripe fruit; nor innocence the two fair children who were
sailing their feather-boats yesterday in the quay-pools, as they
have sailed them for three years past, and found no hurt; piety
does not save the bedridden old dame, bedridden in the lean-to
garret, who moans, ' It isthe Lord " and dies. Itis'the Lord’
to her, though Baalzebub himself be the angel of release.

And yet all the while sots and fools escape where wise men
fall 5 weakly women, living amid all wretchedness, nurse, un-
harmed, strong men who have breathed fresh air all day Of
one word of Scripture at least Baalzebub is mindful , for 'one
is taken and another left.'

Htill, thereisamethod in his seeming madness. Hiseyefalls
on ablind aley, running back from the main street, backed at
the upper end by a high wall of rock. There is a Godsend for
him--a devil's-send, rather, to speak plain truth; and in he
dashes « and never leaves that court, let brave Tom wrestle with
him as he may, till he has taken one from every house.

That court belonged to Treluddra, the old fish-jowder. He
must do something. Thurnall attacks him ; Major Campbell,
‘Headley ; the neighbours join in the cry ; for there is no mis-
taking cause and effect there, and no one bears a great love to
him ; besides, terrified and conscience-stricken men are glad of
a scapegoat; and some of those who were his stoutest backers
in the vestry are now, in their terror, the loudest against him,
ready to impute the whole cholera to him. Indeed, old Beer is
ready todeclarethat it was Treluddra'sfish-heapswhich poisoned
him and his; s0, al but mobbed, the old sinner goes up—to set
the houses to rights? No ; to curse the whole lot for a set of
pigs, and order them to clean the place out themselves, or he
will turn them into the street. He is one of those base natures,
whom fact only lashes into greater fury—a Pharaoh whose heart
the Lord himself can only harden; such men there are, and
women, too, grown gray in lies, to reap at last the fruit of lies.
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But he carries back with him to hisfish-heapsa little invisible
somewhat which he did not bring ; and ere nightfall heis dead
hideously, he, his wife, his son; and now the Beers are down
again, and the whole neighbourhood of Treluddra's house iswild
with dISg#StI ng agony.

Now the fiend is hovering round the fish-curing houses ; but
turns back, disgusted with the pure scent of the tanyard, where
not hides, but nets are barked ; skips on board of abrigin the
quay-pool; and a poor collier's 'prentice dies, and goes to his
own place. What harm has he done? Is it hissin that, ill-fed
and well-beaten daily, he has been left to deep on board, just
opposite the sewer's mouth, in a berth some four feet long by
two feet high and broad ?

Or is it that poor girl's sin who was just now in Hcal€e's shop,
talking to Miss Heale safe and sound, that she is carried back
into it, in half an hour's time, faintinP, shrieking ? One must
draw a veil over the too hideous details.

No, not her fault; but there, at least, the curse has not come
without a cause. For she is Tardrew's daughter.

But whither have we got ? How long has the cholerabeen in
Aberalva? Five days, five minutes, or five years? How many
suns have risen and set since Frank Headley put into his bosom
Vaentias pledge ?

It would be hard for him to tell, and hard for many more;
for al the days have passed as in a fever dream. To cowards
the time has seemed endless ; and every moment, ere their term
shall come, an age of terror, of self-reproach, of superstitious
prayers and cries, which are not repentance. And to some
cowards, too, the days have seemed but as a moment; for they
have been drunk day and night.

Strange and hideous, yet true.

It has now become a mere common-place, the strange power
which great crises, pestilences, famines, revolutions, invasions,
have to cal out in their highest power, for evil and for good
alike, the&oassions and virtues of man ; how, during their stay,
the most desperate recklessness, the most ferocious crime, side
by sde with the most heroic and unexpected virtue, are followed
generaly by a collapse and a moral death, alike of virtue and
of vice.  We should explain thisnowadays, and not ill, by saying
that these crises put the human mind into a state of exaltation;
but the truest explanation, after dl, lies in the old Bible belief,
that in these times there goes abroad the unquenchable fire of
God, literally kindling up al men's hearts to the highest activity,
and showing, by the light of their own strange deeds, the inmost
recesses of thelr spirits, till those spirits burn down again, self-
consumed, while the chaff and stubble are left as ashes, not
vaudess after al, as manure for some future crop; and the
pure gold, if gold there be, alone renains behind.

Even so it was in Aberava during that fearful week. The
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drunkards drank more; the swearers swore more than ever;
the unjust shopkeeper clutched more greedily than over at the
last few scraps of mean gain which remained for him this dde
the grave; the selfish Wraﬂped themselves up mare brutally
than"ever in selfishness; the shameless women. mingled des-
ngte debauchery with fits of frantic superstition;” and all
souls cried out together,'Let us eat and drink, for to-
mOérow we dleb!‘ g ossessed
ut many a brave man and many a weary woman
their souls |¥1 patience, and Avorked on, and%ound that astheir
day their strength should be. And to them the days seemed
shct)rt i Pctieed ; for there was too much to be donein them for any
note of time.

Headle{_ and_Campbell, Grace and old Willis, and last, but
not least, Tom Thurnall, these and three or four brave women
organised themselves into a right gallant and well-disciplined
band, and commenced at once a visifation from house to house,
saving thereby, doubtless, many alife; but ere eéght—and—forty
hours were passed, the house visitation languished. It was as
much as they could do to attend to the acuté cases.

And little'Scoutbush ? He could not nurse, nor doctor; but
what he could, he did. He bought, and fetched al that money
could procure. He galoped over to the justices, and obtained
such summary powers as he could ; and then, like a true Irish-
man, exceeded them recklesdly, br_eakm%mto premises right and
left, in an utterly burglariousfashion ; he organised his fatigue-
party, as he called them, of Scaven?(ers, and paid the cowardly
cladsfive shillings aday each to work at removing al remoyable
nuisances ; hewalked up and down the streets for hours, giving
the sailors cigars from his own case, just to show them that he
was not afraid, and therefore they need not be: and if it was
somewhat his fault that the horse was stolen, he at least did his
best after the event to shut the stable-door. The five red
workerstoiled on, meanwhile, in perfect harmony and implicit
obedience to the all-knowing Tom, but with the most different
inward feelings. Four of them seemed to forget death and
danger; but each remembered them in his own fashion.

Major Campbell longed to die, and courted death. Frank
believed that he should die, and was ready for death. Grace
longed to die, but knew that she should not die till she had
found Tom's bet, and was content to wait. Willis was of
opinion that an ' ofd man must die some day, and somehow,—as
good one way as another ;' and al his concern was to run about
after his maid, seeing that she did not tire herself, and obeying
al her orders with sailor-like precision and cleverness.

And Tom ? He just thought nothi n? about death and danger
at dl. Always smiling, aways cheerful, always busy, yet never
in a hurrv, he went up and down, seemingly ubiquifous. Seep
he got when he could, and food as often as he could ; into the
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sea he legpt, morning and night, and came out fresher every
time ; the only person in the town who seemed to grow hedlthier,
and actually happier, as the work went on.

You really must be careful of yourself,’ said Campbell at
last. You carry no charmed life.’

'My dear sir, | am the most cautious and selfish man in the
town. | am I|V|ng by rule; | have got—and what greater
pleasure >—a good stand-up flght with an old enemy ; and be
sure | shall keep myself in condition for it. | have written off
for help to the Board of Health, and ? shall not be shoved against
the ropes till the government man comes down.’

'‘And then?'

'l shall goto bed and d for a month. Never mind me;
but mind yourself : and mincl that curate » he's anoble brick—
if al parsons in England were like him, I'd—What's here now ?

Mlss Heale came shrieking down the street.

"O Mr. Thurnall ! MissTardrew ! Miss Tardrew !

' Screaming will only make you ill, too, miss. Where is Miss
Tardrew’P'

?In the surgery,—and my mother !"

'l expected this,' said Tom. 'The old man will go next.'

He went into the surgery. The poor girl was in collapse
dready. Mrs. Hede was lying on the sofa, stricken. The old
man hanging over her, brandy bottle in hand.

Put away that trash !" cried Tom ; "you've had too much

aregady.’

70 Mr. Thurnall, she's dying, and | shall die too !"

"You ! you were al right this morning.'

.But | shall die; I know | shall, and go to hell!"

"Youll go where you ought: and if you give way to this
miserable cowardice, you'll go soon enough. Walk out, sir!
Makeyourself of some use, and forget yourfear' Leave Mrs.
Hedle to me!

The wretched old man obeyed him, utterly cowed, and went
out; but not to be of use: he had been helpless boozy from
thefirst—half to fortify his body against infection, half to fortify
his heart against conscience. Torn had never reproached him
for his share in the public folly. Indeed, Tom had never re-

roached a single soul. Poor wretches who had insulted him
ad sent for h|m with abject shrieks. O doctor, doctor, save
me! Oh, forgive me! oh, if I'd minded what you said! Oh,
dontthlnk of what | sad 1" And Tom had answered cheerfully,
Tut-tut; never mind what might have been; let's feel your

pulse,

Byit though Tom did not reproach Hedle, Heale reproached
himself. He had just conscience enough |eft to feel tne whole
weight of his abused re?onsblllty, exag% erated and defiled by
superstitious horror ; maudlin tipgr, he wandered about the
dreet, moaning that he had murdered his wife, arid al the town,
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and asking pardon of every one he met; till seeing one of the
meeting-houses open, he staggered in, inthe vaguehopeof com-
fort which he knew_he did not deserve. )

. In half an hour Tom was down the street again to Headley's.
‘“Whereis MissHarvey ?

"At the Beers.' ] o

' She must go up to Headl€'s instantly. The mother will die.
Those cases of panic seldom recover. And Miss Heale may ver
likely follow her. She has shrieked and sobbed herself into it,
Poor fool! and Grace must go to her at once; she may bring her
0 common sense and courage, and that is the only chance.”

i Grace went, and literally talked and prayed Miss Heale into
[ ain.

(?\a(gou are an angel,' said Tom to her that very evening, when
he found the girl past danger.
~ Mr. Thurnall!" said Grace, in atone of sad and most mean-
ing reproof.

But you are! And these owls are not worthy of you.'

"Thisis no time for such language, sir! After dl, what am
| doi n%more than you? And Grace went upstairs again, with
a cold hard countenance which belied utterly the heart within.

That was the critical night of al. The disease seemed to have
done itsworst in the likeliest spots : but cases of panic increased
all the aftenioon ; and the gross number was greater than ever.
~ Tomdid not delay inquiringinto the cause; and he discovered
it. Headley, coming out the next morning, after two hours
fitful deep, met him at the gate” his usual business-liketrot was
exchanged for afierceandhurried stamp. When he saw Frank,
he st_opBed short, and burst out into a story which was hardly
intelligible, so interlarded was it with oaths.

For Heaven's sake! Thurnall, cam yourself, and do not
sweatrhso f’)r‘lghtfully ; itissounlikeyou! “"What can have upset
yoy thus? )

i lJWhy should | not curse and swear in the street,’ gasped he,
while every fellow who cals himself a preacher is alowed to
do it in thepulpit with impunity ! Fine him five shillings for
every curse, as you might, if people had courage and common
sensg, and then comPIaln of me! | amafool, T know, though.
But | cannot stand it! = To haveall m%worl_( undone by a brutal
ignorant fanatic ! It istoo much? Here, if you will believe it,
are those preaching fellows getting up a revival, or some such
invention, just to make money out of the cholera! They have
got down a great gun from the county town. Twice a-day th
are\preaching at them, telling them that it is all God's wrat
against their ans e that it isimpious to interfere, and that | am
fighting against God, and the end of the world Is coming, and
they and the devil only know what. If | meet one of them, I'll
wring his neck, and be hanged for it! O you parsons! you
parsons !' and Tom ground his teeth with rage.
U T. Y. A
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'Isit possble? How did you find this out ?\

'Mrs. Hede had been in, listening to their howling, just
before she was taken. Heale went in when | turned him out
of doors: came homeraving mad, andisall but blue now. Three
ca=s of women have | had this morning, all frightened into
cholera, by their own confession, by last night's tomfoolery.
Came home howling, fainted, and were taken before morning.
One is dead, the other two will die. You must stop it, or |
shdl have half a dozen more to-night! Go into the meeting,
and curse the cur to his face !'

? cannot,’ cried Frank, with a gesture of despair, ' | cannot!”

‘Ah, your cloth forbids you, 1 suppose, to enter the non-
conformist opposition shop,’

"You areunjust, Thurnall! What are such rules at amoment
like this? I'd break them, and the bishop would hold me guilt-
less But | cannot speak to these people. | have 720 elogquence
—no readiness—they do not trust me—would not believe me—
God help me!" and Frank covered his face with his hands, and
burst into tears.

"Not that, for Heaven's sake!" said Tom, ' or we shall have
Kou blue next, my good fellow. I'd go myself, but they'd not

ear me, for certain; | am no Christian, | suppose; at leat, |
cant talk their dang—but | know who can! Well send
Campbell! '\ ] ]

Frank hailed the suggestion with rapture, and away they
went; but they had an hour's good search from sufferer to
sufferer before they found the major.

He heard them quietly. A severe gloom settled over hisface.
"I will go,' said he.

At six o'clock that evening the meeting-housewasfillingwith
terrifiedwomen, and half-curious, half-sneeringmen; and among
them the tall figure of Major Campbell, in his undress uniform
(which he had put on, wisely, to give a certain dignity to his
mission), stalked in, and took his seat in the back benches.

The sermon was what he expected. There is no need to
transcribe it.  Such discourses may be heard often enough in
churchesaswell as chapels. The ﬁreacher's object seemed to be
—for some purpose or other which we have no right to judge—
to excite in his hearers the utmost intensity of sdlfish fear, by
language which certainly, as Tom had said, came under the law
against profane cursing and swearing. He described the next
world in language which seemed a strange jumble of Virgil's
jEneid, the Koran, the dreams of those rabbis who crucified our
Lord, and of those media}val inquisitors who tried to convert
sinners (and on their own ground, neither illogically nor over-
harshly) by making this world for a few hours as like as pos-
shle to what, so they held, God was going to make the world to
come for ever. .

At lagt he stopped suddenly, when he saw that the animal
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excitement was at the very highest, and called on al who felt
' convinced' to come forward and confess their sins.

In another minute there would have been (as there have been
ere now) four or five young girls raving and tossing upon the
floor, in mad terror and excitement; or, possibly, half the con-
gregation ml%ht have rushed out (as a congregation has rushed
out ere now) headed by the preacher himself, and ran headlong
down to the quay pool, with shrieks and shouts, declaring that
they had cast the devil out of Betsy Pennington, and were
hunting him into the sea; but Campbell saw that the madness
must be stopped at once, and rising, he thundered, in a voice
which brought al to their sensesin a moment—

“Stop ! 1, too, have a sermon to preach to you ; | trust | am
a Christian man, and that not of last year's making, or the year
‘before.  Follow me outside, if you be rational beings, and let me
tell you the truth—God'struth! Men!" he said, with an em-
phasis on the word, you, at least, will give me afair hearing,
and you too, modest married women ! Leave that fellow with
the shameless hussies who like to go into fits at his feet.’

The appeal was not in vain. The soberer majority followed
him out; the insane minoritK soon followed, in the mere hope
of fresh excitement; while the preacher was fain to come aso,
to guard his nock from the wolf. Campbell sprang upon a
Iarge block of stone, and taking off his cap, opened his mouth,
and spake unto them.

Readers will doubtless desire to hear what Major Campbell
said: but they will be disappointed ; and perhaps it is better
for them that they should be. Let each of them, if they think
it worth while, write for themselves a discourse fitting for a
Christian man, who loved and honoured his Bible too much to
find in a few scattered texts, all misinterpreted, and some mis-
translated, excuses for denying fact, reason, common justice,
the voice of God in his own moral sense, and the whole remainder
of the Bible from beginning to end.

Whatsoever words he spoke they came home to those wild
hearts with power. And when he paused, and looked intently
into the faces of hisauditory, to see what effect he was produc-
inﬁ, a murmur of assent and admiration rose from the crowd,
which had now swelled to half the population of the town.
And no wonder; no wonder that, as the men were enchained
by the matter, so were the women by the manner. The grand
head, like a gray (r;ranite peak against the clear blue sky ; the
tall figure, with al its martial stateliness and ease; the gesture
of hislong arm, so graceful, and yet so self-restrained ; thetones
of his voice, which poured from beneath that proud moustache,
now tender as a girl's, now ringing like a trumpet over roof and
sa  There were old men there, old beyond the years of man,
who sad they had never seen nor heard the like: but it must
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be like what their fathers had told them of, when John Wedey,
on the cliffs of &. Ives, out-thundered the thunder of the gde.
To Grace he seemed one of the old Scotch Covenanters of whom
she had read, risen from the dead to preach there from his rock
beneath the great temple of God's air, awider and a juster creed
than theirs. Frank drew Thurnall's arm through his, and
whispered, '| shall thank you for this to my dying day:' but
Thurnall held down his head. He seemed deeply moved. At
lagt, half to himself—

"Humph! | believe that between this man and that girl
you will make a Christian even of me someday !"

But the lull was only for amoment. For Major Campbell,
looking round, discerned among the crowd the preacher,
whispering and scowling amid a knot of women ; and a sudden
fit of righteous wrath came over him.

' Stand out there, sir, you preacher, and look me in the face,
if you can!" thundered he. 'We are here on common ground
as free men, beneath God's heaven and God's eye. Stand out,
dr! and answer me if you can ; or be for ever silent!” .

Haf in unconscious obedience to the soldier-like word oi
command, half in jealous rage, the preacher stepped forward,
gasping for breath—

"Don't listen to him! He is a messenger of Satan sent to
damn you—a lying prophet! Let the Lord judge between me
gnd h_iml! Stop your ears—a messenger of Satan—a Jesuit in

isguise!’

You lie, and you know that you liel' answered Campbell,
twirling dowly his long moustache, as he aways did when
choking down indignation. 'But you have called on the Lord
to judge; so do I. Listen to me, sirl Dare you, in the
presence of God, answer for the words which you have spoken
thisday?

A strange smile came over the preacher's face.

'? read rny title clear, sir, to mansions in the skies. Well for
you if you could do the same''

Was it only the setting sun, or was it some inner light from
the depths of that gﬁ&'ﬂt spirit, which shone out in al his coun-
tenance, and filled his eyes with awful inspiration, as he spoke,
in avoice cam and swest, sad and regretful, and yet terrible
from the dow distinctness of every vowel and consonant ?

"Mansions in the skies? You need not wait till then, sr, for
the presence of God. Now, here, you and | are before God's
judgment-seat. Now, here, | call on you to answer to Him for
the innocent lives which you have endangered and destro%ed,
for the innocent souls to whom you have dandered their
heavenly Father by your devil's doctrines thisday ! You have
sad it.  Let the Lord judge between you and me. He knows
best how to make His judgment manifest.’

He bowed his head awhile, asif overcome by the awful words



XVH BAALZEBUB'S BANQUET 293

which he had uttered, almost in spite of himself, and then
stepped slowly down from the stone, and passed through the
crowd, which reverently made way for him ; while many voices
cried, Thank you, sir!" Thank you!' and old Captain Willis,
stepping forward, held out his hand to him, a quiet pride in his
gray eye.

“Y ou will not refuse an old fighting man's thanks, sir ! This
has been like Elijah's day with Badl's priests on Carmel.’

Campbell shook his hand in silence: but turned suddenly, for
another and a coarser voice caught his ear. It was Jones, the
lieutenant's.

'‘And now, my lads, take the methodist parson, neck and
heels, and heave him into the quay pool, to think over his
summons!’

Campbell went back instantly. 'No, my dear sir, let me en-
treat you for my sske. What has passed lias been too terrible
to me already ; if it lias done any good, do not let us spail it by
breaking the law.'

"I believe you're right, sir. but my blood is up, and no
wonder. Why, where is the preacher 7

He had stood quite still for several minutes after Campbell's
adjuration. He had, often, perhaps, himself hurled forth such
words in the excitement of preaching ; but never before had he
heard them pronounced in spirit and in truth. And as he stood,
Thurnall, who had his doctor's eye on him, saw him turn paler
arid more pale. Suddenly he clenched his teeth, and stooped
slightly forwards for a moment, drawing his breath. Thurnall
walked quickly and steadily up to him.

“Gentleman Jan and two other riotous fellows had already
laid hold of him, more with the intention of frightening, than of
reall% ducking him. ) _ )

'Don't! don't!" cried he, looking round with eyes wild—but
not with terror. i ) o

'Hands off, my good lads,' said Tom quietly. 'This is my
business now, not yours, | can tell you.' i )

And passing the preacher's arm through his own, with a
serious face, Tom led him off into the house at the back of the
chapel. ) )

In two hours more lie was blue; in four he was a corpse.
The judgment, as usual, had needed no miracle to enforce it.

Tom went to Campbell that night, and apprised him of the
fact. 'Those words of yours went through him, sr, like a
Minie bullet. | was afraid of what would happen when | heard
them.'

"So was |, the moment after they were spoken. But, sir, |
felt a power upon me—you may think it a fancy—that there
was no resisting.'

"1 dare impute no fancies, when | hear such truth and reason
as you spoke upon that stone, sr.'
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' Then you do not blame me ? asked Campbell, with a sub-
dued, dmost deprecatory voice, such as Thurnall had never
heard in him before.

'The man deserved to die, and he died, sr. It iswedl that
there are some means left on earth of punishing offenderswhom
the law cannot touch,'

"It is an awful responsibility,’

'Not more awful than killing a man in battle, which we both
have done, sir, and yet have felt no sting of conscience.’

"An awful responsibility ill.  Yet what elseis life made up
of, from morn to night, but of deeds which may earn heaven or
hell? . . . Wdl, as he did to others, so was it done to him.
God forgive him ! At least, our cause will be soon tried and
judged : thereislittle fear of my not meeting him again—soon
enough." And Campbell, with a sad amile, lay back in his chair
and was silent.

'My dear gr,' said Tom, 'alow me to remind you, after this
excitement comes a collapse ; and that is not to be trilled with
just now. Medicine | dare not give you. Food | must.'

Campbell shook his head.

"Y ou must go now, my dear fellow. It is now half-past ten,
and | will be a Pennington's at one o'clock, to see how he goes
on : so you need not go there. And, meanwhile, | must take a
litttlemedicine.'

- 'Major, you are not going to doctor yourself? cried
om.

'There is a certain medicine caled prayer, Mr. Thurnall—an
old specific for the heartache, as you will find one day—which
| have been neglecting much of late, and which ? must return
to in earnest before midnight. Good-bye, God bless and keep
you I' And the major retired to his bedroom, and did not stir
off his knees for two full hours. After which he went to Pen-
nington's, and thence somewhere else ; and Tom met him at four
o'cock that morning musing amid unspeakable horrors, quiet,
genia, amost cheerful.

"You are aman,’ said Tom to himself; 'and | fancy at times
something more than a man ; more than me at least.’

Tom was right in his fear that after excitement would come
collapse ; but wrong as to the person to whom it would come.
\rﬁ\_/hen he arrived at the surgery door, Headley stood waiting for

im.

"Anything fresh? Have you seen the Hedles ?

"1 have been praying with them. Don't be frightened. |
am not likely to torget the lesson of this afternoon.’

"Then go'to bed. It is full twelve o'clock.’

) 'hNot yet, | fear. | want you to see old Willis. All is not
right.'

Ah! | thought the poor dear old man would kill himself.
He has been working too hard, and presuming on his salor's
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ower of tumbling in and taking a dog's nap whenever he
pl , ] g 0gS nap

'| have warned him again and ﬁaln: but he was workin
so magnificently, that one had hardly heart to stop him.  An
besde, nothing would part him from_his maid.'

L (?]Qn't wonder at that,’ quoth Tom to himsdf. 'Is she
with him r

"No : hefound himsdlf ill; dipped home on some pretence ;
and will not hear of our telling her.' ]

"Noble old fellow ! Caring for every one but himself to the
last.! Andthey wentin. ) . ]

It was one of those rare ¢ fatal, yet merciful withal, in
which the poison seems to saize th e very centre of the life, and
thJ preclude the chance of lingering torture, by one deadening

ow.
The old man _lay paralysed, cold, pulseless, but quite collected
and cheerful. Tom looked, inquired, shook his head, and called
for ahot bath of sat and water. ]
. 'Véarmth we must have, somehow. Anything to keep the
ireaight.
, 'Wr?y 90, §r ? asked the old man. °The fire's been flicker-
ing down this many a year. Why not let it go out quietly, at
threescore years and ten'? ' You're sure my maid don't know ?'
They put him into his bath, and he revived a little.
~ "No; | am not going to get well; so don't you waste your
timeonme, sirs! I'm taken while doing my duty, as | hoped
tobe AndI'velived to see my maid do hers, as | knew she
would, when the Lord called ‘on her. | have—but don't tell
her, she's well employed, and has sorrows enough already, some
tha vou'll know of some da¥—‘ , ]

“You must not talk,' quoth Tom, who guessed his meaning,
and wished to avoid the subject.

Yes, but | must, sr.  I'veno time to lose.  |If you'd but go
and see after those poor Hedes, and come again.” I'd like To
have one word with Mr. Headley: and my time runs short.'

'A hundred, if you will," said Frank. o

"And now, sir,” when they were aone, 'only one thing, if
you'll excuse an old sailor," and Willis tried vainly to maké his
usual salutation ; but the cramped hand refused to obey—'and
a d%ng one too,

'‘What is it r ,

"Only don't be hard on the people, sr; the people here.
They're” good-hearted souls, with' al their sins, if you'll only
take them as you find them, and consider that they've had no

chance,
E’“Wlllis Willis, don't talk of that! | shal be a wiser man
henceforth, | trust. At least | shdl not trouble Aberava

long,’
% gr, dont talk so ; and you just getting a hold of themI'
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[ I?!

'Yes, you, Sr.  They've found you out a last, thank God.
| always knew what you were, and said it. They've found you
out in'the last week > and there's not a man. in the town ‘but
what would die for you, | beieve, ,

This announcement staggered Frank. Some men it would
have only hardened in their pedantry, and have emboldened
them to 51?/ : "Ah! then these men seé that a High Churchman
can work [like any one else, when there is a practical sacrifice
to be made. Now | have a standing ground which no one can
d|3pﬁ{t€£, f{)%m which to go on and enforce my idea of what he
ought to be.

But, rightly or wrongly, no such thought crossed Frank's
mind.” HEwas just as good a churchman as ever—why not ?
Just as fond of his own ideal of what a parish and a church
service ou%ht to be—why not ? But the only thought which
did rise in his mind was one of utter self-abasement. _
_'Oh, how blind | have been! How | have wasted my time
in laying down the law to these people ; fancying myself infal-
lible, as'if God were not as near to them as He iS to me —
certal nI%/ nearer than to any book on my shelves — offendin
their little prejudices, little superstitions, in my own cruel self-
conceit and self-will | And now, the first time that | forget
my own rules ; the first time that | forget amost that | am a
priest, even a Christian at al ! that moment_they acknowledge
me asapriedt, as a Christian. The moment T meet them upon
the commonest human ground, helping them as one heathen
would help another, simply because he was his own flesh and

ood, that moment they soften to me, and show me how much
I might have done with them twelve months ago, had | had but
common sense!’ .

H Hsgl#(nelt down and prayed by the old man, for him and for

I .

rE']Would it betroubling you, sir?' sad the old man at last.
"But I'd like to take the sacrament before | go.'

"Of course. Whom shall | ask in?'

The old man paused awhile. _

' ? fear it's selfish : but it seems to me — | would not ask it,
but that i know I'm going. | should like to take it with my
maid, once more before | die.’

Til go for her,” sad Frank, ‘the moment Thurnall comes
back to watch you.' ) )

,I'IWhjolt need "to go yourself, sir? Old Sarah will go, and
willing. .

Thurnall came in at that moment. ) _

'] am going to fetch Miss Harvey. Where is she, captain ?'

‘At Janey Headon's, along with her two poor children.’

'Stay,’ sad Tom, 'that's abad quarter, g ust at the fish-house
back. ~Have some brandy before you start ?°



Xvn BAALZEBUB'S BANQUET 297

"No! no Dutch courage " and Frank was gone. He had a
word to say to Grace Harvey, and it must be said at once.

He turned down the silent street, and turned up over stone
stairs, through quaint stone galleries and balconies such as are
often huddled together on the cliff sides in fishing towns; into
astifling cottage, the door of which had been set wide open, in
the vain hope or fresh air. A woman met him, and clasped
both his hands, with tears of _Hoy. i

'They're mending, sir! They're mending, ese I'd have sent
to tell you. | never looked for you so late.’

There was a gentle voice in the next room. It was Grace's.

'Ah, she's prgl){mg by them now. Shem giving them all
their medicinesall along! Whatever | should have done with-
out her '—and in and out all day long, too; till one fancies at
whiles the Lord must have changed her into five or six at once,
to be everywhere to the same minute.'

Frank went in, and listened to her prayer. Her face was as
pale and calm as the pale, calm faces of the two worn-out babes,
whose heads lay on the pillow close to hers: but her eyes were
lit up with an intense glory, which seemed to fill the room with
love and light.

Frank listened : but would not break the spell.

At last she rose, looked round and blushed.,

‘| beg your pardon, sr, for taking the liberty. If | had
known that you were about, | would have sent:” but heari 2&;
that you were gone home, | thoughtﬁgou would not be offended,
if | gave thanks for them myself. gy are my own, sir, as it

were—'

'O Miss Harvey, do not talk so' While you can pray as
you were praying then, he who would silence you might be
silencing unawares the Lord himself " ]

She made no answer, though the change in Frank's tone
moved her ; and when he told her his errand, that thought aso
At e Hanpy. g I' she said calml d putti

! , man !" she said camly ; and puttin
on her bonnet?%gﬁ ovya(-:-QF\F/rank out of the house.y P ;

'Miss Harvey,' said Frank, as they hurried up the street, 'l
must say one word to you, before we take that sacrament
togest;heg-

'Sir?'

It is well to confess all sins before the Eucharist, and |
will confess mine. | have been unjust toyou. | know that you
hate to be Igral%d ; so | will not tell é{lou what has atered my
opinion. ut heaven forbid that | should ever do so base a
thing as to take the school away from onewho is far more fit
to rulein it than ever | shdl be!"

Grace burst into tears. ]

'Thank God! And | thank you, sirl Oh, there's never a
storm but what some gleam breaks through it!  And now, s,
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| would not have told you it before, lest you should fancy that
| changed -for the sake of gain—though, perhaps, that is pride,
as too much dse has been. But you will never hear of me inside
either of those chapels again.’

‘What has altered your opinion of them, then?'

"It would take long to tell, sir: but what happened this
morning filled the cup. | begin to think, sir, that their God
and mine are not the same. Though why should | lhudgethem,
who worshipped that other God myself till no such long time
since 7 and never knew, poor fool, that the Lord's name was
Love~

"I have found out that, too, in these last days. More shame
to me than to you that | did not know it before.'

"Wdll for us both that we do know it now, sr. For if we
believed Him now, sir, to be aught but perfect love, how could
we look round here to-night, and not go mad ?'

"Amen !' said Frank.

And how had the ilence, of all things on earth, revealed
to those two noble soulsthat God is Love ?

Letthereader, if lie have supplied Campbell's sermon, answer
the question for himself. .

They went in, and upstairs to Willis. . .

Grace bent over the old man tenderly, but witn" no sign of
sorrow. Dry-eyed, she kissed the old man'sforehead ; arranged
his bed-clothes, woman-like, before she knelt down; and then
the three received the sacrament together.

‘Don't turn me out,” whispered Tom. 'lt's no concern of
mine, of course : but you are all good creatures, and somehow,
I should like to be with you.' )

So Tom stayed ; and what thoughts passed through his heart
are no concern of ours. ) )

~ Frank put the cup to the old man's lips; the lips closed,
sipped,—then opened . . . the jaw had fallen.

Gone,' said Grace quietly.

Frank paused, awe-struck.

'Go on, sr,’ said she, inalow voice. 'He hears it all more
clearly than he ever did before.' And by the dead man's sde,
Frank finished the Communion Service.

Grace rose when it was over, kissed the calm forehead, and
went out without a word.

"Tom," said Frank, in a whisper, 'come into the next room
with me! ) .

Tom hardly heard the tone in which the words were spoken,
or he would perhaps have answered otherwise than he did.

. "My father takes the Communion,' said he, haf to himself.
At least, it is a beautiful old——'

Howsoever the sentence would have been finished, Tom
stopped short—

'Hey ?—What does that mean?'
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"At last 7 gasped Frank, gently enough. ' Excuse me!" He
was bowed almost double, crushing Thurnall's arm in the fierce
grip of pain.

Pish!—Hang it'—Impossible—There, you are dl right
now!’

'For the time. | can understand many things now. Curious
sensation it is, though. Can you conceive a sword put in on one
sde of the waist, f’ust above the hip-bone, and drawn through,
handle and all, till it passes out at the opposite point ?

"I have felt it twice; and therefore you will be pleased to
_holdoyour tongue and go to bed. Have you had any warn-
ings?

'Y es—no—that is—this morning; but | forgot. Never
mind! What matter a hundred years hence? There it is
again! God help me "

Humph " growled Thurnall to himself. 'I'd sooner have
lost a dozen of these herring-hogs, whom nobody misses, and
who are well out of their life-scrape; but the parson, just as he
was making a man !'

There is no use in complaints. In half an hour Frank is
screaming like a woman, though he has bitten his tongue half
through to stop his screams.

CHAPTER XVIII
THE BLACK HOUND

PAH ! Let us escape anywhere for a breath of fresh air, for
even the scent of a clean turf. We have been watching saints
and martyrs—perhaps not long enough for the good of our souls,
but surely too long for the comfort of our bodies. Let us away
up the valey, where we shall find, if not indeed a fresh hedth-
ful breeze (for the drought lasts on), at least acool refreshin
down-draught from Carcarrow Moor before the sun getsup. [t
is just half-past four o'clock, on aegél orious August morning. We
shall have three hours at |least betore the heavens become one
great Dutch-ovenagain. )

We shall have good company, too, in our walk ; for here
comes Campbell fresh from hismorning's swim, swinging up the
Slent street toward Frank Headley's lodging.

He stops, and tosses a pebble against the window-pane. In
ﬁ_ minute or two Thurnall opens the street door and dlips out to

im.

'Ah, mgjor ! Overdept myself at last; that sofaiswonder-
fully comfortable. No time fo go down and bathe. 'l get my
header somewhere up the stream,’

'Howishe?' ] )

"He? deeping like a babe, and getting well as fast as his
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soul will dlow his body. He lias something on his mind.
Nothing to be ashamed of, though, | will warrant; for a purer,
nobler fellow | never met.'

"When can we move him ?

' Oh, to-morrow, if he will agree. You may al depart and
leave me and the government man to make out the returns of
killed and wounded. We shall have no more cholera. Eight
days without anew case. We shall do now. I'm glad you are
coming up with us!'

I will Ijust see the hounds throw off, and then go back and
get, Headley's breakfast,’

“No, no! you mustn't, sir ; you want aday's play,'

Not half as much as you. And | am in no hunting mood
just now. Do you take your fill of the woods and the streams,
and Ig me see oui patient. | suppose you will be back by
noon ?'

'Certainly.’ And the two swing up the sreet, and out of
the town, along the vale toward Trebooze.

For Trebooze, of Trebooze, has invited them, and Lord Scout-
bush, and certain others, to come out otter-hunting; and otter-
hunting they will go.

Trebooze has been sorely exercised, during the last fortnight,
between fear of the cholera and desire of calling upon Lord
Scoutbush—' as | ought to do, of course, as one of the gentry
round ; he'saWhig, of course, and no more to me than anybod
else; but one don't like to let politics interfere ;' by whicl
Trebooze glosses over to himself and friendsthe deep flunkey-
dom with which he lusteth after alive lord's acquaintance, and
one especialy in whom he hopes to find even such a one as him-
sf. ... 'Good fellow, | hear he is too—good sportsman,
smokes like a chimney," and so forth.

So at last, when the cholerahas all but disappeared, he comes
down to Penalva, and introduces himself, hat swaggering, half
servile; btﬁ%ins by a string of apologies for not having called
before—° Mrs. Trebooze so afraid of infection, you see, my lord,’
—which isalie: then blunders out afew fulsome compliments
to Scoutbush's courage in staying; then takes heart at alittle
joke of Scoutbush's, and tries the free and easy style; fingers
nis lordship's high-priced Hudsons, and gives a broad hint that
he would like to smoke one on the spot; which hint is not taken,
any more than the bet of a' pony' which he offers five minutes
afterwards, that he will Ijum his Irish mare in and out of
Aberalva pound; is utterly thrown on his haunches (as he
informs his friend Mr. Creed afterwards) by Scoutbush's praise
of Tom Thurnall, as an 'invaluable man, atreasure in such an
out-of-the-way place, and redly better company than ninety-
nine men out of ahundred :' recovers himself again when Scout-
bush asks after his otter-hounds, of which he has heard much
praise from Tardrew ; and launches out once more into sporting
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conversation of that graceful and lofty stamp which may be
perused and perpended in the pages of Handiey Cross, and Mr.
Sponge's Sporting Tour, books ﬁz—u nfully true to that uglier and
baser side of sporting life which their clever author has chosen
so wilfully to portray.

So, at least, said Scoutbush to himself, when his visitor had
departed.

He's just like a page out of Sponge's Tour, though he's not
half as good a fellow as Sponge himself; for Sponge knew he
was a snob, and lived up to his calling honestly : but thisfellow
wants all the while to play at being a gentleman ; and—Ugh !
how the fellow smelt of brandy, and worse! His hand, too,
shook as if he had the palsy, and he chattered and fidgeted
like a man with S. Vitus' dance.'

Did he, my lord ? quoth Tom Thurnall, when he heard the
same, in a very meaning tone.

And Trebooze, 'for his part, couldn't make out that lord—
uncommonly agreeable, and easy, and all that: but shoves a
fellow off, and sets him down somehow, and in such a ... civil
way, that you don't know where to have him.'

However, Trebooze departed in hiﬂh spirits ; for Lord Scout-
bush has deigned to say that he will be delighted to see the
otter-hounds work any morning that, Trebooze likes, and any-
how—no time foo early for him. He will bring his friend
Major Campbell*?

- By dl means.

“Expect two or three sporting gentlemen from the neigh-
bourhood, too. Begular good ones, my lord—though they are
county bucks—very much honoured to make your lordship's
acquaintance,’

Scoutbush expresses himself equally honoured by making
their acquaintance, in a tone of bland smplicity, which utterly
puzzles Trebooze, who goes a step further.

Y our lordship '?? honour us by taking pot luck afterwards.
Can't show you French cookery, you know, and your souffle%/s
and glacys, and al that. Honest saddle o' mutton, and the
grounds of old port. My father laid it down, and | take it up,
eh?" And Trebooze gave awink and a nudge of his elbow,
meaning to be witty.

His lordship was aceedgrz?ly sorry ; it was the most unfor-
tunate accident: but he had the most particular engagement
that very afternoon, and must return early from the otter-hunt,
and probably sail the next de};/ for Wales. ' But,’ sgys the little
man, who knows all about ?rebooze's household, “? shall not
fail to do myself the honour of calling on Mrs. Trebooze, and
expressing my regret,’ etc.

DO to the otter-hunt is Scoutbush gone, and Campbell and
Thurnall after him : for Trebooze has sad to himself, Must ask
that blackguard or a doctor—hang him! | wish he were an
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otter himself ; but if he's so thick with his lordship, it won't do
to quarrel.’  For, indeed, Thurnall might tell tales. ~ So Trebooze
swallows his spite and shame,—as do many folk who cdl them-
saves his better's, when they have to dea with a great man's
hanger-on,—and sends down a note to Tom :

Mr. Trebooze requests the pleasure of Mr. ThurnaTs com-
pany with his hounds at . . .

And Tom accepts—why not? and chats with Campbell, as
they go, on many things ; and among other things on this—

"By the by,' said he, '| got an hour's shore-work yesterday
afternoon, and refreshing enough it was. And | got a prize,
too. The sucking barnacle which you asked for : | was certain
I should get one or two, if | could have a look at the pools this
week. Jolly little dog! he was paddling and spinning about
last night, and enjoying himself, "ere age with creeping"—
what is it —" hath clawed him in his clutch." That fellow's
destiny is not a hopeful analogy for you, sir, who believe that
we shall rise after we die into some higher and freer state.'

Why not?

Why, which is better off, the free swimming larva, or the
perfect cirrhipod, rooted for ever motionless to the rock ?

Which is better off, the roving young fellow who is sowing
his wild oats, or the man who has settled down, and become a
respectable landowner with a good house over his head?

And begun to propagate his species? Well, you have me
there, dr, asfar as this life is concerned; but ?/ou will confess
that the barnacl€'s history proves that all crawling grubs don't
turn into butterflies.'

? dare say the barnacle turns into what is best for him; at
dl events, what he deserves. That rule of yours will apply to
him, to whomsoever it will not.'

And so does penance for the sins of his youth, as some of us
are Ig%r%O in the next \r/]vorld ? N th

, aps yes ¢ perhaps no ; perhaps neither.’

8? OL}!]Speak of us or the barnacle ?

. th'

"I am glad of that; for on the popular notion of our being
Eunished amillion years hence for what we did when we were

ids, | never could see anything but a misery and injustice in
our having cprne into the world at al.'

? can,' sad the major quietly.

Of course | meant nothin? rude ; but | had to buy my
experience, and paid for it dearly enough in folly.'

.So had | to buy mine’

Then why be ﬁunished over and above? Why have to pay
for the folly, which was itself only the necessary price of
experience ?'

"For being, perhaps, so foolish as not to use the experience
after it has cost you so dear.’
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"And will punishment cure me of the foolishness ?'

"That depends on. yourself. If it does, it must needs be so
much the better for you. But perhaps you will not be punished,
but forgiven.'

‘Let off? That would be avery bad thing for me, unless |
become a, very different man from what | have been asyet. |
am aways right glad now to get a fall whenever | make a
stumble. | should have gone to d in my tracks long ago
dse, as one used to do in the backwoods on a fong ek hunt.'

' Perhaps vou may become avery different man.'

'| should be sorry for that, even if it were Possible'

-Why ? Do you consider yourself perfect ?

“No. . . . But somehow, Thomas Thurnall isan old friend of
mine, the first | ever had; and | should be sorry to lose his
company.'

"I don't think you need fear doing 0. You have seen an
insect go throua?h strange metamorphoses, and yet remain the
sameir?(lj’i)vidu ; why should not you and ? do so likewise ?

‘Well?'

'Well—there are some points about you, | suppose, which
you would not be sorry to have altered ?

‘A few," quoth Tom, laughing. 'l do not consider myself
quite perfect %;et.‘
'What if those points were not really any part of your

character, but mere excrescences of disease; or it that be too
degrading a notion, mere scars of old wounds, and of the wear
and tear of life ; and what if, in some future life, al those dis-
appeared, and the true Mr. Thomas Thurnall, pure arid smple,
were aone left ?'

"It isavery hopeful notion. Only, my dear sir, one is quite
self-conceited enough in this imperfect state.  What intolerable
coxcombs we should al bo if we were perfect, and could sit
admiring ourselves for ever and ever !'

'But what if that self-conceit and self-dependence were the
very root of al the disease, the cause of al the scars, the very
thing which will have to be got rid of, before our true character
and true manhood can be developed 7Y

'Yes, | understand. Faith and humility. . . . You will for-
give me, Major Campbell. | shall learn to respect those virtues
when good people have defined them a little more exactly, and
can show me somewhat more clearly in what faith differsfrom
superstition, and humility from hypocrisy.'

"l do not think any man will ever define them for you. But
you may go through a course of experiences, more severe, prob-
ably, than pleasant, which may enable you at last to define
them for yourself.'

Have you defined them ? asked Tom bluntly, glancing round
a his companion.
'Faith 2—Yes | trust. Humility >—No, | fear,
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"l should like to hear your definition of the former, at least.'

' Did | not say that you must discover it for yourself?'

'Yes. Wel. When the lesson comes, if it does come, | sup-

it will come in some learnable shape; and till then, | must
shift for myself—and if self-dependence be a punishable sin, |
shall, at dl events, have plenty of company whithersoever | go.
There is Lord Scoutbush and Trebooze !

Why did not Campbell speak his mind more clearly to
Thurnall?

Because he knew that with such men words are of little avail.
The disease was entrenched too strongly in the verK_ centre of
the man's bemgh It seemed at moments as if al his strange
adventures and hair-breadth escapes had been sent to do him
harm and not good ; to pamper and harden his self-confidence,
not to crush it. Therefore Campbell seldom argued with him ;
but he prayed for him often ; for he had begun, as al did who
saw much of Tom Thurnall, to admire and respect him, in spite
of al his faults.

And now, turning through a woodland path, they descend
toward the river, till they can hear voices below them ; Scout-
bush laughing quietly, Trebooze laying down the law at the top
of his voice. .

"How noisy the fellow is, and how lie is hopping about! * says
Campbell.

"No wonder; he has been soaking, | hear, for the last fort-
night, with some worthy compeers, by way of keeping off
cholera. | must have my eye on him to-day.'

Scrambling down through the brushwood, they found them-
salves in such a scene as Creswick alone knows how to painc;
though one element of beauty, which Creswick uses full well,
was wanting; and the whole place was seen, not by slant sun-
rays gleaming through the boughs, and dappling al the pebbles
with alacework of leaf shadows, but in the uniform and sober
gray of dawn.

A broad bed of shingle, Ioolgierg?just now more like an ill-
made turnpike road than the of Alva stream ; above it,
a long shallow pool, which showed every stone through the
transparent water; on the right, a craggy bank, bedded with
deep wood sedge and orans%eti pped king ferns, clustering
beneath sdlow and maple bushes aread tin%ed with gold ; on
the left, a long bar of gravel, covered with giant 'butterbur’
leaves; in and out of which the hounds are brushing—beautiful
black-and-tan dogs, of which poor Trebooze may be pardonably-
proud ; while round the burleaf-bed dances a rough white Irish
terrier, seeming, by his frantic self-importance, to consider him-
«df the master of the hounds.

Scoutbush is standing with Trebooze beyond the bar, upon
a little lawn set thick with alders. Trebooze is fussing and
fidgetting about, wiping his forehead perpetually; telling every-
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body to get out of the way, and not to interfere; then catching
hold of utbush's button to chatter in his face : then starting
asde to put some part of his dress to rights. His usual lazy
drawl is exchanged for foolish excitement. Two or three more
entlemen, tired of Trebooze's absurdities, are scrambling over
the rocks above in search of spraints. Old Tardrew waddles
stooping along the line where grass and shingle mest, his bull-
dog visage bent to his very knees. o
ardrew out hunting?' says Campbell. 'Why, it is but a
week since his daughter was buried !" ] )
And why not? | like him better for it. Would he bring
her back again by throwing away a good _dafy‘s sport ?  Better
turn out, as he has done, and forget his feelings, if he has
any.’

y.
He has feelings enough, don't doubt. But you are right.

There is something very characteristic in the waly in which the

English countryman never shows grief, never lets it interfere

with business, even with pleasure.’

‘H Hillo! 'Mr. Trebooze!' says the old fellow, looking up.
geitis!

%rprai nt? Spraint? Spraint? Where? Eh—what?' cries
Trebooze. )

No; but what's as good : here on this alder stump, not an
hour old. | thought they beauties starns weren't flemishing for
nowt.'

Here! here! here! here! Musical, Musical! Swestlips!
Get out of the way !" and Trebooze runs down.

Musical examines, throws her nose into the air, and answers
by the rich bell-like note of the true otter-hound ; and all the
vxgl)lodlands ring as the pack dashes down the shingle to her
call.

‘Over !I' shouts Tom. ' Here's the fresh spraint our side !

Through the water splash squire, viscount, steward, and
hounds, to the horror of a shoal o Bar, the only visible tenants
of a pool which, after a shower 07 rain, would be alive with
trout. Where those trout are in the meanwhile is a mystery
yet unsolved. ) ] ) ]

Over dances the little terrier, yapping furiously, and expend-
ing his superfluous energy by snapping right and left at the

ar

par.

"Hark to Musical! hark to Sweetlips! Down the stream ?
Na! theold girl hasit; right up the bank !"

How do, doctor ? How do, Major Campbell ? Forward !
Forward! Forward !" shouts Trebooze, glad to escepe a longer
parleg, as with his spear in his left hand, he clutches at the
overhanging boughs with his right, and swings himself up.
Wihth Peter, the huntsman, after him. Tom follows him; and
why?

Because he does not like his looks. That bull-eye is red,

X T. Y. A



306 TWO YEARS AGO ’ CHAP.

and amost bursting; his cheeks are flushed, his lips blue, his
hand shakes, and Tom's quick eye has already remarked, from
adistance, over and above his new fussiness, a sudden shudder,
aquick, half-frightened glance behind him ; and perceived, too,
that the moment Musical gave tongue, he put the spirit-flask to
his mouth. .

Away go the hounds at score through tangled cover, their
merry ringing from brake and briar, clashing against the
rocks, moaning musically away through distant glens aloft.

Scoutbush and Tardrew 'take down' the river-bed, followed
by Campbell. Itisin his way home; and though the major
has stuck many a pig, shot many a gaur, rhinoceros, and
elephant, he disdains not, like a true sportsman, the less dan-
gerous but more scientific excitement of an otter-hunt.

"Hark to the merry merry Christchurch bells! She's up by
thistime; that don't sound like adrag now " cries Tom, burst-
ing desperately, with elbow-guarded visage, through the tangled
scrub. 'What's the matter, Trebooze? No, thanks! " Modest
quenchers " won't improve the wind just now," o

For Trebooze has halted, panting and bathed in perspiration;
has been at the brandy flask again; and now offers Tom a
"quencher,’ as he calls it. ) ) )

"As %/ou like, says Trebooze sulkily, having meant it as a
token of reconciliation, and pushes on. i

They are now upon a little open meadow, girdled by green
walls of wood ; and along the river-bank the hounds are tairly
racw\\(g. Tom and Peter hold on ; Trebooze slackens.

our master don't look right this morning, Peter.’ _

Peter lifts his hand to his mouth, to signify the habit of
drinking ; and then shakes it in a melancholy fashion, to signify
that the sad habit has reached a lamentable and desperate

int.

“Tom looks back. Trebooze has pulled up, and is walking,
wiping still at his face. The hounds have overrun the scent,
ana are back again, flemishing about the plashed fence on the
river brink. )
~ 'Over! over! over!' shouts Peter, tumbling over the fence
into the stream, and staggering across.

Trebooze conies up to it, tries to scramble over, mutters
something, and sits down astride of a bough.

'You are not well, squire ?

‘Well as ever | wasin my life. Only alittle sick—have been
severa times lately; couldn't deep either—haven't dept an
hour this week. Don't know what it is'

"What ducks of hounds these are!" says Tom, trying, for
ulterior purposes, to ingratiate himself. ' How they are work-
gwgf th(?re dl by themselves, like so many human beings.

erfect! —'

'Yes—don't want us—may aswell st hereaminute. Awfully
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goetf el?? What a splendid creature that Miss &. Just is? | say,
er!"

'Yes, dr,' shouts Peter, from the other sde.

. Those hounds ain't right!" with an oath.

Not right, sir?'

'Didrt't 1 tell you ?—five couple and a half—no, five couple—>
no, six. Hangit! | can't seg, | think ! How many hounds did
| tell you to bring out?'

Five couple, sr.’

‘Then . . . why did you bring out that other?'

« 'VIVhich other ?7° shouts Peter, while Thurnall eyes Trebooze
eenly.

"Why, that! Hesnoneo mine! Nasty black cur, how did
he get here ?

Where? There's never no cur here !

' You lie, you oaf—no— why—doctor—How many hounds are
there here ? ,

Ican't see’ says Tom, among those bushes.’

" Can't see, eh? Why don't those brutes hit it off?" says
Trebooze, drawling, as if he had forgotten the matter, and
lounging over the fence, dropsinto the stream, followed by Tom,
and wades across.

The hounds are al round him, and he is couraging them on,
fussing again more than ever ; but without success.

Gone to hole somewhere here,' says Peter.

'. . . I" cries Trebooze, looking round, with a sudden shudder,
and face of terror. 'There's that black brute again! there,
behind me! Haji%it, hell bite me next!" and he caught up
his leg, and struck behind him with his 'pear.

There was no dog there.

Peter was about to speak, but Tom silenced him by alook,
and shouted—

Here we are! Gone to holt in this ader root!"

"Now then, little Carlingford! Out of the way, puppies!
cries Trebooze, righted again for the moment by the excitement,
and thrusting the hounds right and left, he stoops down to put
in thelittle terrier.

Suddenly he springs up, with something like a scream, and
then bursts out on Peter with a volley of oaths.

_Didn't 1 tell you to drive that cur away ?

Which cur, sir?" cries Peter, trembling, and utterly con-
fouynded.

Thatcur! . . . Can't | believe my own eyes? Will you tell
me that the beggar didn't bolt between my legs this moment,
and went into the hole before the terrier 7

Neither answered. Peter from utter astonishment; Tom
because he saw what was the matter.

Letl Don't stoop, squire. Y ou'll make the blood fly to your head
me—>'
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But Trebooze thrust him back with curses.

'I'll have the brute out, and send the spear through him P
and flinging himself on his knees again, Trebooze b?an tearin
madly at the roots and stones, shouting to the half-buri
terrier to tear the intruder.

Peter looked at Tom, and then wrung his hands in despair.

' Dirty work—beastly work !" muttered Trebooze. ' Nothing
but dugs and evats! Toads, too,—hang the toads! What a
plague brings &l this vermin? Curse it!" shrieked he, spring-
ing back, 'there€'s an adder ! and h(;';jgone up my sleeve! Help
me! doctor! Thurnall! or I'm adead man!"

Tom caught the arm, thrust his hand up the deeve, and
seemed to snatch out the snake, arid hurl it back into the
river.

'All right now !—a near chance, though !"

Peter stood open mouthed.

'| never saw no snake !" cried he.

Tom caught him a buffet which sent him reeling. 'Look
after your hounds, you blind ass! How areyou now, Trebooze ?
Aegd he caught the sguire round the waist, for he was
reeling.

'Tr%]e world! The world upside down! rocking and swing-
ing! Who's put me feet upwards, like afly on aceiling? I'm
falling, falling off, into the clouds—into hell-fire—hold me!
Toads and adders! and wasps—to go to holt in a wasp's nest!
dDrivﬁ ‘em away,—get me agreen bough! | shal be stung to

eath!’

And tearing off a green bough, the wretched man rushed into
theriver, beating wildly right and left at his fancied tormentors.

'What is it?" cry Campbell and Scoutbush, who have run
up bregthless.

'Delirium tremens. Campbell, get home as fast as you can,
and send me up a bottle of morphine. Peter, take the hounds
home. | must go after him.'

"Il go home with Campbell, and send the bottle up by a
man and horse,' cries Scoutbush ; and away the two trot at a
gallant pace, for a cross-country run home. .

"Mr. Tardrew, come with me, there's a good man! | shal
want help.' ) )
heéll'ardrew made no reply, but dashed through the river at his

S.

Trebooze had already climbed the plashed fence, and was
running wildly across the meadow. Tom dragged Tardrew up
it after him.

"Thank 'eg dr,' but nothing more. The two had not met
since the cholera

Trebooze fell, and lay rolling, trying in vain to shield his face
from the phantom wasps.

They lifted him up, and spoke gently to him.
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. Better get home to Mrs. Trebpoze, gr,” sad Tardrew, with
as much tenderness as his gruff voice could, convey.

'Yes, home! hometo Molly! My Molly'saways kind. She
won't let me be eaten up aive. Molly, Mally !"

And shrieking for his wife, the wretched man started to run

ain

'M.oIIy, I'm in hell! Only help me! you're always right!
only forgive me! and I'll never, never again——'
delAr]dt en came out hideous confessions; then fresh hideous
usions.

Three weary up-hill miles lay between them and the house :
but home they got at last.

Trebooze dashed at the house-door, tore it open ; slammed
and bolted it behind him, to shut out the pursuing liends.

'Quick, round by the back-door!" said Tom, who had not
opposed him for fear of making him furious, but dreaded some
tragedy if he were left aone.

But his fear was needless. Trebooze looked into the break-
fast-room. It was empty- she was not out of bed yet. He
rushed upstairs into her bedroom, shrieking her name; she
leaped uﬁ to meet him ; and the poor wretch buried his head in
that faithful bosom, screaming to her to save him from he knew
not what.

She put her arms round him, soothed him, wept over him
sacred tears. 'My William! my own William! Yes | will
take care of you! Nothing shall hurt you,—my own, own !’

_l\l/ajn, drunken, brutal, unfaithful.  Yes: but her husband
still.

There was a knock at the door.

'Who is that?' she cried, witli her usual fierceness, terrified
for his character, not terrified for herself.

'‘Mr. Thurnall, madam. Have you any laudanum in the
house?'

'Yes, here! Oh, comein! Thank God you are come! What
isto be done?

4 Tom looked for the laudanum bottle, and poured out a heavy
ose.

"Make him take that, madam, and put him to bed. | will
wait downstairs awhile !"

'‘Thurnall, Thurnalll' calls Trebooze: 'don't leave me, old
fellow ! you areagood fellow. | say, forgive and forget. Don't
leave me!" Only don't leave me, for the roomis as full of devils
as—'

'An hour af'ter, Tom and Tardrew were wélking homé to-
gether.

'Heis quite quiet now, and fast adeep,’

"Will he mend, sir ? asks Tardrew.
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"Of course hewill: and perhaps in more ways than one.
Best thing that could have happened—uwill bring him to his
senses, and hell start fresh,'

"Well hope so,—he's been mad, | think, ever since he heard
of that cholera

'So have others: but not with brandy,' thought Tom : but
he said nothing.

'I say, gr,' quoth Tardrew after a whjile, "how's Parson
Headley?

' Getting well, I'm happy to say.’

'Glad to hear it, sir. Hes a good man, after all; though we
did have our differences. But he's a good man, and worked like

o i

Hedid."

Silence again. ) ) _

'Never heard such beautiful prayersin dl my life, as he
made over my poor maid.’ ) )

"I don't doubt it said Tom. 'He understands his business
at heart, though he may have hisfancies.' )

*And so do some others,’ said Tardrew in a gruff tone, asif
half to himself, 'who have 720 fancies. . . . Tdl youwhat it is,
sir: you was right this time; and that's plain truth. 1'm sorry
to héar talk of your going.'

'My good §f, quoth Tom, 'l shal be very sorry to go. |
haveround place and people here as pleasant asman could wish:
but(go | must, . . ]

lad you're satisfied, sir ; wish you was going to stay,' says
Tardrew.” ' Seen Miss Harvey this last clay of two, sir ?

'Yes. You know she'sto Keep her school ?*

'I know it. Nursed iny girl like an angel.’

"Like what she is' said Tom.

"You sad one true word once : that she was too good for us/

'For thisworld,’ said Tom ; and fell into a great musing.

By those curt and surly utterances did Tardrew, in true
British bulldog fashion, express a repentance too deep for
words; too deep for al confessionals, penances, and emotions
or acts of contrition ; the repentance not of the excitable and
theatric southern, unstable as water, even in his most violent
remorse: but of the dill, deep-hearted northern, whose pride
breaks Sowly and silently, but breaks once for all; who tdls to
God what he will never tell to man; and having told it, isa
new creature from that day forth for ever.
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CHAPTER XIX
BEDDGELERT

THE pleasant summer voyage is over. The Waterwitch is
lounging off Port Madoc, waiting for her crew. The said crew
are busy on. shore drinking the Tadies hedlths, with a couple of
sovereigns which Vaentia'has given them, in her sister's name
and herown. The ladies, under the care of Eldey, and the far
more practical care of Mr. Bowie, are rattling ‘@dong amon
children, maids, and boxes, over the sandy flatsS of the Traet
Mawr, beside the long reaches of the lazy stream, with the blue
surges of the hills in front, and the sifver sea behind. Soon
they begin to pass wooded knolls, idets of rock in the aluvial
lain. "The higher peaks of Snowdon sink down behind the
ower spurs in front; the plain narrows ; closesin, walled round
with woodlands clinging to the st hillsides » and, at last,
they enter the narrow gorge of Pont-Aberglaslyn—opretty
enough, no doubt, but much over-praised; for there are in
Devon aone a dozen passes far grander, both for form and size
Soon they emerge again on flat meadows, mountain-cradled ;
and the grave of the mythic greyhound, and the fair old church,
shrouded in tall trees’; and la&t, but not least, at the famous
Leek Hotel, where ruleth Mrs. Lewis, great and wise, over the
four months' Babylon of guides, cars, chambermaids, tourists,
artists, and reading-parties, camp-stools, telescopes, poetry-
books, blue uglies, red petticoats, and parasols of every hue.
There they settle down in the best rooms in the house, and
al goes as merrily as it can, while the horrors which the)( have
left behind them hang, like a black background, to dl their
thoughts.  However, both Scoutbush and Campbell send as
cheerful reports as they honestly can; and gradually the ex-
ceeding beauty of the scenery, and the amusing bustle of the
village, make'them forget, perhaps, a good dea which they
ought to have remembered. . ) )

s for poor Lucia, no one will complain of her for being
happy ; for feeling that she has got a holiday, the first for now
four years, and trying to enjoy it to the utmost. She has no
household cares. "‘Mr. Bowié manages everything, and does o,
in order to keep up the honour of the family, on a somewhat
magnificent scae.  The children, in that bracing air, are better
than she has ever seen them. She has Valentia al to herself ;
and Eldey, in spite of the dark fancies over which he has been,
brooding, Is better behaved, on the whole, than usual.

He has escaped—so he considers—escaped from Campbell,
above dl from Thurnal. From himsdf, indeed, he has not
escaped ; but the company of sdf is on the whole, more pleasant



32 TWO YEARS AGO CHAP.

to him than otherwise just now. For though he may turn up
his nose at tourists and reading-parties, and long for contem-
plative solitude, yet there is a certain pleasure to some people,
and often strongest in those who pretend most shyness, in the
'digito monstrarl, et dicier, hie est:' in taking for granted that
everybody has read his poems; that everybody is sayingin their
hearts, 'There goes Mr. Vavasour, the distinguished poet. |
wonder what he iswriting now ! | wonder, where he has been
to-day, and what he has been thinking of.'

So Elsley went up H , and looked over the glorious vista
of thevae, over the twin lakes, and the rich sheets of wood-
land, with Aran and Modl Meirch guarding them right and left,
and the graystone glaciers of the Glyder walling up the valley
miles above. And they went up Snowdon, too, and saw little
beside fif(tjy fog-blinded tourists, five-and-twenty dripping
ponies, and five hundred empty porter bottles; wherefrom they
returned, as do many, disgusted, and with great colds in their
heads. But most they loved to scramble up the crags of Dinas
Emrys, and muse over the ruins of the old tower, 'where Merlin
taugnt Vorti%ern the courses of the stars ;' till the stars set and
rose as they had done for Merlin and his pupil, behind the four
great peaks of Aran, Siabod, Cnicht, and Hebog, which point
to the four quarters of the heavens: or to lie by the side of the

ring, which once was the magic well of the magic
cadtle, till they saw in fancy the white dragon and the red rise
from its depths once more, and fight high in the air the battle
yvhia%h foretold the fall of the Cymry before the Sassenach
invader.

One thing, indeed, troubled Elsley,—that Claude was his
only companion; for Vaentia avoided carefull¥| any more
tete-a-tete walks with him. She had found out her mistake,
and devoted herself now to Lucia She had a fair excuse
enough, for Luciawas not just then in a state for rambles and
scrambles ; and of that Eldey certainly had no right to com-
plain ; so that he was forced to leave them both at home, with
as %ood grace as he could muster, and to wander by himself,
scribbling his fancies, while they lounged and worked in the
Plea&ant garden of the hotel, with Bowie fetching and carrK/ilng

or them dl day long, and intimating pretty round(ljy to Miss
Clara his 'opeeenion,” that he 'was very proud arid thankful
of the office: but he did think that he had to do a great man

things for Mrs. Vavasour every day which would come wit

a much better grace from Mr. Vavasour himself; and that,
when he married, he should not leave his wife to be nursed
by other men,’

Which last words were spoken with an ulterior object, well
understood by the hearer; for between Clara and Bowie there
was one of those patient and honourable attachments so common
between worthy servants. They had both 'kept company,
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though only by letter, for the most part, for now five years;
they had both saved a fair sum of money; and Clara might
have married Bowie when she chose, had she not thought it her
duty to take care of her mistress; while Bowie considered him-
sf equally indispensable to the welfare of that ' puir feckless
laddie, hjis master. ] . ]

So they waited patiently amugrég the time by little squabbles
of jealousy, real or pretended ; and Bowie was faithful, though
Clara was past thirty now, and losing her good |ooks.

' So yell see your lasse, Mr. Bowie!" said Sergeant Mac-
Arthur, hisintimate, when he started for Aberalvathat summer.
"I'm thinking yed better put her out of her pain soon. Five
years is ower lang courting, and she's na pullet by now, saving
your pardon.’ _ )

'Hoooo—,'says Bowie; 'leave the green gooseberries to
the lads, and gi' me the ripe fruit, sergeant.' )

However, he found love-making in his own fashion so
Bla%aeent that, not content with carrying Mrs. Vavasour's

ies about all day long, he had severa times to be gently
turned out of the nursery, where he wanted to assist in wash-
ing and dressing them, on the ground that an old soldier could
turn his hand to anything. ) _ )

So dlipped away afortnight and more, during which Valentia
was the cynosure of al eyes, and knew it also : for Claude Méellat,
half to amuse her, and half to tease Eld ?/,_ made her laugh many
atime by retailing little sayings and doings in her praise and
dispraise, picked up from rich Manchester gentlemen, who
would fain have married her without 2cPenny, and from strong-
minded Manchester ladies, who envied her beaut?/ a little, and
st her down, of course, as an empty-minded worldling, and a
proud aristocrat. The majority or the reading-parties, mean-
while, thought a great deal more about Valentia than about
their books.” The Oxford men, it seemed, though of the same
mind as the Cambridge men in considering her the model of all
perfection, were divided as to their method of testifying the
same. Two or three of them, who were %!ven to that simpering
and flirting tone with yeun% ladies to which Oxford would-be-
fine gentlemen are so pitiably prone, hung about the inn-door
to ogle her; contrived always to be w k[nﬂ in the garden
when she was there, dressed out as if for High Street at”four-
oclock on a May afternoon ; tormented Claude by fruitless
attempts to get from him an introduction, which he had neither
the right nor the mind to give; and a last (so Bowie told
Claude one night, and Claude told the whole party next
mornln%) tried to bribe and flatter Vaentia's maid Into giving
them a bit of ribbon, or a cast-off' glove, which had belonged to
the idol. Whereon that maiden, in virtuous indignation, told
Mr. Bowie, and complained moreover (as maids are bound to do
to vdets for whom they have a penchant) of their having
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dared to comPIiment her on her own good looks : by which act
succeeded, of course, in making Mr. Bowie understand that
other people still thought her pretty, if he did not; and aso in
arousing in him that jealousy which is often the best helpmate
of sweet love. So Mr. Bowie went forth in his might that very
evening, and finding two of the Oxford men, informed them in
plain Scotch, that, 'Gin he caught them, or any ither such
skellums, philandering after his Teddies, or his leddies maids,
hed jist knock their empty powstogither.! To which therewas
no reply but silence; for Mr. Bowie stood six feet four without
his shoes, and had but the week before performed, for the
edification of the Cambridge men, who held him in high honour,
afew old Guards feats+ such as cutting intwo at one sword-
blow a suspended shoulder of mutton, lifting along table by his
teeth, squeezing a quart pewter pot flat between his fingers,
%ndhother little recreations of those who are 'born unto
apha.’

But the Cantabs, and a couple of gallant Oxford boating men
who had fraternised with them, testified their admiration in
their smple honest way, by putting down their pipes whenever
they saw val entlacomlr;‘?(, and just lifting their hats when th
met her close. It was taking a liberty, no doubt. 'But | tell
you, Méllot,’ ssid Wynd, as brave and pure-minded a fellow as
ever pulled in the University eight, 'the Arabs, when they see
such a creature, say, " Prase Allah for beautiful women,"
and quite right; they may remind some fellows of worse things,
but they always remind me of heaven and the angels; and my
hﬁ\t g%es off to her by instinct, just as it doeswhen | gointo a
church,’

That was all; ssimple chivalrous admiration, and delight in
her loveliness, as in that of a lake, or amountain sunset j but
nothing more. The good fellows had no time, indeed, to fancy
themselves in love with her, or her with them, for every day
was too short for them; wliat with reading al the morning,
and starti ngb out in the afternoon in strange garments (whic
became shabbier and more ragged very rapidly as the weeks
dipped on) upon al manner of desperate errands; walking
unheard-of distances, and losing their way upon the mountains;
scrambling cliffs, and now and then falling down them ; camp-
ing al night by unpronounceable lakes, in the hope of catching
mythical trout; trying in al ways how hungry, thirsty, dirty,
and tired a man could make himself, and how far he could go
without breaking his neck, any approach to which catastrophe
was hailed (as were al other mishaps) as 'dl in the day's work,'
and 'thefinest funin the world," by that unconquerable English
' lebenggliicksaligkeit,” which is a perpetual wonder to our sober
German cousins. Ah, glorious twenty-one, with your inex-
haustible powers of doing and enjoying, eating and hungering,
deegping and sitting up, reading and playing! Happy are those
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who dill you, and can take their fill of your golden cup
steadied, but not” saddened, o%/ the remembrance, that for a
things a good and loving, God will bring them into judgment.
Happler ill those who ﬁlke afew) retain in body and soul the
hedth and buoyancy of twenty-one on to the very verge of
forty, and seeming”to grow younger-hearted as they grow
oldér-headed, can cast off care and work at amoment's warhing,
laugh and frolic now as they did twenty years ago, and say wi
Wordsworth— _ _

' So was it when my life began . . .

So be it when | shall grow old,

Or let me die V"

Unfortunately, aswill appear hereafter, Eldey's epecid betes
noirswere th|sverY Wynd and his inseparable companion, Nay-
lor, who happenec! to’be not only the best men or the set, but
Mélot's especid friends. Both were Rugby men, now reading
for their degree.  Wynd was a Shropshiré squire's son, a lissom
fair-haired ‘man, thé handiest of boxeis, rowers, riders, shots,
fishermen, with anma/superabundanc_e of animal spirits, which
maddened Elsey. Yet Wynd had sentiment in his way, though
he took good care never to show it Elsley ; could repeat Tenny-
son from end to end; eSpOUted the Mort d'Arthur ‘up hill and
down dae, and chanted rapturously, ‘Come into the garden,
Maud !" while he expressed his opinion of Maud's [over in terms
more forcible than delicate. Naylor, fidus Achates, was a
Gloucestershire parson's son, a huge heavy-looking man, with
athick curling lip and a deepy ?e.; but he had brains enough
to become a nrstrate classic : and in that same deepy eye and
heavy lip lay an |nf|n|t¥ or quiet humour; racy old country
dories, quaint scraps of out-of-the-way learning, jovia old
bdlads, which he sang with the mellowest of voices, and a
dang vocabularP/, which made him the dread of dl bargees from
Newnham to Upware. Him aso Eldey hated, because
Naylor looked adways as if he was laughing a him, which
indeed he was.

And the worst was, that Eldey had always to face them both
at once. If Wynd vaulted over a gate into’hisvery face, with a
‘How d'ye do, Mr. Vavasour? Had any verses this morning ?
in the same tone as if he had asked, ' Had any sport 7 Naylor's
round face was sure to look over the stone-wall, pipe in mouth,
with a 'Don't disturb the gentleman, Tom ; don't you see he's
a composing of hisrhymes™ in astrong provincial didect put
on for the nonce. In fact, the two young rogues, having no
resPect whatsoever for genius, perhaps because the%/ had ‘each
of them alittle genius of their own, made a butt of the poet, as
soon as they found out that he was afraid of them.

But worse betes noirs than either Wynd or Naylor were on
their wa%/ to fill up the cup of Eldey’s discomfort. And at
lagt, without a. note of warning, appeared in Beddgdert a
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phenomenon which rejoiced spme hearts, but perturbed aso the
spirits not only of the Oxford ' philanderers,' but those of Eldey
Vavasour, and, what is more, of Valentia herself.

She was dtting one evening at the window with Lucia,
looking out into the village and the pleasure-grounds before the
hotd. <They were both laughing and chatting over the groups
of tourists in their pretty Irish way, just as they had done when
they were girls; for Lucias heart was expanding under the
quiet beauty of the place, the freedom from household care, and
what was more, from money anxieties ; for Valentia had slipped
into her hand a cheque for fifty pounds from Scoutbush, and
assured her that he would be quite angry if she spoke of paying
the rent of the rooms ; Eldey was mooni ng down the river by
himself; Claude was entertaining his Cambridge acquaintances,
as he did every night, with his endless fun and sentiment.
Graduallel the tourists Zléﬁped in one by one, as the last rays of
the sun faded off the s of Aran, and the mist settled down
upon the dark valley beneath, and darkness fell upon that rock-
girdled paraaise ; when up to the door below there drove a car,
at sight whereof out rushed, not waiters on!s){1 and landlady, but
Mr. Bowie himself, who helped out a very short figure in a pea-
jacket and a shining boating hat, and then a very tal one in a
wild shooting-coat and a military cap.

"My brother and mon Saint Pere! Lucia! too delightful!
This is why they did not write! And Valentia sprang up, and
\I/_vas_ goin | to run downstairs to them, when she paused at

ucias .

bWho have they with them ? Val,—come and look ! who can
it be?

Campbell and Bowie were helping out carefully atal man,
covered up in many wrappers. It was too dark to seetheface;
but afancy cr Vaentias mind which made her look grave,
in spite of her pleasure.

He was evidently weak, as from recent illness; for his two
supporters led him up the steps, and Scoutbush seemed full of
directions and inquiries, and fussed about with the landlady,
till shewastired of curtseying to ‘'my lord,'

A minute afterwards Bowie threw open the door grandly.
"My; lord, my ladies!' and in trotted Scoutbush, and began
kissing them fiercely, and then dancing about.

'O my dears! Here at last—out of that horrid city of the
plague! Such sights as | have seen——' and then he paused.

Do you know, Va and Lucia I'm glad iVe seen it; | don't
know, but | feel as if | should be a better man dl my life; and
those poor people, how well they did behave! And the magjor,
hesan angel!l And so's that brick of a doctor, and the mad
schoolmistress, and the curate. Everybody, | think, but me
Hang it, Val! but your words shan't come true! | will
be or some use yet before | die! But I've——' and Vadentia
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wegt_up to him and kissed him, while he ran on, and Lucia
sa

Y ou have been of use already, dear Fred. Y ou havesent me
and the dear children to this sweet place, where we have been
safer and happier than—— (she checked herself); ‘and your
generous-present too. | feel quite a girl again, thanks to you.
val and | have done nothing but laugh al day long ; and she
began kissing him too.

" How happy could | be with either,
Were t'other dear charmer away !'

broke out Scoutbush. What a pi;% it is now, that | should
have two such sweet creatures making love to me, and can't
marrv either of them? Why did ye go and be my father's
daughters, mavourneen ? |'d have made a peeress of the one of
ye, it ye'd had the sense to be anybody else’s sisters.'

_At which they dl laughed, and laughed, and chattered broad
Irish together as they used to do for fun in old Kilanbaggan
Cadlle, before Luciawas a weary wife, and Valentia awor dl¥
fine lady, and Scoutbush a rackety guardsman, breaking hal
31; the ten commandments every Wweek, rather from ignorance

an vice.

Well, I'm %Iad ye're pleased with me, asthore,’ said he at last
to Lucia; but I've done another little good deed, | flatter my-
sdf ; for'I've brought away the poor spalpeen of a priest, and
have got him safe in the house.'

Vadentia stopped short in her fun. )

.Why, what have ye to say against that, Miss Ya 7 .

Why, won't he be a little in the way ? said Yalentia, not
knowing what to w%/

"Faith, he needn't trouble you; and | shall take very good
care—| wonder when the squer is coming—that neither'hé nor
anv one dse troubles me.  But redly,' said he, in his natural
voice, and with some feeling, 'l was ashamed to go away and
leave him there. He would have died if we had.” He worked
day and night. Talk of saints and martyrs! Campbell himself
said he was an idler by the side of him, _

.Oh ! I hope Major Campbell has not over-exerted himself !'

He? nothing hurts him. Hes as har® as his own sword.
But the poor curate worked on till he got the cholera himself.
He always expected it, longed for it; Campbell said—wanted
to die. melove affair, | Suppose, poor fellow ! and aterrible
bout he had for eight-and-forty hours. Thurnall thought him
gone E;;ﬁam and again; but he pulled the 8oor fellow through,
after all; and we got some one (that is, Campbell did) to take
his duty; and brought him away, after a good deal of persua-
gon ; for he would not move as long as there was a fresh case
in the town ; that is why we never wrote. We did not know
till the last hour when we should start; and we expected to be
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with you in. two days, and give you a pleasant surprise. He
was haf dead when we got him on board; but the week's sea
ar heIPed him through; so | must not grumble a these
nr?rther y |breeze£ "Itsan ill wind that blows nobody good,"
t I

Giy/ Z\Iaéﬁtia heard al this as in a dream, and watched her chat-
tering brother with a stupefied air. She comprehended all now;
and bitterly she blamed herself. He had redlly loved her, then:
st himself manfully to die at his post, that he might forget her
in a better world. How shamefully she had trifled with that
noble heart! How should she ever meet—how have courage to
look him in the face? And not love, or anything like love, but
sacred pity and self-abasement filled her heart, as his fair, deli-
cate face rose up before her, all wan and shrunken, witn sad
upbraiding eyes; and round it such a halo, pure and pae, as
crowns, m some old German picture, a martyr's head.

"He has had the cholera! he has been actually dying ?' asked
she at last, with that strange wish to hear over again bad news,
which one knows too well already.

'Of course he has.  Why, you are not going away, Vaentia?
You need not be afraid of infection. Campbell, and Thurnall,
too, says that's al nonsense; and they must know, having seen
it S0 oiten. Here comes Bowie at last with supper I’

"Has Mr. Headley had anything to eat ? asked Valentia, who
longed to run away to her own room, but dared not.

'‘He is eating now like any ged, maiam ; and Major Camp-
bell's making him est too.’

'‘He must be very ill,' thought she,'for mon Saint Pere never
to have come near usyet:' and then she thought with terror
that her Saint Pere might have guessed the truth, and be angry
with her.  And yet she trusted in Frank's secrecy. He would
not betray her.

Take care, Vaentiaa. When a woman lias to trust a man not
to betray her, and does trust him, she may soon find it not only
easy, but necessary, to do more than trust him.

However, in five minutes Campbell came in. Vaentiasaw at
once that there was no change In his feelingsto her: but he
could talk of nothing but Headley, his self-devotion, courage,
angelic gentleness, arid humility ; and every word of Ids praise
was a fresh arrow in Vaentids conscience; at last—

'One knows well enough what is the matter," said he amost
bitterly; ' what is the matter, | sometimes think, with half the
noblest men in the world, and nine-tenths of the noblest women;
and with many a one, too, God help them ! who is none of the
noblest, and therefore does not know how to take the bitter cup,
as he knows—'

'‘What does the philosopher mean now?' asked Scoutbush,
looking up from the cold lamb. Vaentia knew but too well
what he meant.
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'He has a history, my dear lord,’

"A history ? What! is lie writing a book ?

Campbell laughed a quiet under-laugh, half sad, half humorous.

gedam very tired,’ said Valentia; '? realy think | shal go
to A

She went to her room, but to bed she did not go; she sat
down and cried till she could cry no more, and lay awake the
greater part of the night, tossing miserably. She would have
done better if she had prayed ; but prayer, about such a matter,
was what Valentia knew nothing or. She was regular enough
at church, of course, arid said her prayers and confessed her sins
in a general way, and prayed about her ' soul,' as she had been
taught to do,—unless she was too tired : but to pray realy,
about a real sorrow, a rea sin like this, was a thought which
never entered her mind ; and if it had, she would have driven
it away again : just because the anxiety was so rea, practical,
human, it was a matter which had nothing to do with religion ;
which it seemed impertinent—almost wrong to lay before the
throne of God.

So she came downstairs next morning, pale, restless, unre-
freshed in body or mind; and her peace of mind was not
improved by seeing, seated at the breakfast-table, Frank
Headley, whom Lucia and Scoutbu&h were stuffing with al
manner of good things.

She blushed scarlet—do what she would she could not hell) it
—when he rose and bowed to her. Half-choked, she came for-
ward and offered her hand. She was 'so shocked to hear that
he had been so dangerously ill,—no one had even told them of
it,—it had come upon them so suddenly ;' and so forth.

She spoke kindly, but avoided the least tone of tenderness; for
she felt that if she gave way, she might be only too tender; and
to re-awaken hope in his heart would be only cruelty. And,
therefore, and for other reasons aso, she did not look him in the
face as she spoke.

He answered so cheerfully that she was half disappointed, in
spite of her remorse, at his not beinﬁ as miserable as she had
expected.  Still, if he had overcome the passion, it was so much
better for him. But yet Valentia hardly wished that he should
have overcome it, so self-contradictory is woman's heart; and
her pity had sunk to half-ebb, and her self-complacency was
rising with a flowing tide, as he chatted on quietly, but genially,
about the voyaé;e, and the scenery, and Snowdon, which he had
never seen, and which he would ascend that very day.

You will do nothing of the kind, Mr. Headley !" cried Lucia.
"Is he not mad, Major Campbell, quite mad ?'

"1 know | am mad, my dear Mrs. Vavasour ; | have been so
along time: but Snowdon poni& are in their sober senses—
and | shall take one of them.” ) )

"Fulfil the old pun? Begin beside yourself, and end beside
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your horse! | am sure he is not strong enoug?h to st over those
rocks. No, you shall stay at home comfortably here : Valentia
and | will take care of you.'

HAnd mon Saint Peretoo. | have a thousand things to say
to him,'

" And so has he to Queen Whims,'

So Scoutbush sent Bowie for 'John Jones Clerk,' the fisher-
man (may his days be as maQ/ as his salmon and as good as
hisfliesl), and the four stayed at home, and talked over the
Aberalva tragedies, till, as it befell, both Lucia and Campbell
left the room awhile.

Immediately Frank rose, and walking across to Vaentia, laid
the fatal ring on the arm of her chair, and returned to his seat
without aword.

'You are very——. | hopethat it——," stammered Vaentia

"Y ou hope that it was a comfort to me? It was; and | shall
be always grateful to you for it.

Vaentia heard an emphasis on the 'was' It checked the
impulse (foolish enough) which rosein her, to bid him keep the
ring.

So, prim and dignified, she dipped it into its place 0?? her
finger, and went on with her work ; merely saying—

"l need not say that | am happy that anything which | could
do should have been of use to you in such afearful time;'

"It was afearful time! but for myself, | cannot be too glad
of it. God grant that it may have been as useful to others as
tome! It cured meof agreat folly. Now I look back, | am
astonished at my own absurdity, rudeness, presumption. You
must let me say it! | do riot know how to thank you enough.
I cannot trust myself with the fit words, they would be so
strong ! but | owe thisconfessionto you, and to your exceeding
goodness and kindness, when you would have beenjustified in
treating me as a madman. | was mad, | believe: but | am in
my right mind now, | assure you,' said he gaily. 'Had | not
been, 1 need hardly say you would not have seen me here.
V\/_hgt a prospect thisis!" And lie rose and looked out of the
window.

Vaentia had heard all thiswith downcast eyes and unmoved
face. Was she pleased at it ? Not in the least, the nau%hty
child that she was; and more, she grew quite angrv with her-
self, ashamed of herself, for having thought and felt so much
about him the night before. 'How silly of me! He is very
well, and does not care for me. And who is he, pray, that |
should even look at him ?'

And, asif in order to put her words into practice, she looked
at him there and then. He was gazing out of the window,
leaning gracefully and yet feebly against the shutter with the
full glory of the forenoon sun upon his sharp-cut profile and
rich chestnut locks; and after al, having looked at him once,
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she could not help looking at him again. He was certainly a
most gentleman-like man, elegant from head to foot ; there was
not an ungraceful line about him, to Ids very boots, and the
white nails of his dender fingers : even the detects of his figure
—the too great length of the neck and slope of the shoulders—
increased Tiis likeness to those saintly pictures with which he
had been mixed up in her mind the night before. He was at
one extreme pole of the different types of manhood, and that
burly doctor who had saved his life at the other : but her Saint
Pere alone perfectly combined the two. There A\as nobody like
him, after all. Perhaps her wisest plan, as Headley had for-
gotten his fancy, was to confess all to the Saint Pere (as she
ﬁ_sually did her little sins), and get some sort of absolution from
im.

However, she must say something in answer—

‘Yes, it is a very lovely view: but realy | must say one
more word about this matter. | have to thank you, you know,
for the good faith which you have kept with me.' R

He looked round, seemingly amused. 'Cela va sans dire!”
and he bowed ; ' pray do not say any more about the matter ;'
and he looked at her with such humble and thankful eyes, that
Valentiawas sorry not to hear more from him than—

Pray tell me—for of course you know—the name of this
exquisite valley up which | am looking.'

“Gwynnant. \ou must go up it when you are well enough,
and see the lakes ; they are the only ones in Snowdon from the
banks of which the priimeval forest has not disappeared.’

Indeed ? | must make shift to go there this very after-
noon, for—do not laugh at me—but | never saw alakein my
life.

‘Never saw a lake?

"No. | am atrue Lowlander : born and bred among bleak
Norfolk sands and fens—so much the worse for this chest of
mine; and this is my iirst sight of mountains. It is al like
a dream to me, and a dream which | never expected to be
realised.'

'Ah, you should see our Irish lakes and mountains—you
should see Killariiey !"

"1 am content with these ; | suppose it is as wrong to break
the tenth commandment about scenery, as about anything ese’

'Ah, but it seems so hard that you, who | am sure would
appreciate line scenery, should have been debarred from it,
while hundreds of stupid people run over the Alps and Italy
every summer, and come home, as far as | can see, rather more
stupid than they went; having made confusion worse con-
founded by filling their poor brains with hard names out of
Murray.'

"Not quite so hard as that thousands, every day, who would
enjoy a meat dinner, should have nothing but dry bread, and

Y TY. A
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not enough of that. | fancy sometimes, that in some mP(ste
rious way, that want will be made up to them in the next life ;
and so with dl the beautiful things which travelled people talk
of —I comfort myself with the fancy that | see as much as is
good for me here, and that if 1 make good use of that, | shall
e the Alps and the Andes in the world to come, or something
much more worth seeing. Tell me now, how far may that range
of crags be fromus? | am sure that | could walk there after
luncheon, thismountain air is strenﬁthenl ng me so.’ ]

. "Walk thither ? | assure you they are at least four miles
of T

'Four? And | thought them one! So clear and sharp as
they stand out against the sky, one fancies that one could almost
stretch out a hand and touch those knolls and dabs of rock, as
distinct asin a photograph ; and yet so soft and rich withal,
dappled with pearly-gray stone and purple heath. Ah! Soit
must be, | suppose. The first time that one sees a glorious
thing, one's heart is lifted up towards it in love and awe, till it
seems near to one—ground on which one may freely tread,
because one appreciates and admires; and so one forgets the
distance between its grandeur and one's own littleness.’

The alusion was palpable; but did he intend it? Surely
not, after what he had just said. And yet there was a sadness
in the tone which made Valentia fancy that some feeling for
her m|fght gill linger; but he evidently had been speaking to
himself, forgetful, for the moment, of her presence; for he
turned to her witli a start and a blush—' But now— | have been
troubling you too long with this stupid tete-a-tvte sentimentality
of mine. | will make my bow, and find the major. | am
afraid, if it be possible for him to forget any one, he has for-
gotten me in some new moss or other.' )

He went out, and to Valentia's chagrin she saw him no more
that day. He spent the forenoon in the garden, and the after-
noon in lying down, and at night complained of fatigue, and
stayed in his own room the whole evening, while Campbell read
him to deep. Next morning, however, he made his appearance
at preakfast, well and cheerful.

? must play a sick man no more, or | shal rob you, | seg
gf Major Campbell's company; and | owe you al far too much

r )

"Unless you are better than you were last night, you must
play at sick man,' said the major. 'l cannot concelve what
exhausted you so; unless you ladies are better nurses, | must
let no one come near him but myself. If you had been scolding
him the whole morning, inst of praising him as he deserves,
he could not have been more tired last night.' )

Pray do not!" cried Frank, evidently much pained : 'l had
such a delightful morning, and every oneis so kind—you only
make me wretched, when | feel dl the trouble | am giving.'

[
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' My dear fdlow, said Scoutbush, en grand strieux, ' after all
that you have done for our people at Abéralva, 1 should be very
much shocked if any of my family thought any service shown
to you a trouble.’ _ .

Pray do not spesk % said Frank, 'l ain falen among
angels when | | expected.' , )

Scoutbush as an angel!" shouted Lucia, clapping her hands.
'Eldey, don't you see the wings sprouting already, under his
shqoting-jacket ?' )

“They are my braces, | sugBose, of course, sad Scoutbush,
who never understood ajoke apout himself, though heliked one
about other people ; while Eldey, who hated al {okeﬁ made no
answer—at least none worth recording. In, fact, as the reader
may have discovered, Elsley, save tete-a-tete with some one who
took his fancy, was somewhat of a silent and morose animal,
and, aslittle Scoutbush confided to Meilot, there was no getting
arise out of him. All which Lucia saw as keenly as any one,
and tried to pass off by chatting nervously and fussily for him,
as well as for herself; whereby she only made him the more
cross, for he could not the least understand her argument—

W@/, my dear, if you don't talk to peog!e, I must"

-But why should people I>e talked to~

“ Because they like it, and expect it!" )

('jTtrp]e rl?g)re foolish they. Much better to hold their tongues
and think.

'Or read your poetry, | suppose' and then would begin a
squabble.

Meanwhile there was one, at least, of the party, who was
watching Lucia with most deep and’ painful intérest. Lord
Scoutbush was tao busy with his own comforts, especially with
his fishing, to think much of this moroseness of Eley's "' If he
suited Lucia, very well. Histaste and hers differed :"but it was
her concern, not”his'—was aver)éeasy way of freeing himself
from al anxiety on the matter : but not so with Major Camp-

ell. He saw al this; and knew enough of human nature to
suspect that the self-seeking which showed as moroseness in
company, might show as _downright bad temper in private.
Longing to know more of Elsley, if possible, to guide and help
him, he tried to be intimate with him, as he had tried at Aber-
ava; pad him court, asked his opinion, talked to hirij on all
subjects which he thought would interest him.. His conclusion
was more favourable to Eldley's head than to hisheart. He saw
that Eldey was vain, and likéd his attentions ; and that lowered
him in hiS eyes: but he saw too that Eldey shrank from him;
at first he thought it pride, but he soon found that it was fear ;
and that lowered him still more in his eyes. ,

Perhaps Campbell was too hard onthe poet: but his own
purity itsef told against Eldey. 'Who am I, that any one
should be afraid of me, unléss they have done something
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wrong? So, with his dark suspicions roused, he watched in-
tently every word and every tone of Eldey's to his wife; and
here he came to a more unpleasant conclusion still.  He saw
that they were, sometimes at least, not happy together; and
from this he took for granted, too hastily, that they were never
happy together; that Lucia was an utterly ill-used person;
that Eldey was a bad fellow, who ill-treated her : and a black
and awful indignation against the man grew up within him ; al
the more fierce because it seemed utterly righteous, and because,
too, it had, under heavy pendlties, to be utterly concealed be-
neath a courteous and genial manner : till many atime he felt
inclined to knock Eldey down for little roughnesses to her,
which were really the fruit of mere gaucherie; and then accused
himself for a hypocrite, because he was keeping up the cour-
tesies of life with such aman. For Campbell, like most men of
his temperament, was over-stern, and sometimes a little cruel
and unjust, in demanding of others the same lofty code which
he had laid down for himself, arid in demanding it, too, of some
more than of others, by a very questionable exercise of private
judgment. On the whole, he was right, no doubt, in being as
indulgent as he dared to the publicans and sinners like Scout-
bush ; and in being as severe as he dared on all Pharisees, and
pretentious persons whatsoever : but he was too much inclined
to draw between the two classes one of those strong lines of de-
marcation which exist only in the fancies of the human brain ¢
for sins, like all diseased matters, are complicated and confusea
matters ; many a seeming Pharisee is at heart a self-condemned
publican, and ought to be comforted, and not cursed ; while
many a publican is, in the midst of al hisfoul sins, athorough
exclusive and self-complacent Pharisee, and needs not the right
hand of mercy, but the strong arm of punishment.

Campbell, like other men, had his faults : and his were those
of a man wrapped up in a pure and stately, but an austere and
lonely creed, disgusted with the world in al its forms, and look-
ing down upon men in general nearly as much as Thurnall did.
So he set down Eldey for a bad man, to whom he was forced by
hard circumstances to behave as if he were a good one.

The only way, therefore, in which he could vent his feeling,
was by showing to Lucia that studied attention which sympathy
and chivalry demand of a man toward an ing' ured woman. Not
that he dared, or wished, to conduct himself with her as he did
with Vaentia, even had she not been a married woman ; he did
not know her as intimately as he did her sister : but till he had
a right to behave as the most intimate friend of her family, and
he asserted that right; and al the more determinedly because
Eldey seemed now ana then not to like it. ' will teach him
how to behave to a charming woman, said he to himself ; and

erhaps he had been wiser if he had riot sad it: but every man
as his weak point, and chivalry was Major Campbell's.
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"What do you think of that poet, Mellot ?' said he once, on
returning from a picnic, during which Eldey had never noticed
his wife: and at lagt, finding Valentia mgta%ed with Headley,
Paﬁi actually gone off, pour jns aller, to watch Lord Scoutbush
ishing.

"Oh, cleVer enough, and to spare ; and as well read a man as
| know. One of the'Sturm-und-drarig party, of course ; the ex-
press locomotive school, scream-and-go-ahéad : and thinks me,
with my classicism, a benighted pagan. Still, every man has a
right to his opinion. Live'and let live, T )

‘I don't care about his taste, said the major impatiently.
" What sort of man is he ?—man, Claude?' ]

'‘Ahem, humﬁh! “Irritabile genus poetarum.” But oneis so
accustomed to that among literary men, one never expects them
to be like anybody dse, ahd so takes their whims and oddities
for granted.”

' And their sins, too, e ?'

'Sins? | know of none on his part.'

'Don't you cal temper asin?

"No; | cdl it a determination of blood to the head, or of
animal spirits to the wrong place, or—my dear major, | am no
mordlist. | take people, you know, as ?find them. But heis
aborej and | should not wonder if that sweet little woman had
found 1t out ere now.' ] , ]

_ Campbell ground something between his teeth. He fancied
himself full of righteous wrath : he was realy in a very un-
christian temper. “Be it so: perhaps there were excuses for him
(as there are Tor many men), of which we know nothm?. ,

EIsIe{, meanwhile, watched Campbell with fast Towering
brow. Losingawoman's affections? Hewho does so deserves
his fate. Had lie been in the habit of paying proper attention
to Lucia, he would have liked Campbell all"the more for his
conduct. There are few c{;reater pleasures to aman who is what
he should be to his wife, than, to see other men admiring what
he admires, and trying to rival him where he knows that he can
have no rival. Let them worship as much asthey will. Let
her make herself as charming to them as she can. at matter?
He smiles at them in his heart; for has he not, over and above
al the pretty things which he can say and do ten times as well
as they, a talisman—a dozen talismans which are beyond their
reach f—-in the strength of which he will go home and laugh
over with her, amid Sacred caresses, all which makes mean men
mad ? But Eldey, das for him, had neglected Lucia himself,
and therefore dreéaded comparison with any other man ; and the
suspicions which had taken root in him al Aberalva grew into
ugly shape and strength. However, he was silent, and Contented
himsdf with coldness and al but rudeness. )

There were excuses for him, In the first place, it would have
been an ugly thing to take notice of any man's attentions to a
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wife; it could not be done but upon the strongest grounds, and
done in a way which would make a complete rupture necessary,
so breaking up the party in asufficientlal unpleasant way. Be-
sides, to move in the matter at al would be to implicate Lucia ;
for of whatsoever kind Campbell's attentions were, she evidently
liked them ; and a quarrel with her on that score was more than
Eldey dared face. e was not a man of strong moral courage;
he hated a scene of any kind; and he was afraid of being
worsted in any realy serious quarrel, not merely by Campbell,
but by Lucia. It may seem strange that he should be afraid of
her, though not so that he should be afraid of Campbell. But
the truth is, that the man who bullies his wife very often does
so—as Eldey had done more than once—simply to proveto him-
=df his own strength, and hide his fear of her. He knew well
that woman's tongue, when once the 'fair beast' is brought to
bay, is a weapon far too trenchant to be faced by any shield but
that of a very clear conscience toward her; which was more
than Eldley had.

Besides—and it is an honour to Eldey Vavasour, amid al his
weakness, that he had justice and chivalry enough left to know
what nine men out of ten ignore—behind dl, let the worst come
to theworgt, lay one just and terrible rejoinder, which he, though
he had been no worse than the average of men, could only answer
by silent shame—

"At least, S, | was pure when | came to you! You best
know whether you were so likewise.'

And yet even that, so al-forgiving is woman, might have
been faced by some means; but the miserable complication
about the false name till remained. Elsle% believed that he
was in his wife's power ; that she could, if she chose, turn upon
him, and proclaim him to the world as a scoundrel and an im-

stor. And, asit is of the nature of man to hate those whom

e fears, Eldey began to have dark and ugly feelings toward
Lucia. Instead of throwing them away, as a strong man would
have done, he pampered them almost without meaning to do so.
For he let them run riot through his too vivid imagination, in
the form of possible speeches, possible scenes, till he had looked
and looked through a hundred thoughts which ?720 man has a
right to entertain for a moment. True; he had entertained
them with horror ; but he ought not to have entertained them
at all: he ought to have kicked them contemptuously out and
back to the devil, from whence they came. It may be, again,
that this isimpossible to man ; that prayer is the only refuge
againg that Wal purgis-dance of the witches and thefienas, which
will, at hapless moments, whirl unbidden through a mortal
brain ; but Eldey did not pray.

So, leaving these fancies in his head too long, he soon became
accustomed to them ; and accustomed, too, to the Nemesis which
they bring with them, of chronic moodiness and concedled rage.
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Day by day he was lashing himself up into fresh fury, and yet
day by day he was becoming more careful to conceal that fury.
He had many reasons: moral cowardice, which made him shrink
from the tremendous consequences of an explosion—equally
tremendous, were he right or wrong. Then the secret hope,
perhaps the secret consciousness, that he was wrong, and was
only saying to God, like the self-deceiving prophet, ' | do well
to be angry ;' then the honest fear of going too far; of being
surpri a last into some hideous and irreparable speech or
deed, which he might find out too late was utterly unjust; then
at moments (for even that would cross him the devilish notion
that, by concealment, he might lure Lucia on to give him a safe
ground for attack. All these, and more, tormented him for a
wretched fortnight, during which he became, at such an expense
of self-control as he had not exercised for years, courteous to
Campbell, morethan courteousto Lucia; hiding under asmiling
face wrath which increased with the pressure brought to bear
upon it.

Campbell and Lucia, Mdllot, Valentia, and Frank, utterly de-
ceived, went on more merrily than ever, little dreaming that
they walked and talked daily with a man who was fast becom-
ing glad to flee to the pit of hell, but for the fear that' God
would be there dso.’

They, meanwhile, chatted on, enjoying, as human souls .are
dlowed to do at rare and precious moments, the mere sensation
of being ; of which they would talk at timesin away which led
them down into deep matters : for instance—

"How pleasant to St here for ever I' said Claude, one after-
noon, in the inn garden at Beddgelert, 'and say, not with Des
cartes, " | think, therefore | exist;" but ssmply, " | enjoy, there-
fore | exis." | amost think those Emersonians are right at
times when they crave the " life of plants, and stones, and rain.”
Stangrave said to me once, that his ideal of perfect bliss was
that of an oyster in the Indian sess, drinking the warm salt
water motionless, and troubling himself about nothing, while
nothing troubled itself about him.'

'Till adiver came and tore him up for the sake of his pearls!'
sad Valentia

Hedid not intend to contain any pearls. A pearl, you know,
is a disease of the oyster, the product of someirritation. He
wished to be the oyster pure and simﬁle, a part of nature,

" And to be of no usef' asked Frank.

' Of none whatsoever. Nature had made him what he was,
and al besides was her business, and not his. | don't deny that
| laughed at him, and made him wroth by telling him that his
doctrine was " the apotheosis of loafing." But my heart went
with him, and with theLoIIy oyster too. Itisvery beautiful after
al, that cardess nymph ancf shepherd life of the old Greeks,
and that Marquesas romance of Herman Melville's—to enjoy
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the simple fact of living, like a Neapolitan lazzaroni, or a fly
upon a wall,'

'But the old Greek heroes fought and laboured to till the
land, and rid it of giants and monsters,' said Frank. 'And as
for the Marquesas, Mr. Melville found out, did he riot—as you
did once—that they were only petting and fattening him for
the purpose of eating him ? There isa dark side to that pretty
picture, Mr. Mdlot,'

'Tant pispour eux! But that is an unnecessary appendage
to the idea, surely It must be possible to realise such asimple,
rich, healthy life, without wickedness, if not without human
sorrow. It Is no dream, and no one shall rob me of it. | have
seen fra%ments of it scattered up and down the world ; and |
believe they will all meet in Paradise—where and when | care
not; but they will meet. | was very happy in the South Sea
Idands, after that, when nobody meant to eat me; and | am
very happy here, and do not intend to be eaten, unless it will be
any pleasure to Miss &. Just. No ; let man enjoy himself when
he can, and take his fill of those flaming red geraniums, and
glossy rhododendrons, and feathered crown ferns, and the gold
green lace of those acacias tossing and whi spering overhead, and
the purple mountains sleeping there aloft, and the murmur of
the brook over the stones: and drink in scents with every
breath—what was his nose made for, save to smell ? | used to
torment myself once by asking them all what they meant.
Now, | am content to have done with symbolisms, and say,
"What you all mean, | care not, al | know is, that ? can draw
pleasure from the mere si%ht of you, as, perhaps, you do from
the mere sight of me ; so let us sit together, nature and |, arid
stare into each other's eyes_like two young lovers, careless
of the morrow and its agriefs‘7 I will not even take the trouble
to paint her. Why make ugly copies of perfect pictures? Let
those who wish to see her take a railway ticket, and save us
academicians colours and canvas. Quant a moi, the public
must go to the mountains, as Mahomet had to do; for the
mountains shall not come to the public,’

‘One of your wilful paradoxes, Mr. Mellot; why, you are
photographing them all day long,

'Not quite al day long, madam. And after dl, ilfaut vivre:
I want afew luxuries ; | have no capacity for keeping a shop ;
photographing pays better than painting, considering the time
It takes, and it is only nature reproducing herself, not carica-
turing her. But if any onewill ensure me a poor two thousand
a year, | will promise to photoggggh no more, but vanish to
Sicily or Calabria, and st with ina in an orchard al my
days, twining rose garlands for her pretty head, like Theocritus
and his friends, while the " pears drop on our shoulders, and the
apples by our side.™

“What do you think of al this!" asked Vaentia of Frank.
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"That | am too like the Emersonian oyster here, very happy,
and very usdess ; and, therefore, very arixious to be gone.'

" Surely you have earned the right to be idle awhile ?

"Noone'hasaright to beidle™ )

"Oh!" groaned Claude; 'where did you find that eleventh
commandment ?' . o

'| have done with al eleventh commandments ; for | find it
quite hard work enough to keep the ancient ten. But T find it,
Mellot, in the deepest abyss of dl ; in the very depth from which
thhe commandments sprang. But we will not talk about it

ere.’

'Why not?" asked Vaentia, looking up. 'Are we so very
naquhty as to be unworthy to listen ? ]

na are these mountains,' asked Claude, 'so ugly and ill-
made that they are an unfit pulpit for asermon? No'; tell me
what you medn. After dl, |1 am half in jest. o ]

'Do not courtesy, pity, chivalry, generosity, self-sacrifice—in
short, being of use—do not our hearts tell us that they are the
most beautiful, noble, onel%; things in the world?'

"| suppose it is s, said Vdentia _

'ng/ does one admire a soldier ? Not for his epaulettes and
red coaf, but because one knows that, coxcomb though lie be at
home here, there is the power in him of that same self-sacrifice ;
that, when he is called, he will ,(%o and die, that he may be of
use to his country. And yet—it may seem invidious td say so
ust now—nbut there are other sorts or self-sacrifice, less showy,

ut even more beautiful ' ] i

'O Mr. Headley, what can a man do more than die for his
countrymen? )

_"Live for them. It is a longer work, and therefore a more
difficult and anobler one.’

Frank spoke in a somewhat sad and abstracted tone. )

‘But tell me,' she said, 'what al this has to do with—with
the deep matter of which you spoke ? )

'Simply that it is the law of all earth, and heaven, and Him
who made them. That God is perfectIyPowerfuI, because Heis
perfectly and infinitely of ue; and pérfectly good, because He
delights utterly and always in being of use ; “and that, therefore,
we can become like God—as the very heathens felt that we can,
and ought to become—only in proportion as we become of use,
| did not see it once. | triéd to be good, not knowing \\ hat good
meant. | tried to be good, because | thought it would pay rne
in the world to come. "But, at last, | saw that al life, al devo-
tion, aIIJ)lety were only worth anything, only Divine, and God-
It;é(e,fan God-beloved, as they wefe méans to that one end—to

of use!

"It is a noble thought, Headley,' said Claude; but Valentia
wassilent.

"It is a noble thought, Méllot, and al thoughts become clear
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in the light of it; even that most difficult thought of dl, which
so often torments good people, when they feel, ™ | ought to love
God, and yet | do not love Him." Easy to love Him, if one can
once think of Him as the concentration, the ideal perfection of
al which is most noble, admirable, lovely in human character !
And easy to work, too, when one once feels that one is working
for such a Being, and with such a Being as that! The whole
world round us, and the future of the world, too, seem full of
light, even down to its murkiest and foulest depths, when we
can but remember that great idea—An infinitely useful God
over al, who is trying to make each of us useful in hlsEIace
If that be not the beatific vision of which old mystics spoke so
rapturously, one glimpse of which was perfect bliss, | a least
know none nobler, desire none more blessed. Pray forgive me,
Miss &. Just! | ought not to intrude thus!"

"Go on !" said Vdentia

"|I—I really have no moreto say. | have sad too much. |
do not know how | have been betrayed so far,’ stammered
Frank, who had the just dislike of his school of anything like
display on such solemn matters.

Can you tel us too much truth? Mr. Headley is right,
Mr. Mdlot, and you are wrong.'

It will not be the first time, Miss &. Just. But what |
spoke in jest, he has answered in earnest,’

He was quite right. We are none of us half earnest enough.
There is Luciawith the children." And she rose and walked
across the garden.

'Y ou have moved the fair trifier somewhat,' said Claude.

' God grant it! but I cannot think what made me;

"Why think ? You spoke out nobly, and | shall not forget
your sermon.’

"l was not preaching at you, most affectionate and kindly of
men,'

"And laziest of men, likewise. What can | do now, at this
moment, to be of use to any one? S me my task.'

But Frank was following with his eyes Vaentia, as she went
hurriedly across to Lucia. He saw her take two of the children
at once off her sister's hands, and carry them away down awalk.
A few minutes afterwards he could hear her romping with them;
but he could not have guessed, from the silver din of those merry
voices, that Vaentias heart was heavy within her.

For her conscience was really smitten. Of what use was she
in the world? Major Campbell had talked to her often about
her duties to this person and to that, of this same necessity of
being useful; but she had escaped from the thought, aswe have
seen her, in Iaughiarég a poor little Scoutbush on the very same
score. . But why had not Major Campbell's sermons touched her
heart asthisone had ? Who cantell ? Who isthere among us
to whom an oft-heard truth has not become atiresome and super-



Xix BEDDGELERT 33?

fiuous common-place, till one day it has flashed before us utterly
new, indubitable, not to be disobeyed, written in letters of fire
across the whole vault of heaven ! All one can say is, that her
time was not come. Besides, she looked on Major Campbell as
a being utterly superior to herself ; and that very superiority,
while it allowed her to be as familiar with him as she chose,
excused her in her own eyes from opening to him her real heart.
She could safely jest with him, let him f)et her, play at being his
daughter, while she felt that between him and ner lay a gulf as
wide as between earth and heaven : and that very notion com-
forted her in her naughtiness ; for in that case of course, his
code of morals was not meant for her ; and while she took his
warnings (as many of them at least as she chose), she thou%ht
herself by no means bound to follow his examples. She al but
worshipped him as her guardian angel : but she was not meant
for an angel herself; so she could indulge freely in those little
escapades and frivolities for which she was born, and then,
whenever frightened, run for shelter under hiswings. But to
hear the same, .and even loftier words, from the lips of the
curate, whom she had made her toy, amost her butt, was to
have them brought down unexpected K and painfully to her own
level. If this was hisideal, why ought it not to be hers? Was
she not his equal, perhaps his superior ? And so her very pride
humbled her, as she said to herself, Then | ought to be useful.
I cgnbe: | will be!
“Lucia,’ asked she, that very afternoon, 'will you let me take
thechildren oft" your handswhile Clarais busy in the morning?'

O you dear good creature ' but it would be sucli a genel
They are redly stupid, i .am afraid, sometimes, or dse | am.
Thq;/ make me so miserably cross at times.'

2 will take them. It would be arelief to you, would it not ?*

'My dear!" said poor Lucia, with a doleful smile, which
seemed to Valentia's self-accusing heart to say, ' Have you only
now discovered that fact?'

From that day Valentia courted Headley's company more and
more. To fall in love with him was of course absurd ; and he
had cured himself of his passing fancy for her. There could be
no harm, then, in her making the most of conversation so differ-
ent from what she heard in the world, and which in her
heart of hearts she liked so much better. For it was with
Valentia as with all women ; in this common fault of frivolity,
as in most others, the men rather than thg?/ are to blame.
Valentia had cultivated in herself those qualities which she
saw admired by the men whom she met, and some one of whom,
of course, she meant to marry ; and astheir female ided was a
butterfly ideal, a butterfly she became. But beneath dl lay,
deep and strong, the woman's love of nobleness and wisdom, the
woman's longing to learn and to be led, which has shown itself
in every age in so many a fantastic and even ugly shape, and
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which istheir real excuse for the flirting with £mi uses,' casting
themselves at the feet of directors; which had tempted her to
coquette with Eldey, and was now bringing her into 'undesir-
able' intimacy with the poor curate.

She had heard that day, with some sorrow, his announce-
ment that he wished to be gone ; but as he did not refer to it
again, she left the thought aone, arid all but forgot it. The
subject, however, wasrenewed about aweek afterwards. 'When
you return to Aberalva,' she had said, in referenceto some com-
mission.

"I shall never return to Aberava.'

"Not return ?'

"No; | have aready resigned the curacy. | believe your
uncle has appointed to it the man whom Campbell found for
me : arid an excellent man, | hear, lieis. At least he will do
better there than |

But what could have induced you? How sorry al the
people will be'

'l am not sure of that,’ said he with asmile. '? did what
| could at last towin back at least their respect, and to leave at
least not hatred behind me : but | am unlit for them. Jdid not
understand them. | meant—no matter what | meant; but |
falled. God forgive me! | shall now go somewhere where |
shall have simpler work to do; where | shal at least have a
chance of practising the lesson which | learnt there. | learnt
it al, strange to say, from the two peoplein the parish from
whom | expected to learn least,

Whom do you mean ?

® The doctor and the schoolmistress,'

"Why from them less than from any in the parisli ? She so
good, and he so clever ?

'That | shall never tell to any one now. Suffice it that |
was mistaken.'

Valentia could obtain no further answer; and so the days
ran on, every one becoming more and more intimate, till a
certain afternoon, on which they were all to go and picnic,
under Claude's pilotage, above the lake of Gwynnant. Scout-
bush was to have been with them ; but a heavy day's rain in
the meanwhile swelled the streams into fishing order ; so the
little man ordered a car, and started at three in the morning
for Bettws with Mr. Bowie, who, however loth to give up the
arrangement of plates and the extraction of champagne corks,
considered his presence by the river-side a natural necessity.

"My dear Miss Clara, ye see, ther€lll be nobody to see that
his lordship pits on dry stockings ; and he's always getting over
thetops of his water-boots, being young and daft, as we've all
been, and no offence to you ; and to tell you truth, | can stand
al temptations—in moderation, that is—save an' except the
chance o' cleiking a fish.'
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CHAPTER XX
BOTH SIDES OF THE MOON AT ONCE

THE spot which Claude had chosen for the picnic was on one
of the lower spurs of that great mountain of The Maiden's
Peak, which bounds the vale of (jwynnant to' the south.
Above, a wilderness of gnarled volcanic dykes and purple
heather ledges ; below, broken into glens, in which still linger
pale green ash-woods, relics of that great primaeval forest in
which, in Besss days, great Leicester used to rouse the hart
with hound and horn.

Among these Claude had found a little lawn, guarded by
great rocks, out of every cranny of which the ashes grew as
freely ason flat ground. Their feet were bedded deep in sweet
fern and wild raspberries, and golden-rod, and purple scabious,
and tall blue campanulas. Above them, and before them, and
below them, the ashes shook their green filagree in the bright
sunshine ; and through them glimpses were seen of the purple
cliffs above, and, right in front, ot the great cataract of Nant
Gwynnant, along snow-white line zigzagging down coal-black
clills for many a hundred feet, and above it, depth beyond
depth of purple shadow away into the very heart of Snowdon,
up the long valley of Cwm-dyli, to the great amphitheatre of
Clogwvn-y-Garnedd ; while over al the cone of Snowdon rose,
in perfect symmetry, between his attendant peaks of Lliwedd
and Crib Coch.

There they sat, and laughed, and talked, the pleasant summer
afternoon, in their pleasant summer bowery and never regretted
the silence of the birds, so sweetly did Valentia's song go up
in many arich sad Irish melody : while the lowing of the milch
kine, and the wild cooing of the nerd-boys, came softly up from
the vale below, 'and all the air was filled with pleasant noise of
waters.'

Then Claude must needs photograph them all, as they s,
and group them first according to his fancy ; and among his
fancies was one, that Valentia should sit as queen, with Headley
and the major a her feet. And Headley lounged there, and
looked into the grass, and thought it well for him could he lie
there for ever.

Then Claude must photograph the mountain itself; and all
began to talk of it.

'See the breadth of light and shadow, sad Claude; ‘how
the purple depth of the great lap of the mountain is thrown
back by the sheet of green light on Lliwedd, and the red glory
on the cliffs of Crib Coch, till you seem to look away into the
bosom of the hill, mile after mile.'
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'‘And so you do, said Headley. '| have learnt to distinguish
mountain distances since | have been here. That pesk is four
miles from us now ; and yet the shadowed cliffs at Its foot seem
double that distance.

"And look, look,' said Valentia, 'at the long line of glory with
which the western sun is gilding the edge of the left hand dope,
bringing it nearer and nearer to us every moment, against the
deep blue sky ' )

"JBut what a form! Perfect lightness, perfect symmetry !
sad Claude. ' Curve sweeping over curve, peak towering over
peak, to the highest point, and then sinking down again as
gracefully as they rose.  One can hardly help tancving that the
Irnountai n moves ; that those dancing lines are not instinct with
ife

"Atleast,' said Pleadley,' that the mountain is aleaping wave,
frozen %'ust ere it fell.'

'Perfect,’ said Valentia. 'That is tho very expression' So
concise, and yet so complete.'

And H ey, poor fool, felt as happy as if ho had found a
gold mine.

'To me,' said Eldey, 'the fancy rises of some great Eastern
monarch sitting in royal state; with ample shoulders sloping
nfght and left, he lays his purple-mantled arms upon the heads
o tvlvo of those Titan guards who stand on either side his foot-
stool.!

'"While from beneath his throne,' said Headley, (as Eastern

swould say, flow everlasting streams, life-giving, to fertilise
road lands below.'

'? did not know that you, too, were a poet,' said Valentia.

'Nor |, madam. But if such scenes as these, and in such
company, cannot inspire the fancy of even apoor country curate
to something of exaltation, ho must be dull indeed,’

"Why not put some of these thoughtsinto poetry?'

'What use?' answered he in solow, sad, and meaning atone,
meant only for her ear, that Valentialooked down at him : but
he was gazing intently upon the glorious scene. Was he hint-
ing at the vanity and vexation of spirit of poor Elsley's versi-
fying? Or did he mean that he had now no purposein life—
no prize for which it was worth while to win honour ?

Shedid not answer him : but he answered himself—perhaps
to explain away his own speech-

'No, madam! God has written the poetry already; and
there it is before me. My businessisnot to re-writeit clumsily,
but to read it humbly, and give Him thanks for it.’

More and more had Valentia been attracted by Headley
during the last few weeks. Accustomed to men who tried to
make the grestest possble show of what small wits they Eos—
s=ssed, shewas surprised to find one who seemed to think it
a duty to keep his knowledge and taste in the background.
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She gave him credit for more talent than appeared ; for more,
perhaps, than he redly had. She was piqued, too, at his very
modesty and self-restraint. Why did not he, like the rest who
dangled about her, spread out his peacock’s train for her eyes,
and try to show his worship of her by setting himself ail' in his
brightest colours ? arid yet this modesty awed her into respect
of him ; for she could not forget that, whether he had sentiment
much or little, sentiment was not the staple of his manhood :
she could not forget his cholera work ; arid she knew that,
under that delicate and bashful outside, Lay virtue and heroism,
enough and to spare.

'But, if you put these thoughts into words, you would teach
others to read that poetry.’

'My business is to teach peoEIeto do right; and if | cannot,
to pray God to find some one who can.'

Right, Headley !' said Major Ounpbell, laying his hand on
the curate's shoulder. 'Uod dwells no more in books written
with pens than in temples made with hands; and the sacrifice
which pleases Him is not -\erse, but righteousness. Do you
recollect, Queen Whims, what | wrote oncein your album?

' "Be good, sweet mai<l, and let who will be clever,
Do noble things, not dream them, all day long.
So making life, deatb, and that vast iorever,
One grand, sueet song." '

'But, you naughty, hypocritical Saint Pore, you write poetry
yourself, and beautifully.

'Yes, as | smoke my cigar, to comfort my poor rheumatic old
soul. Butif I lived only to write poetry, | should think myself
as wise as if ? lived only to smoke tobacco.'

Valentias eyes could not help glancing at Eldey, who had
wandered away to the neighbouring brook, and was gazing with
al hiseyes upon aferny rock, having left Luciato help Claude
with his photographing.

Frank saw her look, and read its meaning ; and answered her
thoughts, perhaps too hastily.

'And what a really well-read and agreeable man he is, dl
the while! What a mine of quaint learning, and beautiful old
legend! If he would but bring it into the common stock for
every one's amusement, instead of hoarding it up for himself !’

'Why. what else does lie do but bring it into the common
stock, wlien lie publishes a book which everyone can read?
sad Valentia, half out of the spirit of contradiction.

'And few understand,’ said Headley quietly.

'You are very unlj ust; heis a very discerning and agreesble
person, and | shall go and tak to him." And away went
Vaentia to Eldey, somewhat cross. Woman-like, she allowed,
for the sake of her sister's honour, no one but herself to
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depreciate Vavasour, and chose to think it impertinent on
Headley's part.

H Ief/]_ began quietly talking to Major Campbell about
botany, while Valentia, alittle ashamed of herself all the while,
took her revenge on Eldey by scolding him for his unsocial
ways, in the very terms which Headley had been using.

At last Claude, having finished his photographi ng,ddeparted
downward to get some new view from the road ow, and
Lucia returned to the rest of the party. Valentia joined them
at once, bringing up Eldey, who was not in the best of humours
after her diatribes; and the whole party wandered about the
woodland, and scrambled down beside the torrent beds.

At last they came to a point where theP/ could descend no
farther; for the stream, falling over a cliff, had worn itself a
narrow chasm in the rock, and thundered down it into a deep
narrow pool.

Lucia, who was basking in the sunshine and the flowers as
simply as a child, would needs peep over the brink, and made
Eldey hold her while she looked down. A quiet happiness, as
of old recollections, came into her eyes as she watched the
sparkling and foaming water—

"And beauty, born of murmuring sound,
Did pass into her fare.'

Campbell started. The Lucia of seven Kears ago .seemed to
bloom out again in that pale face and wrinkled forehead ; and
a gmile came over his face, too, as he looked.

Just like the dear old waterfall at Kilanbaggan. Y ou recol-
lect it, Major Campbel [? , ]

Eldey aways disliked recollections of Kilanbaggan ; recol-
lectionsof her life before he knew her ; recollectionsof pleasures
in which he had not shared ; espeually recollections of her old
acguaintance with the major. ] _

| do not, T am ashamed to say,' replied the major.

"Why, you were there awholé summer. Ah'! | suppose you
thought about nothlng but your salmon fishing. If hidey had
been there he would not " have forgotten a rock or a”pool.

Wgulga){ou,_Elsle%/V
“Redlly, in spite of al salmon, | have not forgotten a rock or
a pool about the place which | ever saw : but af the waterfall |
never was.

'So he has not forgotten ? What cause had he to remember
so carefully 7 thought Eldey. o _

'O Eldéy, look " What is that exquisite flower, like a ball
of %old, hanging just over the water 7 ) _

it Eldey naci not had the evil spirit haunting about him, he
would have joined in Lucias admiration of the beautiful crea
ture, as it dropped into the foain from its narrow ledge, with its
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fan of Ealmate, leaves bright green against the black mosses of
the rock, and its golden petalS glowing like a tiny sun in the
darkness of the chasm : asit was, lie answered—

"Only a buttercup.' ] ,

? am sure it's not a buttercup ! It is three times as large,
and a aol In;luch paler yellow ! Is it a buttercup, now. Major

Cam

(;gmpbell looked down. , ,

'Ver)( nearly one, after all: but its rea name is the globe
flower, 1t is common enoquh here in spring ; you may se€ the
leaves in every pasture. But | suppose this plant, hidden from
the light, has kept its flowers till the autumn.’ .

And till | came to seeit, darling that it is! | should like to
revy?rg it by vyteann d|tbhome,' i of the h il

are say it would be very proud of the honour ; especi
if Mr. Va\S/%ysour would embgjrpr)l it in vere, after it had don)e/z
service to you.' ) o i
. It is doing %ood enough service where it is’' sad Eldey.
Wh§ pluck out the very eye of that perfect pictureV

"Strange,’ said Lucia, 'that .such a beautiful thing should be
born there all alone upon these rocks, with no one to look at it.'

‘It enjoys itself sufficiently without us, no doubt,’ sad

',?ée; but | want to enjoy it. Oh, if you could but get it for

e

_Eldley looked down. Theie was fifteen feet of somewhat
slippery rock ; then a ragged ledge a foot broad, in a crack of
which “the flower grew; then the dark b0|I|ntg.{)ooI. Eldey
sh_rug%ed his shoulders, and said, smiling, as if it were a fine
thing to say, 'Really, my dear, dl men are not knight errants
enough to endanger theif necks for a bit of weed ; and | cannot

that such rough tours deforce are at al to my fancy.'

Lucia turned away : but she was \exed. Campbell could see
that a strange fancy for the Rlant had seized her.  As she
¥val\|/<§ld ftr,om the spat, he could hear her talking about its beauty
o Valentia

Campbell's blood boiled. To be asked by that woman—Dby
any woman—to get her that flower : .and to"be afraid! |t was
bad enough to bé ill-tempered ; but to be a coward, and to be
Broud thereof | Heyielded to a temptation, which lie had much
etter have left alone, seeing that Lucia had not asked him :
swung himself easily enough down the ledge ; trot the flower,
and put it, quietly bowing, Tnto Mrs. Vavasour's hand. )

He was frighténed when he had done it; for lie saw, to his
surprise, that she was frightened.  She took the flower, smiling
thanks, and expressing alittle common-place horror and aston-
ishment at his naving ‘gone down such a dangerous cliff: but
she took it to Eldey, drew his arm through hers, and seemed
determined to make as much of him as possible for the rest of
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the afternoon. ' The fellow was jealous, then, in addition to his
other sins!" And Cam;tJ)beII, who felt that he had put himself
unnecessarily forward between husband and wife, grew more
and more angry ; and somehow, unlike his usual wont, refused
to confess himself in the wrong, because he was in the wrong.
Certainly it was not pleasant for poor Elsley ; and so Luciafelt,
and bore with him when he refused to be comforted, and
rendered blessing for railing when he said to her more than one
ar?gry word ; but she had become accustomed to angry words by
thistime.

All might have passed off, but for that carelessVaentia, who
had not seen the details of what had passed ; and so advised
herself to ask where Lucia got that beautiful plant ?

- 'Majgr_I Campbell picked 1t up for her from the cliff,’ sad

rily.

sj_,e)&/h! e)[t/the risk of his neck, | don't doubt. Heis the most
matchless cavaliere servente.' ) )

" shdl leave Mrs. Vavasour to his care, then—that is, for the
present,’ said Eldey, drawing his arm from Lucids. |

'l assure you," answered she, roused in her turn by his deter-
mined bad témper, ? am not the least afraid of béing left in
the charge of s0 old afriend.'

_Eldey made no answer, but sprang down through the
thickets, calling loudly to Claude Méellot.

It was very naughty of Lucia, no doubt: but even a worm
will turn; and there” are times when people who have not
coura?e to hold their e must say something or other; and
do not always, in the hurry, get out' what they ought, but only
what they have time to think of. And she forgot what she hadl
sad the next minute, in Major Campbell's question—

'Am |, then, soold afriend, Mrs. Vavasour?'

'Of course ; who older ? ) o

Campbell was silent amoment. If liewasinclined to choke,
a least Lucia did not see it.

'l trust F have not offended your—Mr. Vavasour?' .

"Oh !' she said, with a forced gaiety, 'only one of his poetic
fancies. He wanted so much to see Air. Mellot photograph the
waterfal. | hope he will bein time to find him.'

'l am aplain soldier, Mrs. Vavasour, and | only ask because
| do not understand. What are poetic fancies?

_ Lucialooked up in hisface puzzled, and saw there an expres-
§0n SO grave, plty|n%, tender, that her heart legped up toward
him, ana then 'sank back again.

'Why do you ask? y need you know? You are no

'And for that very cause | ask you.' o

'Oh, but,’ said she, guessing at what was in his mind, and
trying, woman-like, to play purposely at cross purposes, and to
défend her husband at dl risks, *he has an extraordinary
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Bc(;elti'c faculty, .ill the world agrees to that, Major Camp-

'What matter? said lie Lucia would have been very
angry, and perhaps ought to have been so; for what business
of Campbell's was it whether her husband were kind to her or
not ? But there was a deep sadness, almost despair, in the tone,
which disarmed her.

'O Major Campbell, is it not aglorious thing to be a poet?
And isit not aglorious thing to be a poet's wife? Oh, for the
sake of that—if | could but see him honoured, appreciated,
famous, as he will -be some day ' Though | think' (and she
spoke with all a woman's pride) 'he is somewhat famous now,
islie not ?

Famous ? Yes' answered Campbell, with an abstracted
voice, and then rejoined quickly, 'If you could but see that,
what then ?'

Why then," sad she, with a half smile (for she had nearly
entrapped herself into an admission of what she was deter-
mined to conced), why then, | should be still more what |
am now, his devoted little wife, who cares for nobody and
nothing but putting his study to rights, and bringing up his
children.'

. Happy children !" said he, after a pause, and half to himself,
who have such a mother to bring them up.’

Do you really think so? But flattery used not to be one of
your sins. Ah, | wish you could give me some advice about
how | am to teach them '

So it is she who has the work of education, not he!
thought Campbell to himself, and then answered gaily—

My dear madam, what can a confirmed old bachelor like me
know about children ?'

Oh, don't you know' (and she gave one of her pretty Irish
laughs) ‘that it is the old maids who always write the children's
books, for the benefit of us poor ignorant married women? But'
(and she spoke earnestly again) 'we all know how wise and good
you are. Jdid not know it in old times. ? am afraid | used
to torment you when | was young and foolish.’

Where on earth can Mellot and Mr. Vavasour be?'asked
Campbell.

Oh, never mind ; Mr. Mollot has gone wandering down the
glen with his apparatus, and my KLsley has gone wandering
after him, and will find him in due time, with his head in a black
bag, and a great bull just going to charge him from behind, like
that hapless man in launch. | always tell Mr. Mellot that will
be his end.

Campbell was deeply shocked to hear the light tone in which
she talked of the passionate temper of a man whom she so surely
loved. How many outbursts of it there must have been ; how
many paroxysms of astonishment, shame, grief— perhaps, das'
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counterbursts of anger—ere that heart could have become thus
proof ?al nst the ever-lowering thunderstorm !

" Wéll," he said, ‘all we can do is to walk down to the car,
and let them follow ; and, meanwhile, | will give you my wise
opinion about this education question, whereof 1 know nothing.'

It will be all oracular to me, for I know nothing either;’
and she put her arm through his, and walked on.

' Did you hurt yourself then? | am sure you arein pain.'

'1? Never less free from it, with many thanks to you.
What made you think so ?

? heard you breathe so hard, and quite stamp your feet, |
thought. | suppose it was fancy.' ]

It was not fancy, nevertheless. Major Campbell was stamp-
ing down something, and succeeded, too, in crushingit.

_ They walked on toward the car, Vaentia and Headley follow-
ing them ; .erethez arrived at the place where they were to meet
it, It wasquite dark ; but what was more important, the car was
not there.

o The stupid man must have mistaken his orders, and gone

ome.'

_ 'Or let the horse go home of itself, while he was asleep
insde. He was more than half tipsy when we started.’

So spoke the major, divining the exact truth. There was
nothing to be done but to walk the four miles home, and let the
two truants follow as they could.

'We shall have plenty of time for our educational lecture,
said Lucia,

' Plenty of time to waste, then, my dear lady,'

Oh, | never talk with you five minutes—I do not know why
—without feeling wiser and happier. | envy Valentiafor having
seen so much of you of late!

Little thought poor Lucia, as she spoke those innocent words,
that within four yards of her, crouched behind the wall, his face
and every limb writhing with mingled curiosity and rage, was
none other but her husband.

He had given place to the devil: and the devil (for the
' superstitious' and 'old world' notion which attributes such
frenzies to the devil hasnot yet been superseded by a better one)
had entered into him, and concentrated al the evil habits and
passions which he had indulged for years into one flaming hell
within him.

Miserableman! Histormentswere sevenfold : and if he had
sinned, hewas at least punished. Not merely by al which a
husband has aright to feel in such a case, or fancies that he has
aright; not merely by tortured vanity and self-conceit, by the

ony of seeing any man preferred to him, which to aman of
Eldey's character was of itsdf unbearable—not merely by the
loss of trust in one whom he had once trusted utterly—Dbut, over
and above dl, and worst of all, by the feeling of shame, self-
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reproach, self-hatred, which haunts a jealous man, and which
ought to haunt him ; for few men lose the love of women who
have once loved them, save by their own folly or baseness—by
therecollection that he had traded on her trust; that he had
drugged his own conscience with the fancy that she must love
him always, let him do what he would ; and had neglected and
insulted her affection, because he fancied, in his conceit, that it
was inalienable. And with the loss of self-respect, came reck-
lessness of it, and drove him on, as it has jealous men in all ages,
to meannesses unspeakabl e, which have made them for centuries,
poor wretches, the butts of worthless play-wrights, and the scorn
of their fellow-men.

Eldey had wandered, he hardl¥) knew how or whither, for his
calling to Mellot was the merest blind,—stumbling over rocks,
bruising himself against tree-trunks, to this wall. He knew
they must passit. He waited for them, and had his reward.
Blind with rage, he hardly waited for the sound of their foot-
steps to die away before lie had sprung into the road, and hur-
riedupitintheoppositedirecti on,—anﬁwhere, everywhere,—to

from them, and from self. Whipt by the fuiies, he fled
aong the road and up the vale, he cared not whither.

And what were Headley and Valentia, who of necessity had
paired off toEether, doing al the while ?

They walked on silently side by side for ten minutes ; then
Frank said—

? have been impertinent, Miss &. Just, and | beg your
pardon.’

"No, you have not,' said she, quite hastily. 'You were right,
too right,—has it not been proved within the last five minutes?
My poor sister! What can be done to mend Mr. Vavasour's
temﬁerJ | wish you could talk to him, Mr. Headley.'

eis beyond my art. His age, arid his talents, and his—his
consciousness of them,' said Frank, using the mildest term he
could find, 'would prevent so insignificant a person as me
having any influence. Butwhat | cannot do, God's grace may,’

"Can it chan%e a man's character, Mr. Hea{jley? It may
make good men better—but can it cure temper ?

" Major Campbell must have told you that it can do anything.'

'Ah, yes: with men aswise, and strong, and noble as heiis;
but with such a weak, vain man—'

"Miss &. Just, | know one who is neither wise, nor strong,
nor noble, but as weak and vain as any man ; in whom God has
conquered—as He may conquer yet in Mr. Vavasour—all which
makes man cling to life

"What, all 7 asked she, suspecting, and not wrongly, that he
spoke of himself.

"All, I suppose, which it is good for them to have crushed.
There are feelings which last on, in spite of al struggles to
quench them—I suppose, because they ought to last; .
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while they torture, they dill ennoble. Death will quench
them: or if not, satisfy them: or if not, set them a rest
somehow,’

' Death ? answered she, in a startled tone.

'Yes. Our friend, Major Campbell's friend, death. We
have been seeing a good deal of him together lately, and halo
come to the conclusion that he is the most useful, pleasant, and
instructive of al friends.'

'O Mr. Headley, do not speak so! Areyou in earnest ?

"So much in earnest, that | have resolved to go out as an
?(myd chaplain, to see in the war somewhat more of my new
riend.'

"Impossible ! Mr. Headley; it will kill you! All that hor-
rible fever and cholera !'

'And what possible harm can it do me, if it does kill me,
Miss &. Just!’

"Mr. Headley, this is madness! |—we cannot alow you to
throw away your life thus—so young, and—a-nd such prospects
beforeyou! And thereis nothing that my brother would not
do for you, were it only for your heroism at Aberalva. Thereis
not one of the family who does not love and respect you, and
long to see al the world appreciating you as we do ; and your
pogr mother——'

“? have told my mother all, Miss S. Just. And she has said,
Go ; itisyour only hope. She has other sons to comfort her.
Let us say no more of it. Had | thought that you would have
diaaBproved of it, I would never have mentioned the thing,'

' Disapprove of —your going to die? You shall not! And for
me, too: for | guessal—all is my fault!"

"All ismine," said he quietly : "who wasfool enough to fancy
that | could forget you—conquer my love for you ;' and at
these words his whole voice and manner changed in an instant
into wildest passion. '? must speak—now and never more—I
love you ill, fool that | am! Would God | had never seen
you! No, not that. Thank God for that to the last : but
would God | had died of that cholera! that 1 had never come
here, conceited fool that | was, fancying that it was possble,
after having once——No ! Let me go, go anywhere, where
| may burden you no more with my absurd dreams! Y ou, who
have had the same thing sad todyou, and in finer words, a
hundred times, by men who would not deign to speak to me ™
and covering his face in his hands, he strode on, as if to

"1 never had the same thing sad to me !

"Never ? How often have fine gentlemen, noblemen, sworn
that they were dying for you ?

' They never have said to me what you have done.'

‘No—I am clumsy, | suppose—'

“ Mr. Headley, indeedyou are unjust toyoursel f—unjust to me!'
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"I—to you? Never! T know you better than you know
yourself—see in you what no one ese sees.  Oh, what fools th
are who that love is blind! Blind ? He sees souls wit
God's own light « not as they have become: but as they ought
to become—can become—are aready in the sight of Him who
made them "

'‘And what might | becomeV asked she, half-frightened by
the new earnestness of his utterance.

'How can | tell? Something infinitely too high for me, at
!ceast, who even now am not worthy to kiss the dust off your
et !

"Oh, do not speak so: little do you know——! No, Mr.
Headley, it is you who are too good 207 me; too noble, single-

ed, self-sacrificing, to endure my vanity and meanness for a

ay.

' Madam, do not speak thus! Give me no word which my
fo;lgl can distort into a ray of hope, unless you wisli to drive me
mad. No'! it is impossible ; and, were it possible, what but
ruin to my soul ? ? should live for you, and not for my work.
| should become a schemer, ambitious, intriguing, in the vain
hope of proving myself to the world worthy of you. No: let
it be. "Let the dead bury their dead, and follow thou me.”’

She made no answer—what answer was there to make? And
he strode on by her side in silence for full ten minutes. At last
she was forced to speak.

'Mr. Headley, recollect that this conversation has gone too
far for us to avoid coming to some definite understanding——'

'Then it shall, Miss &."Just. Then it shall, once and tor all:
formally and deliberately, it shall end now. Suppose—I only
say suppose—that T could, without failing in my own honour,
my duty to my calling, make myself such a name among good
men, that, poor parson though | ge your family need be ashamed
of nothing about me, save my poverty. Tell me, now and for
ever, could it be possible——

He stopped. She walked on, silent, in her turn.

'Say no, as a matter of course, and end it !" said he bitterly.

She drew a long breath, as if heaving off a weight.

"1 cannot—dare not say it.'

"1t? Which of the two ? yes, or no ?

Shewassilent.

He stopped, and spoke calmly and slowly. 'Say that
again, and tell me that | am not dreaming. You ? the ad-
mired ! the worshipped ! the luxurious !—and no blame to you
that you are what you were born—could you endure a little
parsonage, the teaching village school-children, tending dirty
old women, and petty cares the whole year round ?

" Mr. Headley,” answered she, slowly and calmly, in her turn,
"l could endure a cottage—a prison, | fancy, at moments—to
escape from this world of which | am tired, which will soon
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be tired of me; from women who envy me, impute to me am-
bitions as base as their own ; from men who admire—not me,
for they do not know me, and never will—but what in me—I
hate them !'—uwiill g?ive them pleasure. | hateit al, despise it
al ; despise myself for it al every morning when | wake!
What does it do for me, but rouse in me the very parts of my
own character which are most despicable, most tormenting ?
If it goes on, | feel | could become as frivolous, as mean, ay,
as wicked as the worst. You do not know — you do not
know——. | have envied the nuns their convents. | have
envied Selkirk his desert island. | envy now the milkmaids
there below : anything to escape and be in earnest, anything
for some one to teach me to be of use! Yes, this cholera
—and this war — though only, only its coming shadow has
passed over me—and your words too'—cried she, and stopped
and hesitated, as if afraid to tell too much — 'they nave
Ivyfaklened me—to a new life—at least to the dream of a new
ifel’

'Have you not Major Campbell? sad Headley, with a
terrible effort of will.

'Yes—but has he taught me? He is dear, and good, and
wise; but heis too wise, too great for mo. He plays with me
as a lion might with a mouse; he islike a grand angel far
above in another planet, who can pity and advise, but who
ﬁangot—What am | saying ? and she covered her face with her

and.

She dropped her glove as she did so. Headley picked it up
and gave it to her : as he did so their hands met; and their
hands did not part again.

You know that | love you, Vaentia &. Just,’

"Too well! too well!

- But you know, too, that you do not love me.'

“Who told you so ? What do you know ? What do | know ?
Only that | long for some one to make me—to make me as good
asyou are!" And she burst into tears.

Valentia, will you trust me?

'Yes!' cried she, looking up at him suddenly : "if you will
not go to the war.'

'So—no—no! Would you have me turn traitor and coward
to God ; and now, of al momentsin my life?

"Noble creature!" said she; 'you will make me love you
whether | wish or not.'

What was it, after al, by which Frank Headley won Valentias
love? | cannot tell. Can you téll, sir, how you won the love of
your wife? Aslittle as you can tell of that still greater miracle
—how you have kept her love since she found out what manner
of man you were.

So they paced homeward, hand in hand, beside the shining
ripples, dong the Dinas shore. The birches breathed fragrance
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on them ; the night-hawk churred softly round their path ; the
stately mountains smiled above them ‘in the moonlight, and
seemed to keep watch and ward over their love, and to shut out
the noisy world, and the harsh babble and vain fashions of the
tpwn. The summer lightning flickered to the westward; but
round them the rich soft night seemed full of love,—as full of
love as their own hearts were, and like them, brooding silentl
upon itsjoy. At last the walk was over ; the kind moon san
low behind the hills ; and the darkness hid their blushes as the
Paced into the deeping village, and their hands parted unwil-
ingly at last.

When they came into the hall through the group of lounging
gownsmen and tourists, they found Bowie arguing with Mrs.
Lewis, in his dogmatic Scotch way—

So ye s2e, madam, there's no use defending the drunken loon
any more at all; and here will my leddies have just walked their
bonny legs off, al through that carnal sin of drunkenness, which
is the curse of your Welsh populaaation.'

And not quite unknown north of Tweed either, Bowie," said
Valentia, laughing. 'There now, say no more about it. We
have had a delightful walk, and nobody is the least tired.
Don't say any more, Mrs. Lewis: but tell them to get us some
supper.  Bowie, so my lord has comein ?

This half-hour good!"

'Has he had any sport ?'

'Sport! ay, troth! Five fish in the daﬁ/. That's a river
iInQeFdﬁ. at Bettws! Not a pawky wee burn, [like this Aberglas-
yii thing.'

'Only fivefish? said Valentiain a frightened tone.

'Fish, my leddy, not trouts, | said. | thought ye knew
better than that by thistime,’

'Oh, salmon? cried Valentia, relieved. 'Delightful. I'll go
to him this moment.'

And upstairs to Scoutbush's rooms she went.

He was sitting in dressing-gown and slippers, sipping his
claret, and fondling his fly-book (the only one he ever studied
con arnore) with a most complacent face. She came in and
stood demurely before him, holding her broad hat in both hands
before her knees, like a schoolgirl, her face half-hidden in the
black curls. Scoutbush looked up and smiled affectionately, as
he caught the light of her eyes and the arch play of her lips.

"Ah’! there you are, at a pretty time of night! How beauti-
ful you look, Val! | wish my wife may be half as pretty !"

‘Valentia made him a prim courtsey.

‘I am delighted to hear of my lord's good sport. He will
choose to be in a good humour, | suppose.’

H 'Golod humour ? fa va sansdirel Three stone of fish in three
ours!"

'Then his little sister is going to do a very foolish thing, and
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wants his leave to do it; whichif he will ﬁrant, she will let him
do as many foolish things as he likes without scolding him, as
long as they both shall live'

Do it then, | beg. What is it? Do you want to go up
Snowdon with Headley to-morrow, to see the sunrise? You'll
kill yourself!"

. "No,’ sad Vadentia very quietly; '? only want to marry
im.'

"Marry him !' cried Scoutbush, startin? up.

‘Don't try to look majestic, my dear little brother, for you
are redly not tall enough; as it Is, you have only hooked all
your fliesinto your dressing-gown.'

scoutbush dashed himself down into his chair again.

_I'll'be shot if you shall!’

“You may be shot just as surely, whether | do or not,’ said
she softly; and she knelt down before him, and put her arms
round him, and laid her head upon his lap. ' There, you can't
run away now ; soyou must hear me quietly. And you know
it may not be often that we .shall be together again thus; and
O Scoutbush ! brother! if anything was to happen to you—I
only say if—in this horrid war, you would not like to think
that you had refused the last thing your little Va asked for,
and that she was miserable and lonely at home.'

'I'll be shot if you shall !" was all the poor viscount could get
out.

'Yes, miserable and lonely ; you gone away, and mon Saint
Pere too ; and Lucia, she has her children—and | am so wild
and weak—I must have some one to guide me and protect me—
indeed | must!'

"Why, that was what [ always said' That was why |
wanted you so to marry this season ! Why did riot you take
Chalkclere, or half a dozen good matches who were dying for
you, and not this confounded black parson, of all birdsin the
air?'

"1 did not take Lord Chalkclere for the very reason that | do
take Mr. Headley. | want a husband who will guide me, not
one whom ? must guide.’

Guide?' sad Scoutbush bitterly, with one of those little
sparks of practical shrewdness which sometimes fell from him.
"Ay, | e how it is! These intriguing rascals of parsons—
they begin as father confessors, like so many popish priests;
anci one fine morning they blossom out into lovers, and so they
get all the pretty women, and all the good fortunes—the sneak-
ing, ambitious, low-bred——'

' Heisneither ! You are unjust, Scoutbush !' cried Valentia,
looking up. 'Heisthe very soul of honour. He might be rich
now, and have had a fine living, if he had not been too con-
scientious to let his uncle buy him one; and that offended his
uncle, and he would alow him nothing. And as for being low-
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bred, he is a gentleman, as you know ; and if his uncle be in
busira%s, his mother is a lady, and he will be well enough off
one day.'

"You seem to know a great deal about his affairs.'

'He told me all, months ago—before there was any dream of
this. And, my dear,’ she went on, relapsing into her usual arch
tone, 'there is no fear but his uncle will be glad enough to
patronise him again, when he finds that lie has married a vis-
count's sster,’

Scoutbush laughed. ' You scheming little Irish rogue! But
| won't. I've sad it, and [ won't, it's enough to have one
sister married to a poor poet, without having another married
to a poor parson. Oh! what have ? done that | should be
bothered in thisway ? Isn't it bad enough to be alandlord, and
to have an estate, and be responsible for a lot of people that
will die of the cholera, and have to vote in the house about a
lot of things | don't understand, nor anybody else, | believe, but
that, over and above, J must be the head of the family, and
answerable to all the world for whom my mad sisters marry ? |
won't, Fsay !

‘Then | shal just go .and marry without your leave! I'm of
age, you know, and my fortune's my own, and then we shall
come in as the runaway couples do in a play, while you st
there in your dressing-gown as the stern father—won't you
borrow a white wig tor the occasion, my lord ?—and we shall
fall down on our knees s, and she put herself in the prettiest
attitude in the world,—' and beg your blessing—please forgive
us this time, and well never do so any more! And then you
will turn your face away, like the baron in the ballad—

‘And  biushed away tlic springing tear
He proudly strove to hide”

etcetera, etcetera.  Finish the scene for yourself, with a "Bless
ye, my children ; blessye! "'

"Go aong, and marry the cat if you like! You are mad;
and ? am mad ; and al the world's mad, | think.'

'There,' she said, '? knew that he would be a good boy at
last!' And she sprang up, threw her arms round his neck,
and, to his great astonishment, burst into the most violent fit of
crying.

Y G%od gracious, Vaentia! do be reasonable! You'll go into
a fit, or somebody will hear you! You know how | hate a scene.
Do be good, theresadarling! Why didn't you tell me at first
how much you wished for it, and I would have said yes in a
moment,’

. 'Because | didn't know mysdf,’ cried she passionately.
"There, | will bedgood, and love you better than all the world,
except one. And if you let those horrid Russians hurt you, |
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will hate you as long as | live, and be miserable dl my life
afterwards,’

"Why, Vaentia, do you know, that sounds very like abull ?

'Am | not a wild Irish girl? sad she, and hurried out,
leaving Scoutbush to return to his flies.

She bounded into Lucias room, there to pour out a bursting
heart—and stopped short.

Lucia was sitting on the bed, her shawl and bonnet tossed
Hpon_géefloor, her head sunk on her bosom, her arms sunk by

er side.

'Lucia, what isit? Spesk to me, Lucia™

She pointed faintly to a letter on the floor. Valentia caught
it up : Lucia made a gesture as if to stop her.

"No, you must not read it. Too dreadful!

But Vaentiaread it; while Lucia covered her face in her
hands, and uttered a long, low, shuddering moan of bitter

ony.
agV?a/lentia read, with flashing eyes and bursting brow. It was
a hideous letter. The words of a man trying to supply the place
ﬁf strength by virulence. A hideous letter, unfit to ue written

ere.

'Vaentia! Vaentia! Itisfalse—amistake; heis dreaming.
You know itisfalse! You will not leave metoo?

Valentia dashed it on the ground, clasped her sister in her
arms, and covered her head with kisses.

bl\gg/ Lucia! My own sweet good sister ! Base, cowardly,’
sobbed shein her rage; while Lucids agony began to find a
vent in words, and she moaned on—

What havel done? All that flower, that horrid flower
but who would have dreamed—and Major Campbell, too, of all
men upon earth? Valentia, it is some horrid delusion of the
devil. Why, he was there all the while, and you too. Could
he think that | should before his very face? What must he
fancy me? Oh, it isadelusion of the devil, and nothing se "

'"He is a wretch ! | will take the letter to my brother ; he
shal right you !"

"Ahno! no! never! Let metearit to atoms—hide it! It
isall amistake! Hedid not mean it! He will recollect him-
sdf to-morrow and come back.'

'Let him come back if he dare!" cried Vaentia, in a tone
which said, ‘'l could kill him with my own hands !

'Oh, he will comeback ! He cannot have the heart to leave
his poor little Lucia. O cruel, cowardly, not to have said one
word—not one word to explain al but it was al my fault, my
wicked, odious temper; and after | had seen how vexed he was.
too! O Eldey, Eldey, come back, only come back, and | will
beg your f)ardon on my knees! anything! Scold me, beat me/
if youwill!l 1 deserveitall! Only come back, and let me see
your face, and hear your voice, instead of leaving me here al
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aone, and the poor childrentoo ! = Oh, what shall | say to them
to-morrow, when they wake and find no father ? ]

Valentids indignation had no words. She could only st on
the bed, with Lucia in her armsy, looking defiance at"al the
world above that fair head which one moment dropped on her
wam, and the next gazed up into her face in pitiful childlike

ing.

p_e?g)h,gif | but knew where he was gone! If | could but find
him! One word—one word would st al right! It always
did, Vaentia, dways! Hewasso kind, so dear in a moment,
when | put away my naught\/N_nau hty temper, and smiled in
his face like a good wifé. Wicked creature that | was! and
this is my punishment. O Eldey, one word, one word !
musltflnst him if | went barefoot over the mountains. | must
o, | must—- ) i i
9 And she tried to rise ; but Valentia held her down, while she
entreated piteously— o ] ,

"I will go, and see about finding him !' she said at last, as her
only resource. ' Promise me to be quiet here, and | will.

Quiet? Yes quiet here!" and she threw herself upon her
face on the floor. ]

She looked up eagerly. ' You will not tell Scoutbush ?

" Why not?' I ] .
'"He is so—s0 hasty. He will kill him' Valentia, he will
Kill him! Promise mé not to tell him, or | shall go mad !" And
she sat_up again, pressing her hands upon her head, and rocking
from side to side, S

"O Vdentia, if | dared only scream ' but keeping it inkills
me. Itislike a sword through my brain now !'

-Let me cdl Clara' ) _
~ "No, no! not Clara. Do not tel her. | will be quiet;
indeed | will; only come back soon, soon, for | am all done,
alonel' And she threw herself down again upon her face

Valentiawent out. Certain as she was of her sister's inno-
cence, there was one terrible question in her heart which must
be answered, or her belief in all truth, goodness, religion, would
reel and rock to its very foundations. And till she had an
answer to that, she could not sit still by Lucia o
" She walked hurriedly, with compressed lips, but quivering
limbs, downstairs, and Into the sitting-room. Scoutbush was
gone to bed. Campbell and Mellot sa chatting till.

"Where is g&y brother ? o

' Gone to bed, as some one ese ought to be; for it is past
twelve.  IsVavasour come in yet ?

'Very odd, sdd Claude; 'I never saw him after | left
Ou.
Y He sad certainly that he was going to find you, sad
Campbell
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There is no need for speculating,’ said Valentia quietly ; ,' my

sster has a note from Mr. Vavasour at Pen-y-gwryd.'
Pen-y-gwryd ? cried both men at once.

' Yes. Major Campbell, | wish to show it to you.'

Vaentias tone and manner was significant enough to make
Claude Mellot bid them both good-night.

When he had shut the door behind him, Valentia put the
letter into the major's hand.

He was too much absorbed in it to look up at her ; but if he
had done so0, he would have been startled by the fearful capacity
of passon which changed, for the moment, that gay Queen
Whims into a terrible Roxana, as she stood, leaning against the
mantelpiece, but drawn up to her full height, her lips tight
shut, eyes which gazed throu%h and through him in awful
scrutiny, holding her very breath, while a nervous clutching of
the little hand said, 'If you have tampered with my bister's
heart, better for you that you were dead !"

He read it through, once, twice, witli livid face; then dashed
it onthefloor.

'Fool!—cur !'—liar I—sheis as pure as God's sunlight.'

';\(ou need not tell me that,’ said Valentia, through her closed
teeth.

'Fool!—fool!" And then, in a moment, his voice changed
from indignation to the bitterest self-reproach. 'And fool |
thrice fool! Who am I, to rail on him? O God! what have |
done? And lie covered his face with his hands.

' What.have you done?' literally shrieked Valentia

"Nothing that you or man can blame, Miss St. Just' Can
you dream that, sinful as | am, | could ever harbour a thought
toward her of which | should be ashamed before the angels of
Godr
~ He looked up as he spoke, with an utter humility and an
intense honesty which unnerved her at once.

‘O my Sant Pere!' and she held out both her hands.
' Forgive me, if—only for a moment—'

'2"am not your Saint Pere, nor any ones! | am a poor,
weak, conceited, miserable man, who by his accursed impertin-
encehhas broken the heart of the being whom he loves best on
earth,’

Vaentia started : but ere she could ask for an explanation,
he rejoined wildly—

"How is she? Tel me only that, this once! Has it killed
her ? Does she hate him ?'

"Adores him more than ever. O Major Campbell! it is
too piteous, too piteous.'

He covered his face with his hands, shuddering. 'Thank
God! yes thank God! So it should be. Let her love him to
thelast, and win her martyr's crown! Now, ValentiaSt. Just,
st down, if but for five minutes ; and listen, once for al, to the
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last words, perhaps, you will ever hear me speak; unless she
wants you ?——'

No, no! Tell meall, Saint Pere!" said Valentia, 'for T am
walking in adream—a double dream !" as the new thought of
Headley, and that walk, came over her. 'Tell me all at once,
while I have wits left to comprehend.’

"Miss &. Just,’ said he, in a clear calm voice. 't isfit, for
her honour and for mine, that you should know al. The first
day that | ever saw your sister, | loved her ; as a man loveswho
can never cease to love, or love a second time. | was a raw,
awkward Scotchman then, and she used to laugh at me. Why
not? | kept my secret, and determined to become a man at
whom no one would wish to laugh. ?was in the Company's
service then. You recollect her jesting once about the Indian
army, and my commanding black people, and saying that the
Lineonly wasfit for—some girl'sjest ?

"No ; | recollect nothing of it.'

"I never forgot it. T threw up al my prospects, and went
into the Line. Whether | won honour there or not, | need not
tell you. | came back to England years after, not unworthy,
as| fancied, to look your sister in theface as an equal. | found
her married.'

. He paused a little, and then went on, in a quiet business-like
one.

?Good. Her choice was sure to be aworthy one, and that
was enough for me. You need not doubt that | kept my secret
then more sacredly than ever. | returned to India, and tried to
die. | dared not kill myself, for | was a soldier and a Christian,
and belonged to God and my Queen. The Sikhs would not kill
me, do what | would to help them. Then | threw myself into
science, that | might stifle passion ; and | stifled it. 1 fancied
myself cured, and | was cured; and | returned to England
again. | loved your brother for her sake ; | loved you at first
for her sake, thenfor your o\vn. But | presumed upon my cure;
| accepted your brother's invitation ; | caught at the oppor-
tunity of seeing her again—happy—as | fancied ; and of prov-
ing to myself my own soundness. | considered myself a sort of
Melchisedek, neither ?/oung nor old, without passons, without
purpose on earth—a fakeer who had licence to do and to dare
what others might not. But | kept my secret proudly inviolate.
I do not believe at this moment she dreams that—do you ?'

'She does not.'

Thank God! | was a most conceited fool, puffed up with
spiritual pride, tempting God needlessly. | went, | saw her.
Heaven is my witness that, as far as passon goes, my heart is as
Pure as yours: but | found that | still cared more for her than

or any being on earth : and | found too the sort of man upon
whom—God forgive me! | must not talk of that—I despised
him, hated him, pretended to teach him his duty, by behaving
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better to her than he did—the spiritual coxcomb that | was !
What business had | with it? Why not have left al to God
and her good sense? The devil tempted me to-day, in the shape
of an angdl of courtesy and chivalry ; and here the end is come.
I must find that man, Miss St. Just, if | travel the world in
search of him. | must ask his pardon frankly, humbly, for my
impertinence. Perhaps so | may bring him back to her, and not
die with a curse on my head for having parted those whom God
hasjoined. And then to the old fighting-trade once more—the
only one, | believe, | really understand ; and see whether a
Russian bullet will not fly straighter than a clumsy Sikh's!'

Valentialistened, awe-stricken ; and all the more so because
this was spoken in a calm, half-abstracted voice, without a note
of feeling, save where he alluded to his own mistakes. Whenit
was over, she rose without aword, and took both his handsin
her own, sobbing bitterly.

"You forgive me, then, al the misery which | have caused ?'

"Donot talk so! Only forgive me having fancied for one
moment that you were anything but what you are, an angel out
of heaven, )

Campbell hung down his head. .

"Angd, trul?/ I' Azrael, the angdl of death, then. Go to her
now—go, and leave a humble penitent man alone with God.'

'O my Saint Pere!' cried she, bursting into tears. 'This
is too wretched—all a horrid dream—and when, too—when |
had been counting on telling you something so different!—?
cannot now, | have not the heart.'

'"What, more misery ?

Oh no! no! no! You will know al to-morrow. Ask
Scoutbush.'

? shall be gone in search of that man long before Scoutbush
is awake.'

'Impossible ! you do not know whither he is gone.'

'If | employ every detective in Bow Street, | will find him.'

"Wait, only wait, till the post comesin to-morrow. He will
S}Jrely write, if not to her,—wretch that heis !—at least to some
of us'

If he be aive. No. | must go up to Pen-y-gwryd, where
he was last seen, and find out what | can.'

They will al bein bed at this hour of the night; and if—if
anything has happened, it will be over by now, added she
with a shudder.

'God forgive me! It will indeed : but he may write—per-
hapsto me. Heisno coward, | believe: and he may send me
achallenge. Yes | will wait for the post.

Shall you accept it if he does ?

Major Campbell smiled sadly. )

No, Miss . Just; you may set your mind at rest upon
that point. | have done quite enough harm already to your
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family. Now, good-bye! | will wait for the post to-morrow :
do you go to your sister,’

Valentia went, utterly bewildered. She had forgotten Frank,
but Frank had not forgotten her. He had hurried to his room ;
lay till morning, deepless with delight, arid pouring out his
pure spirit in thanks for this great and unexpected blessing. A
new life had begun for him, even in the jaws of death. He
would still go to the East. It seemed easy to him to go there
in search of agrave ; how much more now, when he felt so full
of magic life, that fever, cholera, the chances of war, could not
harm him ! After this proof of God's love, how could he doubt,
how fear ?

Little he thought that, three doors off from him, Vaentia
was sitting up the whole night through, vainly trying to quiet
Lucia, who refused to undress, and paced up and down her
Ejooml, hour after hour, in wild misery, which ? have no skill to

etail.

CHAPTEK XXI
NATURE'S MELODRAMA

WHAT, then, had become of Elsley? And whence had he
written the fatal letter ? He had hurried up the high road for
half an hour and more, till the valley on the left doped upward
more rapidly, in dark dreary bogs, the moonlight shining on
their runnels ; while the mountain on his right doped down-
wards more rapidly in dark dreary down, strewn with rocks
which stood out black against the sky. He was Hearing the
head of the watershed ¢ soon he saw dlate roofs glittering in the
moonlight, and found himself at the little inn of Pen-y-gwryd,
at the meeting of the three great valleys, the central heart of
the mountains.

And a genial, jovial little heart it is, and an honest, kindly
little heart too, with warm life-blood within. So it looked that
night, with every window red with comfortable light, and a long
stream of glare pouring across the road from the open door,
gilding the iir-tree tops in front: but its geniality only made
him shudder. He had been there more than once, and knew
the place and the people « and knew, too, that of all people in
the world, they were the least like him. He hurried past the
doorway, and caught one glimpse of the bright kitchen. A
sudden thought struck him. He would go in and write his
letter there.  But not yet—he could not go in yet; for through
the open door came some sweet Welsh air, so sweset, that even he
paused to listen. Men were singing in three parts, in that rich
metallic temper of voice, and that perfect time and tune, which
is the one gift «ill left to that strange Cymry race, worn out
with the long burden of so many thousand years. He knew the
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better to her than he did—the spiritual coxcomb that | was !
What business had | with it? Why not have left al to God
and her good sense ? The devil tempted me to-day, in the shape
of an angel of courtesy and chivalry ; and here the end is come.
I must find that man, Miss . Just, if | travel the world in
search of him. | must ask his pardon frankly, humbly, for my
impertinence.  Perhaps so | may bring him back to her, and not
die with a curse on my head for having parted those whom God
has joined. And then to the old fighting-trade once more—the
only one, | believe, | redly understand ; and see whether a
Russian bullet will not fly straighter than, a clumsy Sikh's

Valentia listened, awe-stricken ; and al the more so because
this was spoken in a calm, half-abstracted voice, without a note
of feeling, save where he alluded to his own mistakes. When it
was over, she rose without aword, and took both his hands in
her own, sobbing bitterly.

"You forgive me, then, al the misery which | have caused ?

"Donot talk so! Only forgive me having fancied for one
moment that you were anything but what you are, an angel out
of heaven, ’

Campbell hung down his head.

"Angd, trul?/ I' Azrael, the angel of deeth', then. Go to her
now—go, and leave a humble penitent man alone with God.'

'O my Saint Pere! ' cried she, bursting into tears. ' This
is too wretched—all a horrid dream—and when, too—when |
had been counting on telling you something so different!—?
cannot now, | have not the heart.’

"What, more misery ?'

"Oh no! no! nol You will know al to-morrow. Ask
Scoutbush.’

" Ishal be gone in search of that man long before Scoutbush
is awake.'

'Impossible ! you do not know whither he is gone''

" If | employ every detective in Bow Street, | will find him.'

"Wait, only wait, till the post comes in to-morrow. He will
ﬁrely write, If not to her,—wretch that heis !—at least to some

us.'

If he be dive. No. | must go up to Pen-y-gwryd, where
he was last seen, and find out what | can.'

They will al bein bed at this hour of the night; and if—if
anything has happened, it will be over by now," added she
with a shudder.

God forgive me! It will indeed : but he may write—per-
hapsto me. Heis no coward, | believe: and he may send me
achadlenge. Yes | will wait for the post.'

' Shall you accept it if he does?

Major Campbell smiled sadly.

'No, Miss &. Just’; you may set your mind at rest upon
that point. | have done quite enough harm already to your
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family. Now, good-bye! | will wait for the post to-morrow :
do you go to your siger,’

Vaentia went, utterly bewildered. She had forgotten Frank,
but Frank had not forgotten her. He had hurried to his room ;
lay till morning, deepless with delight, and pouring out his
pure spirit in thanks for this great and unexpected blessing. A
new life had begun for him, even in the jaws of death. He
would «ill go to the East. It seemed easy to him to go there
in search of agrave ; how much more now, when he felt so full
of magic life, that fever, cholera, the chances of war, could not
harm him ! After this proof of God's love, how could he doubt,
how fear ?

Little he thought that, three doors off from him, Vaentia
was sitting up the whole night through, vainly trying to quiet
Lucia, who refused to undress, and paced up and down her
room, hour after hour, in wild misery, which | have no skill to
detail .

CHAPTER XXI
NATURE'S MELODRAMA

WHAT, then, had become of Elsley? And whence had he
written the fatal letter ? He had hurried up the high road for
half an hour and more, till the valley on the left doped upward
more rapidly, in dark dreary bogs, the moonlight shining on
their runnels ; while the mountain on his right sloped down-
wards more rapidly in dark dreary down, strewn with rocks
which stood out black against the sky. He was nearing the
head of the watershed ; soon he saw slate roofs glittering in the
moonlight, and found himself at the little inn of Pen-y-gwryd,
at the meeting of the three great valeys, the central heart of
the mountains.

And a genid, jovial little heart it is, and an honest, kindly
little heart too, with warm life-blood within. So it looked that
night, with every window red with comfortable light, and a long
stream of glare pouring across the road from the open door,
gilding the iir-tree tops in front: but its geniality only made
him shudder. He had been there more than once, and knew
the place and the people « and knew, too, that of all people in
the world, they were the least like him. He hurried past the
doorway, and caught one glimpse of the bright kitchen. A
sudden thought struck him. Hewould go in and write his
letter there.  But not yet—he could not go in yet; for through
the open door came some sweet Welsh air, so sweet, that even he
paused to listen. Men were singing in three parts, in that rich
metalic temper of voice, and that perfect time and tune, which
is the one gift sill left to that strange Cymry race, worn out
with the long burden of so many thousand years. He knew the
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air; itwas 'The rising of the Lark." Heavens! what abitter
contrast to his own thoughts! But he stood rooted, as if spl-
bound, to hear it to'the end. The lark's upward flight was
over; and Eldey heard him come quivering down from heaven's
gae, fluttering, sinking, trilling self-complacently, springing
aoft in one bar, only to sink Iower in the next, and cal more
softly to his brooding mate below; till, worn out with his
ecstasy, he murmured one last sigh of joy, and sank into the
nest. ~ The picture flashed through Eldey’s brain as swiftly as
the notes did through his ears.  He breathed more freely when
it vanished with the sounds. He strode hastily in, and down
the little passage to the kitchen. ]

It was alow room, ceiled with dark beams, from which hugﬁ
bacon_and fishing-rods, harness and drying stockings, and
the miscellanea of a fishing inn kept by afarmer, and beneath
it the usual happy, hearty, honest group. There was Harry
Owen, bland and Stalwart, his baby in his arms, smiling upon
the world in general; old Mrs. PritCharcl, bending over the fire,
putting the last touch to one of those miraculous Soufflets, com-

act or clouds and nectar, which transport dike palate and
ancy, at the first mouthful, from Snowdon to Belgrave Square.
A sturdy fair-haired Saxon Gourbannelig sat with his back to
the door, and two of the beautiful children on his knee, their
long locks flowing over the elbows of his shooting-jacket, as,
with both arms round them, he made Punch for thém with his
handkerchief and his fingers, and chattered to them in English,
while they chattered in Welsh, By him sat another Englishman,
to whom the three tuneful Snowdon guides, their music-score
upon their knees, sat Ilstenm%_ prov_ln?Iy, as he rolled out,
with voice as of a jolly blackbira, or jolliér monk of old, the
good old Wessex song—

"My dog he has his master's nose,
To smell a knave through silken hose ;
If friends or honest men go by,
Welcome, quoth my dog and ? ?

? Of foreign tongues let scholars brag,
With fifteen names for a pudding-bag :
Two tongues | know ne'er told alie ;
And their wearers be, my dogand | ?'

That ought to be Harry's song, and the colly's too, eh ? sad
he, pointing to, the dear old dog, who sat with his head on
Owen's knee— eh, my men? Here's a hedth to the honest
man and his dog ! )
~And dl laughed and drank ; while Eldey's dark face looked
in a the doorway, and half turned to escgpé.  Handsome lady-
like Mrs. Owen, bustlmg out of the kitchen with a supper-tray,
ran full againgt him, and uttered a Welsh scream.
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' Show me a rgom, and bring me a pen and paper,' sad he ;

and then started in histurn, as al had started at_ him ; for the

two Englishmen looked round, and, behold, to his disgust, the

\s/lvngeé was none other than Naylor ; the actor of Punch was
nd.

0 have found his betes noirs even here, and at such a
moment! And what was worse, to hear Mrs. Owen say, We
have no room, sir, unless these gentlemen—

'Of course, said Wynd, jumping up, a child under each arm.
"Mr. Vavasour ! wesnall be most happy to have your company,
—for aweek if youwill!" - ) ,

. '][enl minuteS solitude is dl | ask, sir, if I am not intruding
00 far.

"Two hours, if you like. Well stay here. Mrs. Owen,—the
thicker the merrier,’ But Elsley had vanished into a chamber
bestrewn with plaids, pipes, hobnail boots, fishing - tackle,
mathematical books, scraps of ore, and the wild confusion of a
gownsman'sden. o )

The party is taken ill with a poem,’ said Wynd. )

o lﬁl,ayflor séuck out_his heavy under-lip, and glanced sidelong
is friend.

"With something worse, Ned. That man's eye and voice had
something uncanny in them. Mellot said he would go crazed
some day”; and be’hanged if | don't think heis so now.’

Another five minutes, and Eldey rang the bell violently for
hot brandy-and-water. . _ .

h I\{Ijrs Owen came back looking alittle startled, a letter in her
and.

The gentleman had drunk the liguor off at one draught, and
ran out of the house like awild man. Harry Owen must go
down to Beddgelert instantly with the letter: and there was
I|vesh|II|r(1)gsto pay for al. )

Harry Owen rises, like a strong and patient beast of burden,
ready for any amount of walking, at any hour in the twenty-
four. He has been up Snowdon once fo-day aready. He'is

oing up again_at twelve to-night, with a Gérman who wants
s(t) _sctjaethetsun rise; he deputes that office to John Roberts, and
ridesput.

'IWhPch Cv:vay did atgge gentleman go, Mrs. Owen ? asks Naylor.

urig road.

Naylor whisgers to Wynd, who sdts the two little girls on the
table, "and hurries out with him. They look up thé road, and
see no one ; run a couple of hundred yards, where they catch a
sgr%thof tgg next turn, clear in the modnlight. There is no one
on the road.

'Bun to the bridge, Wynd," whispers Naylor. 'He may have
thrown himself over.' , ] )

"Taly ho!" whispers Wynd in return, laying his hand on
Naylor's arm, and pointing to the left of the road.
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A hundred yards from them, over the boggy upland, among
scattered boulders, a dark figure ismoving. Slow he stops short,
ﬂestllculatlng; tunis right and left irresolutely. At last he

urries on and upward ; heisrunning, springing from stone to
stone.
There is but one thing, Wynd. After him, or helll drown
himself in LIyn Cwin Fynnon.'

'No, he's striking to the right. Can he be going up the
Glyder? o ) )

WEell see that in five minutes. All in the day's work, my
boy! 1 couldaﬁo up Mont Blanc with such adinner in me.'

The two gallant men run in, struggle into their wet boots
again, and provisioned with meat and bread, whiskv, tobacco,
and plaids, are away upon Elsley'stracks, having left Mrs. Owen
disconsolate by their announcement, that a sudden fancy to
slwﬂ on the Glyder has seized them. Nothing more will they
tell her, or any one, being gentlemen, however much slang they
may talk in private.

Eldey left the door of Pen-y-gwryd, careless whither he went,
if he went only far enough.

In front of him rose the Glyder Vawr, its head shrouded in
soft mist, through which the moonlight gleamed upon the
chequered quarries of that enormous desolation, the dead bones
of the eldest-born of time. A wild longing seized him; he
would escape up thither ; up into those clouds, up anywhere to
be alone—alone with his miserable self. That was dreadful
enough : but less dreadful than having acompanion—ay, even
a stone by him—which could remind him of the scene which he
had left; even remind him that there was another human being
on earth beside himself. Yes—to put that cliff between him
and al the wor]ld! Away he plunged from the high road,
splashing over boggy uplands, scrambling among scattered
boulders, across a stormy torrent bed, and then across another
and another:—when would he reach that dark marbled wall,
which rose into the infinite blank, looking within a stone-
throw of him, and yet no nearer after he had walked a mile ?

He reached it at last, and rushed UB the talus of boulders,
springing from stone to stone ; till his breath failed him, and he
was forced to settle into a less frantic pace! But upward he
would go, and upward he went, with a strength which he never
had felt before. Strong? How should he not be strong, while
every vein felt filled with molten lead; while some unseen
ﬁ_ower seemed not so much to attract him upwards, as to drive

im by magica repulsion from al that he had left below ?

So upward and upward ever, driven on by the terrible gad-
fly, like lo of old he went; stumbling upwards along torrent
beds of dlippery date, writhing himself upward through crannies
where the waterfall plashed cold upon his chest and face, yet
could not cool the inward fire; climbing, hand and knee, up
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cliffs of sharp-edged rock; striding over downs where huge
rocks lay crouched!'!' the grass, like fossil monsters of some
ancient world, and seemed to stare at him with still and angry
brows. Upward till, to black terraces of lava, standing out
hard and black against the gray cloud, gleaming, like iron in
the moonlight, stair above stair, like those over which Vathek
and the princess climbed up to the halls of Eblis. Over their
crumbling steps, up through their cracks and crannies, out upon
adreary slope of broken stones, and then—before he dives up-
ward into the cloud ten yards above his head—one breathless
look back upon the world.

The horizontal curtain of mist; gauzy below, fringed with
white tufts and streamers, deepening aboveinto the blackness of
utter night. Below it along gulf ot soft yellow haze, in which,
as in a bath of gold, lie delicate bars of far-off western cloud :
and the faint glimmer of the western sea, above long knotted
spurs of hill, in degpest shades, like a bunch of purple grapes
flecked here and there from behind with gleams of golden
light; and beneath them again, the dark woods sleeping over
Sé/vynnaiit, and their dark double sleeping in the bright lake

ow.

On the right hand Snowdon rises. Vast sheets of utter
blackness—vast sheets of shining light. He can see every crag
which jutsfrom the green wallsof Galt-y-Wennalt; and far past
it into the Great Valley of Cwm Dyli; and then the red peak,
now as black as night, shuts out the world with its huge mist-
topped cone. But on the left hand al is deepest shade. From
the highest saw-edges where Moel Meirch cuts the golden sky,
down to the very depths of the abyss, all is lustrous darkness,
sooty, and yet golden «ill. Let the darkness he upon it for
ever! Hidden be those woods where she stood an nour ago!
Hidden that road down which, even now, they may be pacing
home together | —Curse thethought| He covers his face in his
handsand shuddersin every" limb.

He lifts his hands from his eyes at |ast:—what has befallen ?

Before the golden haze a white veil is falling fast. Sea
mountain, lake, are vanishing, fading as in adream. Soon he
can see nothing but the twinkle of a light in Pen-y-gwryd, a
thousand feet below ¢ happy children are nestling there in
innocent deep. Jovial voices are chatting round the fire.
What has lie to do with youth, and health, and joy ? Lower,
lower, ye clouds! Shut out that insolent and intruding spark,
till nothing bo seen but the silver sheet of Cwm Fynnon, and
the silver zig-zag lines which wander into it among black
morass, while down the mountain side go, softly sliding, troops
of white mist-angels. Softly they dide, swift and yet motion-
less, as if by some inner will, which needs no force of limbs;
gliding gently round the crags, diving gently off into the abyss,
their long white robes trailing about their feet in upward-
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floating folds. 'Lot us go hence,’ they seem to whisper to the
God-forsaken, as legends say they whispered when thety left
their doomed shrine in old Jerusalem. 'Let the white fringe
fall between him and the last of that fair trooP; let the gray
curtain follow, the black pall above descend ; till heisaonein
darkness that may be felt, and in the shadow of death.

Now heissafeat last; hidden from al living things—hidden,
it may be from God; for at least God is hidden from him.
He has desired to be alone: and he isalone ; the centre of the
universe, if universe there be. All created things, suns and
planets, seem to revolve round him, and he a point of darkness,
not of light. He seems to float sel;—cf)oised in the centre of the
boundless nothing, upon an ell-broad dab of stone—and yet not
even on that: for the very ground on which he stands he does
not feel. He does not feel the mist which wets his cheek, the
blood which throbs within hisveins. Heonly is; and thereis
none besides.

Horrible thought! Permitted but to few, and to them—
thank God!—but rarely. For two minutes of that absolute
self-isolation would bring madness ; if, indeed, it be not the
very essence of madness itself.

‘There he stood ; he knew not how long; without motion,
without thought, without even rage or hate, now—in one blank
paralysis of hiswhole nature; conscious only of self, and of a
dull, inward fire, asif his soul were a dark vault, lighted with
lurid smoke.

What was that ? He started : shuddered—as well he might.
Had he seen heaven opened ? or another place? Somomentary
was the vision, that he scarce knew what he sawv—

Thereit was again! Lasting but for a moment: but Iog
enough to let him see the whole western heaven transfigur
into one sheet of pale blue gauze, and before it Rnowdoii tower-
ing black as ink, with every saw and crest cut out, hard and
terrible, against the lightning-glare: and then the blank of
darkness.

Again! Theawful black giant, towering highinair, before
the gates of that blue abyss of flame : but a black crown of
cloud has settled upon his head; and out of it the lightning
sparks leap to and fro, ringing his brows with a coronet of fire.

Another moment, and the roar of that great battle between
earth and heaven crashed full on Eldey's ears.

He heard it leap from Snowdon, sharp and rattling, across
tggdgulf toward him, till it crashed full upon the Glyder over-
head, and rolled and flapped from crag to crag, arid died away
aong the dreary downs. No! There it boomed out again,
thundering full against Siabod on the left; and Siabod tossed it
on to Mod Meirch, who answered from al her clefts and peaks
with a long confused battle-growl, and then tossed it across
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to Arau; and Aran, with one dull, bluff report from her flat
cliff, to nearer Lliwedd ; till, worn out with the Ion? bulietings
of that giant ring, it sank and died on Gwynnant far below
—but ere it died, another and another thunder-crash burst,
sharper and nearer every time, to hurry round the hills after
the one which roared before it. )

Another minute, and the blue glare filled_the sky once more :
but no black Titan towered beforéit now. The storm had leapt
Llanberris pass, and al around Eldey was one howling chaos of
cloud, and rain, and blinding flame. He turned and fled again.

By the sensation of his feet, he knew that he was going up-
hill 7 and if he but went upward, he cared not whither he went.
The rain gushed through, where the lightning pierced the cloud,
in drops Tike musket bdls. He was drenched to the skinin a
moment; dazzled and giddy from theflashes; stunned by the
everlasting roar, peal over-rushing peal, echo out-shooting echo,
till rocks and air quivered alike beneath the continuous battle-
cannonade. 'What matter 7 What fitter 9U|de for such a
path as mine than the blue lightning flashes*

Poor wretch ! He had gone out of his way for many a year,
to give himself up, a willing captive, to the melodramatic view
of nature, and had let sights and sounds, not principles and
duties, mould his feelings Tor him: and now, in his utter need
and utter weakness, he had met her in a mood which was too
awful for such as he was to resist. The Nemesis had come;
and swept away helplessly, without faith and hope, b%/_ those
outward impressions of things on which he had feasted his soul
s0 long, he was the puppet of his own eyes and ears ; the dave
of glare and noise. ] , o

reathless, but ill untired, he taoiled up a steep incline,
where he could feel beneath him neither mass nor herb.  Now
and then his feet brushed through a soft tuft of pardey fern:
but soon even that sign of végetation ceased ; his feét onl
rasped over rough bare rock, and he was done in a desert 0

stone.
What was that sudden aﬁparmon above him, seen for a
moment dim and gigantic through the migt, hid the next_in
darkness? The next Tlash showed him a line of obdisks, like
giants crouching side by sde, staring down on_him from the
clouds. Another live minutes, and he was at their feet, and past
them ; to see above them again another line of awful watchers
through the storms and rains of many a thousand years, wait-
ing, grim and silent, like those doomeéd senators in the Capitol
of Borne, till their own turn should come, and the last lightning
stroke hurl them_too down, to lie for ever by their falen
brothers, whose niighty bones bestrewed the screes below.

He groped his way between them ; saw some flfty yards

ond a higher pesk ; gained it by fierce struggles and many
fals; saw another beyond that; and, rushing down and up two
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dopes of moss, reached a re%i10n where the upright lava-ledges
had been split asunder into chasms, crushed together again into
caves, toppled over each other, hurled up into spires, in such
chaotic confusion that progress seemed impossible.

A flash of Iightnin% revealed a lofty cairn above his head.
There was yet, then, a higher point! He would reach it, if he
broke every limb in the atterggat! and madly he hurried on,
feeling his way from ledge to leage, squeezing himself through
crannies, crawling on hands and knees along the sharp chines
of the rocks, till he reached the foot of the cairn; climbed it,
ia/nd threw himself at full length on the summit of the Glyder

awr.

An awful Place it aways is; and Eldey saw it .a an awful
time, as the glare unveiled below him a sea of rock-waves, all
sharp on edge, pointing toward him on every side: or rather
one wave-crest of a sea; for twenty yards beyond, all doped
away into the abysmal dark.

Terrible were those rocks below ; and ten times more terrible
as seen throelgih the lurid glow of his distempered brain. All
the weird peaks and dabs seemed pointing up at him : sharp-
toothed jaws gaped upward—tongues hissed upward—arms
ﬁomted upward—hounds leaped upward—monstrous snake-

eads peered upward out of cracks and caves. Did he not see
them move, writhe? or was it the ever-shifting light of the
flashes ? Did he not hear them howl, yell at him ? or was it but
the wind, tortured in their labyrinthine caverns?

The next moment, and &l was dark again : but the images
which had been caled up remained, and fastened on his brain,
and grew there ; and when, in the light of the next flash, the
scene returned, he could see the red lips of the phantom hounds,
the bright e\é& of the phantom snakes ; the tongues wagged in
mockery; the hands brandished great stones to hurl af him;
the mountain-top was instinct with fiendish life—avery Blocks-
berg of al hideous shapes and sins.

And yet he did not shrink. Horrible it was ; he was going
mad before it. And yet lie took a strange and fierce delight in
making it more horrible ; in maddening himself yet more and
more ; in clothing those fantastic stoneswith every fancy which
could inspire another man with dread. But he had no dread.
Perfect rage, like perfect love, casts out fear. He rejoiced in
his own misery, in his own danger. His life hung on athread ;
any instant might hurl him from that cairn, a blackened corpse.

‘What better end ? Let it come! He was Prometheus on the
ﬁeak of Caucasus, hurling defiance at the unjust Jove! His

opes, his love, his very honour—curseit!—ruined ! Letthe
lightning stroke come ! He were a coward to shrink from it.
Let him face the worst, unprotected, bare-headed, naked, and do
battle, himself, and nothing but himself, against the universe !
And, as men at such moments will do, in the mad desire to free
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the self-tortured spirit from some unseen and choking bond, he
began wildly tearing off his clothes. o

ut merciful nature brought relief, and stopped him in his
mad effaorts, or he had been a frozen corpse long ere the dawn.
His hands, stiff with cold, refused to obey him: as he delayed
liewas, saved. After the r[])aroxysm came the collapse ; he sank
upon the top of the cairn half sensdess.  He felt himsalf falling
over itsedge ; and the animal instinct of self-preservation, un-
consciously to him, made him dide down gently, till he sank
into a crack between two rocks, sheltered somewhat, as it befell
happily, from the lashing of the rain.

Another minute, and he Slept a dreamless Seep. .

But there are two men upon that mountain, whom neither
rock nor rain, storm nor thunder, have conquered, because they
are simply brave honest men ; and wlio are, perhaps, far more
'poetic” characters at this moment than Elsley Vavasour, or
any dozen of mereverse-writers, because they aré hazarding their
lives on an errand of mercy ; and al the while have so little
notion that they are hazarding their lives, or doing anythin
dangerousor heroic, that, instead of being touched for amomen
by nature's melodrama, they are jesting at each other's troubles,
greeting each interval of darkness with mock shouts of misery
and despair, likening the crags to various fogies of their
acquaintance, male and female, and only pulling the cutty
[I)_lp& out of their mouths to chant snatches of jovial songs.
They are Wynd and Naylor, the two Cambridge boating-men
in bedrabbléd flannel trousers, and shooting-jackets pocketful
of water ; w'ho are both fully agreed that hunting amad poet
over the mountains in a thunderstorm is, on the whole, 'the
jolliest lark they ever had in their lives.'

'He must have gone up here somewhere. | saw the poor
beggar against the sky as plain as | see you—which | don't—'
for darkness cut the 51)eec ech short.

-Where be you, William ? says the keeper,'

‘Here | be, Sir, says the beatér, with my 'edls above my 'ed.
'eell Wery W(?|'|, Willtam\ when you get”your 'ed above your

S, gae on. \

' B%t I'm stuck fast between two stones! Hang the stones™
And Naylor bursts into an old seventeenth century ditty, of the
days of *three-man glees’

' "Th(_ely stoans, they stoans, they stoans, they stoans—
hey stoans that built George Riddicr's oven,
0 theé was fetched from Blaekeney quarr' ;
And George hewas ajolly old man,
And his head did grow above his har'.

"One thing in George Riddler | must commend,
And I"hold it for avaliant thing; .
With any three brothersin Gloucestershire
He swore that his three sons should sing.
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' "There was Dick the tribble, and Tom the mane,
Let every man sing in his own place ;
And William he Avas the eldest brother,
And therefon; he should sing the base—"

I'm down again ! Thisis my thirteenth fall.'

'Soam Il | shall just lie and light a pipe’

Come on, now, and look round the lee side of this crag. We
shall find him bundled up under the lee of one of them.'

' He don't know lee from windward, | dare say.'

'He'll soon find out the difference by his skin; if it's half as
wet, at least, as mine is

"I'll tell you what, Naylor, if the poor fellow has crossed the
ridge, and tried to go down on the Twll du, he's a dead man by
this time.'

Hell have funked it, when he comes to the edge, and sees
nothing but mist below. But if he has wandered on to the
cliffs above Trifaen, he's a dead man, then, at all events. Get
out of the way of that flash! A close shave that! | believe
my, whiskers are singed.'

?Ton my honour, Wynd, we ought to be saying our prayers
rather than joking in this way.'

?We may do both, and be none the worse. As for corning to
grief, old boy, we're on a good errand, ? suppose, and the devil
himself can't harm us. Still, shame to him who's ashamed of
saying his prayers, as Arnold used to say.'

And al the while, these two brave lads have been thrusting
their lanthorn into every crack and cranny, and beating round
every crag carefully and cunningly, till Jong past two in the
morning.

Here's the ordnance cairn at last; and -here am | astride
of acarving-knife, | think! Come and help me off, or | shall
l)e split to the chin !

"I'm coming' What'sthis soft under my foot ? Who-0-0-oop !
Run him to earth at last!’

And diving down into a crack, Wynd drags out by the collar
the unconscious Eldley.

What a swab' Like a piece of wet blotting-paper. Lucky
he's not made of salt.

He's dead !' says Naylor.

"Not a bit. | can feel his heart. There's life in the old dog
yet.'

And they begin, under the lee of a rock, chafing him, wrap-
ping him in their plaids, and pouring whisky down his throat.

It was some time before Vavasour recovered his conscious-
ness. The first use which he made of it was to bid his pre-
servers leave him ; querulously at first; and then fiercely, when
he found out who' they were.

'"Leave me, | say ! Cannot | be aone if | choose? What
right have you to dog mein thisway ?
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'My dear sir, we have as much right here as any one elsg;
and if we find a man dying here of cold and fatigue—'

'What business of yours, if | choose to die?

There is no harm in your dying, sir,’ says Naylor. 'The
harm is in our letting you die; | assure you it is entirely to
satisfy our own consciences we are troubling you thus ;' and he
begins pressing him to take food.

"No, sir ; nothing from you! Y ou have shown meimpertin-
ence enough in the last few weeks, without pressing on me
benefits for which ? do not wish. Let me go! If you will not
leave me, | shall leave you !

And he tried torise ; but, stiffened with cold, sank back again
upon the rock.

In vain they tried to reason with him ; begged his pardon
for @l past jests: he made effort after effort to get up ; and at
last, hislimbs, regaining strength by the fierceness of his passion,
supported him ; and he struggled onward toward the northern
dope of the mountain.

"You must not go down till itislight; it isas much as your
lifeis worth.'

' iam going to Bangor, sir ; and go | will"'

"I tell you there are fifteen hundred feet of slippery screes
below you.'

'As st as a house-roof, and with every tile on it loose.
YOL(JjWi Il roll from top to bottom before you have goneahundred
yards.' )

“What care | ? Let me go, | say ! Curseyou, sir! Do you
mean to use force ?

"l do,’ said Wynd quietly, as he took him round arms and
body, and set him down on the rock like a child.

"You have assaulted me, sir! The law shall avenge this
insult, if there be law in England !"

'I know nothing about law : but | suppose it will justify me
in saving any man's life who is rushing to certain death.’

"Look here, sir!" said Naylor. 'Go down, if you will, when
it grows light: but from this place you do not stir yet. What-
ever you may think of our conduct to-night, you will thank us
for it to-morrow morning, when you see where you are.’

The unhappy man stamped with rage. The red glare of the
lanthorn showed him his two powerful warders, standing right
and left. Hefelt that there was no e from them, but in
darkness ; and suddenly he dashed at the lanthorn, and tried to
tear it out of WyncTs hands.

' Steady, sr " said Wynd, springing back, and parrying his
outstretched hand. 'If you wish us to consider you in your
sensag/(_)u will be quiet.' .

'And if you don't choose to appear sane,’ said Naylor, 'you
must not be surprised if we treat you as men are treated who—
you understand me
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Eldey was silent awhile; his rage finding itself impotent,
subsded into dark cunning. ‘'Really, gentlemen,’ he said at
length, ' | believe you are right; | have been very foolish, and
you very kind ; but you would excuse my absurdities if you
knew their provocation.'

My dear gr,' said Naylor, 'we are bound to believe that you
have good cause enough for what you are doing. We have no
wish to interfere impertinently. Only wait till daylight, and
wrap yourself in one of our plaids, as the only possible method
of carrying out your own intentions; for dead men can't go to
Bangor whithersoever else they may go.'

?You really are too kind : but | belleve I must accept your
offer, under penalty of being called mad ;' and Elsley laughed a
hollow laugh ; for he was by no means sure that he was not
mad. Hetook the proffered wrapper, lay down, and seemed to

eep.

‘Wynd and Naylor, congratulating themselves on his better
mind, lay down aso beneath the other plaid, intending to watch
him. But worn out with fatigue, they were both fast asleep ere
ten minutes had passed.

Elsey had determined to keep himself awake at all risks;
and he paid abitter penalty for so doing ; for now that the fury
had passed away, his brain began to work freely again, and
inflicted torture so exquisite, that he looked back with regret at
the unreasoning madness of last night, as alessfearful hell than
that of thought; of deliberate, acute recollections, suspicions,
trains of argument, which he tried to thrust from him, and yet
could not. Who has not known in the till, deepless hours of
night, how dark thoughts will possess the mind with terrors,
which seem logical, irrefragable, inevitable?

So it was then with the wretched Elsley ; within hismind a
wholetrain of devil's advocates seemed arguing, with triumphant
subtlety, the certainty of Luciastreason ; and justifyingto him
hisrage, his hatred, hisflight, his desertion of his own children
«—if indeed (so far had the devil led him astray) they were his
own. At last he could bear it no longer. He would escape to
Bangor, and then to London, cross to France, to Italy, and there
bury himself amid the forests of the Apennines, or the sunny
glens of Caabria. And for a moment the vision of a poet's life
in that glorious land brightened his dark imagination. Yes!
He would escape thither, and be at peace; and if the world
heard of him again, it should be in such athunder-voice as those
with which Shelley and Byron, from their southern seclusion,
had shaken the ungrateful motherland which cast them out.
He would escape ; and now wasthetime to do it! For therain
had long since ceased ; the dawn was approaching fast; the
cloud was thinning from black to pearly gray. Now was his
time—were it not for those two men! To be kept, guarded,
stopped by them, or by any man! Shameful! intolerable! He
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had fled hither to be free, and even here he found himsdf a
Pnsonen True, they had promised to let him go if he waited
ill daylight; but perhaps he_}( were deceiving him, as he was
deceiving them—why not ? They thought him mad. [twasa
ruse, a stratagem to keep him quiet awhile, and then bring him
back—' restore him to his afflicted friends.” Hisfriends, truly !
He would be too cunning for them yet. And even if they meant
to let him go, would he accept libefty from them, or any man ?
No; het\llvasfree. He had a'right to'go ; and go he would, that
moment!

He raised himself cautiously. The lanthorn had burned to
the socket; and he could not see the men, though they were not
four yards off: but by their regular and heavy bréathing he
could tell that the¥ both slept soundly.  He slipped from under
the plaid, drew off his shoes for fear ‘of noise among the rocks,
and rose. What if he did make a noise? What if ‘they woke,
chased him, brought him back by force? Curse the thought!
ﬁngﬂ?hdmg close to them, he’listened again to their heavy

reathing.

How g_ould he prevent their following him? _
A horrible, nameless temptation came over him. Every vein
in his body throbbed lire ; his brain seemed to swell to burst-
ing ; and ére he was aware, he found himself feeling about in
thé darkness for a loose stone. )

He could not find one. Thank God that he could not find
one' But after that dreadful thought had once crossed his
Wméj, ho must flee from that place ere the brand of Cain be on

isbrow.

With a cunning and activity utterly new to him, he glided
away like a snake ;i downward over crags and boulders, heknew
not how long or how far; all he knew was, that he was goin
down, down, down, into a dim abyss. There was just ligh
enough to discern the upper surfaCe of a rock within arm's
length « beyond that al was blank. He seemed to be hours
descending’; to be c‘[;omgr down miles after miles; and ill he
reached no level spot.  The mountain-side wastoo steep for him
to stand upright, except at moments. It seemed one uniform
quarry of smooth broken date, sll_pc)ng down for ever beneath
his feet. Whither ? He grew giady, and more ?lddy; and a
horrible fantastic notion seized him, that he had Tost his way;
that somehow the precipice had no bottom, no end at all; that
he was ﬁomg down some infinite abyss, into the very depths of
the earth, and the molten roots of the mountains, rever to re-
ascend. He stopped, trembling, only to dide down again;
terrified, he tried to struggle upward, but the shae gave way
beneath his feet, and go he must. )

~What was that noise above his head ? A falling stone? Were
his enemies in pursuit? Down to the depth of hell rather than
that they should take him ! He drove his heels into the dippery
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shde, and rushed forward blindly, springing, aigping, falling,

rolling, till he stopped breathless on a jutting dab.

Analo! beow him, through the thin pearly veil of cloud, a
dim world of dark cliffs, blue lakes, gray mountains with their
dark heads wrapped in cloud, and the straight vale of Nant
Francon, magnified in mist, till it seemed to stretch for hundreds
of leagues towards the rosy north-east dawning and the shining
<2

With a wild shout he hurried onward. In five minutes he
was clear of the cloud. He reached the foot of that enormous
dope, and hurried over rocky ways, till he stopi)ed a the top
?év\?alprecipice, full six hundred feet above the lonely tarn of

Never mind. He knew where he was now ; he knew that
there was a passage somewhere, for he had once seen one from
below. Hefound it, and amost ran aong the boggy shore of
Idwal, looking back every now and then at the black wall of the
Twill du, in dread lest he should see two moving specks in hot
pursuit.

And now he had gained the shore of Ogwen, and the broad
coach-road ; and down it he strode, running at times, past the
roaring cataract, past the enormous cliffs of the Carnedds, past
Tin-y-maes, where nothing was stirring but a barking dog ; on
through the sleeping streets of Bethesda, past the black stairs
of the Penrhyn quarry. The huge clicking ant-heap was silent
now, save for the roar of Ogwen, as lie swirled and bubbled
down, rich coffee-brown from last night's rain.

On, past rich woods, past trim cottages, gardens gay with
flowers; past rhododendron shrubberies, broad fields of golden
stubble, sweet clover, and gray swedes, with Ogwen making
music far below. The sunisup at last, and Colonel Pennant's
grim slate castle, towering above black woods, glitters metallic
in its rays, like Chaucer's house of fame. He stops, to look back
once. Far up the vale, eight miles away, beneath a roof of
cloud, the pass of Nant Francon gapes high in. air between the

reat jaws of the Carnedd and the Glyder, its cliffs marked with
the upright white line of the waterfall. He is clear of the
mountains; clear of that cursed place, and al its cursed
thoughts! On, past Llandegai and all its rose-clad cottages;
past yellow quarryrnen walking out to their work, who stare as
they pass at his haggard face, drenched clothes, and streamin
hair. He does not see them. Onefixed thought isin his mirid,
and that is, the railway station at Bangor.

He is striding through Bangor streets now, beside the summer
seg, from which fresh scents of shore-weed greet him. He had
rather smell the smoke and gas of the Strand.

The station is shut. He looks a the bill outside. There is
no train for full two hours; and he throws himsdaf, worn-out
with fatigue, upon the doorstep.



XXi NATURE'S MELODRAMA 367

Now a new terror seizes him. Has be money enough to
reach London? Has he his purseat al ? Too dreadful to find
himsel f st_og?ed short, on the very brink of deliverance! A
cold perspiration breaks from his forehead, as he feels in every
pocket. "Yes, his purseisthere; but heturnssick as he opens
it, and dare hardly look. Hurrah' Five pounds, six-—eight!
That will take him as far as Paris. He can walk, beg the Test
of the way, if need be.

What will he do now? Wander over the town, and gaze
vacantly on one little object and another about the house fronts.
One thing he will not look at ; arid that is the bright summer
seq, all golden in the sun rays, flecked with gay white sals.
From al'whichisbright and clm, arid cheerful, hissoul shrinks
as from an impertinence ; he longs for the lurid gas-light of
London, and the roar of the Strand, and the everlasting Stream
of faces, amongwhom he may wander free, surethat no onewill
lecognise him, the disgraced, the desperate. )

The weary hours roll on. Too tired to stand longer, he sts
down on the shafts of a cart, and tries not to think.” It is not
difficult. Body and mind are alike worn out, and his brain
seemsfilled with uniform dull mist.

A shop-door opens in front of him ; a boy comes out. He
sees bottles inside, and shelves, the look of which he knows too

well,

The bottlelbomwmstllng, begins to take the shutters down.
How often, in Whitbury of ofd, had Elsley done the same!
Half amused, he watched the lad, and wondered how he spent
his evenings, and what works he read, and whether he ever
thought of writing poet(rj/. _ ) _

~And as he watched, all h|stpast life rose up before him, ever
since he served out medicines fifteen years ago—his wild aspir-
ations, heavy labours, struggles, plans, brief triumphs, long
disappointments; and here"was what it had al come to—a
failure—amiserable, shameful failure! Not that he thought of
it with repentance, with a single wish that he had done other-
wise ; but only with disappointed rage. 'Yes!' he sad bitterly
to himself—

"" We poets in our youth begin in gladness,
But after come despondency and madness."

This is the way of the world with al who have nobler feelings
in them than will fit intoits cold rules. Cursetheworld ! what
on earth had | to do with mixing myself up in it, and marrying
afine lady ? Fool that | was! 'l might have known from the
first that she could not understand me ; that she would go back
toher own! Let hergo! | will forget her, and the world, and
everything—and | know how !' .

And, springing up, he walked across to the druggist's shop.

Years before, Eldey had tried opium, and found, unhappily
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for him, that it fed his fancy without inflicting those tortures of
indigestion which keep many, happily for them, from its magic
snare. He had tried it more than once of late ; but Lucia had
had a hint of the fact from Thurnall: and in just terror had
exacted from him a solemn promise never to touch opium again.
Eldey was a man of honour, and the promise had been kept.
But how—"'1 promised her, and therefore | will break my pro-
mise! She has broken hers, and | am free!"

And he went in and bought his opium. He took a little on
the spot, to alay the cravings of hunger. He reserved afull
close for the railway-carriage. It would bridge over the weary
gulf of time which ag/ between him and town.

He took his second-class place at last; not without stares and
whispers from those round at the wild figure which was startin
for London without bag or baggage. But as the clerks agreed,
'If he was running away from his creditors, it was a shame to
stop him. If he was running from the police, they would have
the more sport the longer the run. At least, it was no business
of theirs,’

There was one thing more to do, and lie did it. He wrote to
Camgobell ashort note. ] )

If, as | suppose, ?/o_u expect from me " the satisfaction of a
gentleman,'” you will find me at ... Adelphi. | am not escap-
ing from you, but from thewholeworld. If, by shooting me, you
can cwlcken my escape, you will do me the first and last favour
which | am likely to ask for from you.'

He posted his [etter, settled himself in a corner of the carriage,
and took his second dose of opium. From that moment he
recollected little more. A confused whirl of hedges and woods,
rattling stations, screaming and Hashing trains, great red towns,
white chalk cuttings ; while the everlasting roar and rattle of
the carriages shaped themselves in his brain into a hundred
snatches or old tunes, al full of a strange merriment, asif mock-
ing at his misery, striving to keep him awake and conscious of
who and what he was. He closed his eyes and shut out the
hateful, garish world ; but that sound he could not shut out.
Too tired to deep, too tired even to think, he could do nothing
but submit to the ridiculous torment; watching in spite of him-
sdf every note, as one jig-tune after another was fiadled by all
the imps close to his ear, mile after mile, and county after
i:ounty, for al that weary day, which seemed full seven years
ong.

At Euston Square the porter called him severa times ere he
could_rouse him. He could hear nothing for awhile but that
same imps melody, even though it had stopped. At last he got
out, stari ngh round him, shook himself awake by one strong
effort, and hurried away, not knowing whither he went.

Wrapt up in saf, he wandered on till dark, slept on a door-
step, and awoke, not knowing at first where hewas.  Gradually



XXii FOND, YET NOT FOOLISH 369

al the horror came back to him, and with the horror the craving
for opium wherewith to forget it. .

He looked round to see his whereabouts. Surely this must
be Golden Square? A sudden thought struck him. He went
to a chemist's shop, bought a fresh supply of his poison, and
taking only enough to allay the cravingsof his stomach, hurried
tottering in the direction of Drury Lane.

CHAPTER XXIT
FOND, YET NOT FOOLISH

NF.XT morning, only Claude and Campbell made their appear-
ance at breakfast.

Frank came in ; found that Valentiawas not down : and, too
excited to eat, went out to walk till she should appear. Neither
did Lord Scoutbush come. Wherewas he?

Ignorant of the whole matter, he had started at four o'clock
to fish in the Tracth Mawr ; half for fishing's sake, half (as he
confessed) to gain time for his puzzled brains before those
explanations with Frank Headley, of which he stood in mortal
fear.

Mellot and Campbell sat down together to breakfast; but
in silence. Claude saw that something had gone very wrong ;
Campbell ate nothing, and looked nervously out of the window
every now and then.

At last Bowie entered with the letters and a message. There
were two gentlemen from Teri-y-gwryd must speak with Mr.
Mellotimmediately.

lie went out and found Wynd and Naylor. What they told
him we know already. He retuined instantly, and met Camp-
bell leaving the room.

? have news of Vavasour,'whispered he. 'l have a letter
from him. Bowie, order me a car instantly for Bangor. | am
off to London, Claude. You and Bowie will take care of my
things, and send them after me.'

Major Cawmill has only to command,” said Bowie, and
vanished down the stairs.

?Now, Claude, quick ; read that, and counsel me. | ought
to ask Seoutbush's opinion; but the poor dear fellow is out,
you see!

Claude read the note written at Bangor.

"Fight him | will not! | detest the notion : a soldier should
never fight aduel. His life is the Queen's, and not his own.
And yet, if the honour of the family has been compromised
by my folly, | must pay the penalty, if Scoutbush thinks it
proper.’

So said Campbell, who, in the over-sensitiveness of his eon-

2B T.Y, A
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science, had actually worked himself round during the past
night into this new fancy, as a chivalrous act of utter self-
abasement. The proud self-possession of the man. was gone,
and nothing but self-distrust and shame remained.

In the name of all wit and wisdom, what is the meaning of
al _thisr

?You do not know, then, what passed last night ?

'?? | can only guess that vavasour has had one of his
rages.'

"Then you must know,' said Campbell with an effort: 'for
Kou must explain all to Scoutbush when he returns; and |
r:1ow no one more fit for the office’ And he briefly told him
the story.

Mellot was much affected. £The wretched ape! Campbell,
your first thought was the true one: you must not fight that
cur. After al, itsafarce: you won't tire at him, and he can't
hit you—so leave ill aone. Beside, for Scoutbush's sake, her
sake, every one's sake, the thing must be hushed up. If the
fellow chooses to duck under into the London mire, let him lie
there, and forget him !'

'‘No, Claude; his pardon | must beg, ere | go out to the
war : or | shal die with a sin upon my soul,’

"My dear, noble creature! if you must go, | go with you. |
must see fair play between you and that madman ; and give
him a piece of my mind, too, while [ am aboutit. Heisin my
power, or if not quite that, | know one in whose power heis'!
and to reason he shall be brought.'

'‘No ; you must stay here. | cannot trust Scoutbush's head,
and these poor dear souls will have no one to look to but you.
| can trust you with them, | know. Me you will perhaps never
see again.’

"You can trust me!" sad the affectionate little painter, the
teays starting to his eyes, as he wrung Campbell's hand.

“Mind one thing ! If that Vavasour shows his teeth, there
is a spell will turn him to stone. Useit!"

'Heaven forbid! Let him show his teeth. Itis| who am
ihn theo wrong. Why should | make him more my enemy than

eis?

'Beit 0. Only, if the worst conies to the worst, call him
not Eldey Vavasour, but plain John Briggs—and see what
follows.'

Valentia entered.

'Thegost has come in' () dear Mgor Campbell, is there
aletter 7

He put the note into her hand in silence. She read it, and
darted back to Lucia's room.

"Thank God that she did not see that | was going! One
more pang on earth spared !I' said Campbell to himself.

Valentia hurried to Lucias door. She was holding it ajar
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and looking out with pale face, and wild hungry eyes. 'A
Ietther’éII Don't be silent, or | shall go mad! Tel me the worst!
Is he adlive ?'

Yes

She gasped, and staggered against the door-post.

Where? Why does he not come back to me? asked she, in
a confused, abstracted way.

It was best to tell the truth, and have it over.

'He has gone to London, Lucia. He will think over it al
there, and be sorry for it, and then all will be well again.'

But Lucia did not hear the end of that sentence. urmuring
to hersalf, 'To London! To London!' she hurried back into
the room.

'Clara’ Clara! have the children had their breakfast ?'

' Yes maam !" says Clara, appearing from the inner room.

'Then help me to pack up, quick ! Your master is gone to
London on business ; and we are to follow him immediately.'

And she began bustling about the room.

My dearest Lucia, you are not nt to travel now !

'l shall dieif | stay here; die if | donothing! | must find
him !I' whispered she. 'Don't speak loud, or Clara will hear. ?
can find him, arid nobody can but me! Why don't you help me
to pack, Vaentia?'

'My dearest! but what will Scoutbush say when he comes
home, and findsyou gone?

"What right has he to interfere? | am Eldey's wife, am |
not ? and may follow my husband if | like;' and she went on
desperately collectlgg, not her own things, but Eldey's.

Valentia watched her with tear-brimming eyes; collectin
al his papers, counting over his clothes, murmuring to hersel
that he would want this and that in London. Her sanity
seemed failing her, under the fixed idea that she had only to
see him, and st al right with a word.

"I will go and get you some breakfast,’ said she at last.

'I want none. I am too busy to eat. Why don't you help
meT

Vaentia had not the heart to help, believing, as she did, that
Lucids journey would be as bootless as it would be dangerous
to her health.

"I will bring you some breakfast, and you must try ; then |
will help to pack :' and utterly bewildered she went out « and
the thought uppermost in her mind was, ' Oh, that | could find
Frank Headley! ) )

Hapﬁy was it for Frank's love, paradoxical as it may seem,
that it had conquered just at that moment of terrible distress.
Valentias acceptance of him had been hasty, founded rather on
sentiment and admiration than on deep affection; and her feel-
ing might have faltered, waned, died away in self-distrust of its
own, redity, if giddy amusement, if mere easy happiness, had
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followed it. But now the fire of affliction was branding in the
thought of him upon her softened heart.

Living a the utmost strain of her character, Campbell gone,
her brother usdess, and Lucia and the children depending utterly
on her, there was but one to whom she could look for comfort
while she needed it most utterly; and happy for her and for
her lover that she could go to him.

Poor Lucia! thank God that | have some one who will never
treat me so! who will lift me up and shield me, instead of
crushing me !—dear creature! Oh that | may find him I" And
her heart went out after Frank with a gush of tenderness which
she had never felt before.

Is this, then, love ? she asked herself; and she found time
to dip into her own room for a moment and arrange her
dishevelled hair, ere she entered the breakfast-room.

Frank was there, luckily aone, pacing nervously up and
down. He hurried up to her, caught both her hands in his, and
gazed into her wan and haggard face with the intensest tender-
ness and anxiety.

Valencids eyes looked into the depths of his, passive and
confiding, till they failed before the keenness of his gaze, and
swam in glittering mist.

Ah!" thought she; 'sorrow is a light price to pay for the
feeling of being so loved by such a man!'

"You are tired—ill 7 What a night you must have had !
Méllot has told me all.'

'O my poor sister!" and WiIdIP/ she poured out to Frank
her wrath against Eldey, her inability to comfort Lucia, and all
the misery and confusion of the past night.

'This is a sad dawning for the day of my triumph !' thought
Frank, who longed to pour out his heart to her on a thousand
very different matters : but he was content; it was enough for
him that she could tell him all, and confide in him ; atruer sign
of affection than any selfish love-making; and he asked, and
answered, with such tenderness and thoughtfulness for poor
Lucia, witli such a deep comprehension of Eldey's character,
pitying while he blamed, that he won his reward at last.

"Oh! it would be intolerable, if | had not through it dll
the thought——" and blushing crimson, her head drooped on her
bosom. She seemed ready to drop with exhaustion.

'St down, sit down, or you will fall!" said Frank, leading
her to a chair ; and as he led her, he whispered with fluttering
heart, new to its own happiness, and longing to make assurance
sure—' What thought ?'

She was dilent still; but he felt her hand tremble in his.

' The thought of me ?'

She looked up in his face ; how beautiful! And in another
moment, neither knew how, she was clasped to his bosom.

He covered her face, her hair with kisses: she did not



xxll FOND, YET NOT FOOLISH 373

g’nmée; from that moment she felt that he was her hus
and.

'Oli, guide me! counsel me! pray for me!" sobbed she. 'l
am al aone, and my poor sister, she is going mad, | think, and
2 have no one to trust but you : and yot—you will |eave me to

o to those dreadful wars ? and then;'what will become of me?

h, stay ! in% afew days!" and holding him convulsively, she
answered his kisses with her own,

Frank stood as in a dream, while the room reeled round and
vanished; and he was alone for a moment upon earth with her
and his great love. ) )

‘Tl me' sad he at last, trying to awaken himself to
action. 'Tell me! Isshe reallyalgomg to sek him ?

qui selfish and forgetful thal | am! Y'ou must help me!
ﬁhe{’.‘”' go to London, nothing can stop her; and it will kill
er

t will! and that drives me mad aso. What can | choose I’

Follow where God leads. It is she, after al, who must
reclaim him. Leave her in God's hands, and go with her to
London.'

' But my brother ? ) _

_ Mélot or 1 will see him. Let it be me. Mellot shall go
with you to London."

. Oh that you were going !' )

Oh that 'were! 1'willfollow, though. Do you think that
| can be long away from you? . . . But | must tell your
brother. | had a very different matter on which to speak to
him this morning,' said he with a sad smile: ' but better as it
is. He shall find me, | hope, reasonable and trustworthy in this
matter; perhaps enough so to have my Vaentia committed to
me. Precious jewel " | must learn to be a man now, at least;
now that ? have you to care for.'

“And yet you go and leave me?

"Valential Because God has given us to each other, shall
our thank-offering be to shrink cowardly from His work 7.

He spoke more sternly than he intended, to awe into obedience
rather nimsdlf than her ; for he felt, poor fellow, his courage
failing fast, while he held that treasure in his arms.

She shuddered in silence. _

Forgive me!" he cried ; 'l was top harsh, Valentia!' _

"No!" she cried, looking up at him with .a glorious smile.
'Scold me! Be harsh to me! It is so delicious now to be
reproved by you.! And as she spoke she felt as if she would
rather endureé torture from that man's hand than bliss from any
other., How many strange words of Lucids that new feeling
explained to her ; ‘wordsat which she had once grown ang%bgs
doting weaknesses, unjust and degradmg to self-respect. r
her now, for she had

'.l[t may drive her mad to keep her here.

Lucidl  She might be able to comfor
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learnt to sympathise with her by experience the very or)posite
to hers. Yet there must have been atime when Lucia clung to
Eldey as she to Frank. How horrible to have her eyes opened
thus! To be torn and flung away from the bosom where she
longed to rest' It could never happen to her. Of course her
Frank was true, though al the world was false: but poor
Lucia! She must go to her. This was mere selfishness at such
a moment.

'Y ou will find Scoutbush, then ?

This moment. | will order the car now, if you will only
eat. You must!'

And he rang the bell, and then made her st down and eat,
amost feeding her with his own hand. That, too, was a new
experience; and one so strangely pleasant, that when Bowie
entered, and stared solemnly at the pair, she only looked up
smjling, though blushing a little.

7 Get a car Instantly,' said she.

For Mrs. Vavasour, my lady ? She has ordered hersalready.'

"No; for Mr. Headley. He'is going to find my lord. Frank,
pour me out a cup of teafor Lucia.'

Bowie vanished, mystified. 'It's no concern of mine; but
better tak' up wi' a godly meenister than a godless pawet,’
said the worthy warrior to himself as he marched down-
stairs.

You see that | am asserting our rights already before al the
world," said she, looking up.

'| see you are not ashamed of me.

' Ashamed of you ?

'And now | must go to Lucia.'

And to London '

Valentia began to cry like any baby ; but rose and carried
away the tea in her hand. 'Must | go? and before you come
back, toor

.Is she determined to start instantly ?

,? cannot stop her. Y ou see she has ordered the car.’

Then go, my darling! My own! my Valentia! Oh, a
thousand things to ask you, and no time to ask themin! |
can write?' sad Frank, with an inquiring smile.

Write'? Yes; every day—twice a day. | shal live upon
those letters. Good-bye !I' ~And out she went, while Frank sat
himself down at the table, and laid his head upon his hands,
stupefied with delight, till Bowie entered.

Thecar, dr.'

' Which ? Who ?" asked Frank, looking up as from a dream.

Thecar, sr.

Frank rose, and waked downstairs abstractedly. Bowie
kept close to his side.

Yell pardon me, sir, sad he in a low voice ; 'but | see
how it is—the more blessing for you. Yell be pleased, ? trust,
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to take more care of this jewel than others have of that one:
or—'

'Or you'll shoot me yourself, Bowie? sad Frank, half
amused, half awed, too, by the stern tone of the guardsman.
Til give you leave to do it if | deserve it.

It's no my duty, either as a soldier or asavalet. And, in-
deed, I've that opeenion of you, s, that | don't think it'll need
to be any one elsg's duty either.’

And so did Mr. Bowie signify his approbation of the new
family romance, and went off to assst Mrs. Clara in getting the
trunks downstairs.

Clarawas in high dudgeon. She had not yet completed her
flirtation with Mr. Bowie, and felt it hard to have her one
amusement in life snatched out of her hard-worked hands.

"I'm sure | don't know why we're moving. | don't believe
it's business. Some of his tantrums, ? dare say. | heard her
walking up and down the room all last night, I'll swear.
Neither she nor Miss Valentia has been to bed. Hell kill her
a last, the brute I'

"It's no concern of either of us, that. Have you got another
trunk to bring down ?'

No concern? Just like your hard-heartedness, Mr. Bowie.
And as soon as I'm gone, of course you will be flirting with
these impudent Welshwomen, in their horrid hats.'

. May be, yes; may be, no. But flirting's no marrying, Mrs.
ara'

'Truefor you, sir! Men were deceivers ever,' quoth Clara,
and flounced upstairs; while Bowie looked after her \\ith a
grim smile, and caught her, when she came down again, long
enough to give her a great kiss: the only language which he
used In wooing, and that but rarely.

'‘Dinna fash, lasse. Mind your lady and the poor bairns,
like a godly handmaiden, and I'll buy the ring when the saw-
mon fishing's over, and well just be married ere | start for the
Crimee.'

'The sawmon !' cried Clara.  “T'?? see you turned into a mer-
maid first, and married to a sawmon !’

"And ye won't do anything o' the kind," said Bowie to him-
sdf, and shouldered a valise.

In ten minutes the ladies were packed into the carriage, and
away, under Méllot's care. Frank watched Valentia looking
back, and smiling through her tears, as they rolled through the
village; and then got into his car, and rattled down the
southern road to Pont Aberglaslyn, his hand still tingling with
the last pressure of Valentias.
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CHAPTER XXIlI
THE BROAD STONE OF HONOUR

BUT where has Stangrave been dl this while?

Where any given bachelor has been, for any given month, is
difficult to say, and no man's business but his own. But where
he happened to be on a certain afternoon in the first week of
October, on which he had just heard the news of Alma, was—
upon the hills between Ems and Coblentz. Walking over a
high tableland of stubbles, which would be grass in England;
and yet with all its tillage is perhaps not worth more than
English grasswould be, thanks to that small-farm system much
be-praised by some who know not wheat from turnips. Then
along aroad, which might be a Devon one, cut in the hillside,
through authentic '‘Devonian’ slate, where the deep chocolate
s0il is lodged on the top of the upright strata, and a thick coat
of moss and wood sedge clusters about the oak-scrub roots,
round which the delicate and rare oak-fern mingles its fronds
with great blue campanulas; while the 'white admirals' and
silver-washed 'fritillaries' nit round every bramble bed, and the
great 'purple emperors’ come down to drink in the road
puddles, and sit fearless, flashing off their velvet wings a blue
as of that empyrean which is 'dark by excess of light.'

Down again through cultivated lands, corn and clover, flax
and beet, and all the various crops with which the industrious
German yeoman ekes out his little patch of soil. Past the
thrifty husbandman himself, as he guidesthe two milch-kinein
his tiny plough, and stops at the furrow's end, to greet you with
the hearty German smile and bow ; while the little fair-haired
maiden, walking beneath the shade of standard cherries, wal-
nuts, and pears, al gray with fruit, fills the cows mouths with
chicory, and wild carnations, and pink saintfoin, and many a
fragrant weed which richer England wastes.

Down once more into a glen ; but such a glen as neither
England nor America has ever seen < or, please God, ever will
see, glorious asit is Stangrave, who knew all Europe well, had
walked the path before; but he stopped then, as he had done
the first time, in awe. On the right, dope up the bare date
downs, up to the foot of cliffs: but only half of those cliffs God
has made. Above the gray date ledges rise cliffs of man's handi-
work, pierced with a hundred square black embrasures; and
above them the long barrack-ranges of a soldiers town ; which
a foeman stormed once, when it was young : but what foeman
will ever storm it again ? What conqueror's foot will ever tread
again upon the ' broad stone of honour," and call Ehrenbreitstein
his?
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On the left the clover and the corn range on, beneath the
orchard boughs, up to yon knoll of chestnut and acacia, tall
poplar, feathered larch™: but what is that stonework which
gleams gray between their stems? A summer-house for home

reat duke, looking out over the glorious Rhine vale, and up the
ong vineyards of the bright Moselle, from whence he may bid
his people edt, drink, and take their ease, for they have much
goods laid up for many years?

Bank over bank of eartli and stone, cleft by deep embrasures,
from which the great guns grin across the rich gardens, studded
with standard fruit-trees, which clothe the glacis to its topmost
edge. And there, below him, lie the vineyards: every rock-
ledge and narrow_path of soil tossing its golden tendrils to the
sun, gray with ripening clusters, rich with noble wine: but
what Is that wall which winds among them, up and down,
creeping and sneaking over every Iedge and knoll of vantage
ground, pierced with eyelet-holes, backed by strange stairs and
alleries of stone; till it rises close beforé him, to meet the
ow round tower full in his path, from whose deep casemates,
taﬁ frcl)m gark scowling eye-holes, the ugly cannon-eyes stare up

e glen 7

Stangrave knows them all—as far as any man can know.
The wards of the key which locks apart the nations ; the yet
maiden Troy of Europe ; the greatest fortress of the world.

He walks down, turns into the vineyards, and lies down
beneath the mellow shade of vines. He has no sketch-book—
article forbidden ; his passport isin his pocket; and he speaks
al tongues of German men. So, fearless of gendarmes and
soldiers, he lies down, in the blazing German afternoon, upon
the shaly soil; and watches the bright-eyed lizards hunt flies
anngf the roasting walls, and the great locusts buzz and pitch
and Teap ; green locusts with red wings, and gray locusts with
blue wings; he notes the species, for he is tired and lazy, and
has so many thoughts within his head that he is glad fo toss
them all away, and give up his soul, if possible, to locusts and
lizards, vines and shade. . _ } _

And far below him fleets the mighty Rhine, rich with the
memories of two thousand stormy years; and on its further
bank the gray-walled Coblentz town, and the long arches of the
Moselle bridge, and the rich flats of Kaiser Franz, and the long
poplar-crested uplands, which look so ga%, and are so stern ; for
everywhere between the poplar-stems the saw-toothed outline
of the western forts cuts the blue sky. ) o

And far beyond it all deeps high in air, the Eifel with its
hundred crater peaks; blue mound behind blue mound, meltin
into white haze. Stangrave has walked upon those hills, an
good upon the crater-lip of the ?reat M pselkopf, and dreamed
beside the Laacher See, beneath the ancient abbey walls; and
his thoughts flit across the Mosdle flats towards his ancient
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haunts, as he asks himself—How long has that old Eifel lain in
such soft deep? How long ere it awake again ?

It may awake, geolo?ists confess—why not ? and blacken all
the skies with smoke of Tophet, pouring its streams of boiling
mud once more to dam the Rhine, whelming the works of men
inflood, and ash, and fire. Why not? The old earth seems so
solid at first sight: but look a little nearer, and this is the stuff
of which she Is made! The wreck of past earthquakes, the
leavings of old floods, the washings of cold cinder heaps—which
are smouldering still below.

Stangrave knew that well enough. He had climbed Vesuvius,
Etna, Popocatepetl He had felt many an earthquake shock ;
and knew how far to trust the everlasting hills. And was old
David right, he thought that day, when he held the earthquake
and the volcano as the truest symbols of the history of human
kind, and of the desalings of their Maker with them? All the
magnificent Plutonic imagery of the Hebrew poets, had it no
meaning for men now ? Did the Lord still uncover the founda-
tions of the world, spiritual as well as physical, with the breath
of his displeasuret Was the solfa-tara of Tophet still ordained
for tyrants? And did the Lord still arise out of his place to
shake terribly the earth ? Or had the moral world grown as
deepy as the physical one had seemed to have donef Would
anything awful, unexpected, traﬁlcal, ever burst forth again
from the heart of earth, or from the heart of man ?

Surprising question!  What can ever happen henceforth, save
infinite railroads and crystal palaces, peace and plenty, cockaigne
and dilettanteism, to the end of time? Is it not full sixty whole
years since the first French revolution, and six whole years since
the revolution of al Europe? Bah!—change isathing of the
past, and tragedy a myth of our forefathers; war a bad habit of
old barbarians, eradicated by the spread of an enlightened phil-
anthropy. Men know now how to govern the world far too
well to need any divine visitations, much less divine punish-
ments ; and Stangrave was a Utopian dreamer, only to be
excused by the fact that he had in his pocket the news that
three great nations were gone forth to tear each other as of
yore.

Nevertheless, looking round upon those grim earth-mounds
and embrasures, he could not but give the men who put them
there credit for supposing that they might bewanted. Ah! but
that miht be only one of the direful necessities of the decaying
civilisation of the old world. What a contrast to the unarmed
and peaceful prosperity of his own country! Thank heaven
New England needed no fortresses, military roads, or standing
armies! True, but why that flush of contemptuous pity for the
poor old world, which could only hold its own by such expensive
and ugly methods ? ) ]

He asked himsdlf that very question, a moment after, angrily;
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for he was out of humour with himself, with his country, and
indeed with the universe in general. And across his mind
flashed a memorable conversation at Constantinople long since,
during which he had made some such unwiseremark to Thurnall,
andreceived from him asharﬁanswer, which partedthemfor years.

It was natural enough that that conversation should come
back to him just then; for, in his jealousy, he was thinking of
Tom Thurnall often enough every day ; and in spite of his
enmity, he could not help suspecting more and more that
Thurnall had had some right on his side of the quarrel.

Pie had been twitting Thurnall with the miserable condition
of the labourers in the south of England, and extolling his own
country at the expense of ours. Tom, unable to deny the fact,
had waxed al the more wroth at having it pressed on him ; and
at last had bmst forth—

Well, and what right have you to crow over us on that
score? | suppose, if you could hire a man in America for
eighteen-pence a day, instead of adollar and a half, you would
doit? YouAmericans are not accustomed to give more for a
thing than it's worth in the market, are you ?"

“But,’ Starigrave had answered, 'the glory of America is
that you cannot get the man for less than the dollar and a half;
that he is too well fed, too prosperous, too well educated, to be
made a dave of.'

And therefore makes daves of the niggersinstead ? I'll tell
you what, I'm sick of that shallow fallacy—the glory of Americal
Do you mean, by America, the country or the people’™? You
boast, al of you, of your country, asif you had made it your-
selves ; and quite forget that God made America, and America
has made you.'

"Made us, sir ? quoth Stangrave fiercely enough.

"Made you!" replied Thurnall, exaggerating his half truth
from anger. 'To what isyour comfort, your high feeding, your
very education, owing, but to your having a thin population, a
virgin soil, and unlimited means of emigration ? What credit
to you if you need no poor laws, when you pack off your children,
as fast asthey grow up, to clear more ground westward ?  What
credit to your yeomen that they have read more books than our
clods have, while they can earn morein four hoursthan our poor
fellowsin twelve? It al depends on the mere physica fact of
your being in a new country, and we in an old one : and as for
moral superiority,. | shan't believe in that while | see the whole
of the northern states so utterly given up to the "almigg‘tjy
dollar," that they leave the honour of their country to be made
ducks and drakes of by a few southern slave-holders. Mora
superiority? We hold in England that an honest man is a
match for three rogues. If the same law holds good in the
United States, | leave you to settle whether Northerners or
Southerners are the honester men.’
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Whereupon (and no shame to Stangrave) there was a heavy
quarrel, and the two men had not met since.

But now, those words of ThurnalPs, backed by far bitterer
ones of Marie's, were fretting Stangrave's heart. What if they
were true? They were not the whole truth. There was beside,
and above them all, a nobleness in the American heart, which
could, if it chose, and when it chose, give the lie to that bitter
taunt: but had it done so aready ?

At least, lie himself had not. ... If Thurnall and Marie
were unjust to his nation, they had not been unjust to him.
He, at [least, had been makincrz, dl his life, mere outward
blessings causes of self-congratulation, and not of humility. He
had been priding himself on wealth, ease, luxury, cultivation,
without a thought that these were God's gifts, and that God
would require an account of them. If Thurnall were right,
was he himself too truly the typical American? And bitterly
en%ugh he accused at once himself and his peoPIe.

Noble? Marie is right! We boast of our nobleness:
better to take the only opportunity of showing it which we
have had since we have become a nation! Heaped witli every
blessing which God could give ; beyond the reach of sorrow, a
check, even an interference; shut out from al the world in
God's new Eden, that we might freely eat of all the trees of the
garden, and grow and spread, and enjoy ourselves like the birds
of heaven—God onlty laid on us one duty, one command, to
right one simple, confessed, conscious wrong. . . .

“And what have we done ?—what have even | done? We
have steadily, deliberately, cringed at the feet of the wrong-doer,
even while we boasted our superiority to him at every point, and
at last, for the sake of our own selfish ease, helped him to forge
new chains for his victims, and received as our only reward fresh
insults.  White daves! We, perhaps, and not the English
peasant, are the white slaves ? At leadt, if the Irishman emi-
grates to England, or the Englishman to Canada, lieisriot hunted
out with blood-hounds, and delivered back to his landlord to be
scourged and chained. He isJot practically out of the pale of
law, unrepresented, forbidden even the use of books ¢ and even
if he were, there is an excuse for the old country ; for she was
founded on no political principles, but discovered what she
knows step by step—a sort of politica Topsy, as Claude Mellot
cdls her, who has "kinder growed," doing from hand to mouth
what seemed best. But that we, who professto start as anidea
nation, on fixed idess of justice, freedom, and equality—that
we should have been stultifying ever since every great principle
of which we so loudly boast——

*The old Jew used to sy of his nation, " It is God that hath
made us, and not we ourselves” We say, " It is we that have
made oursdves, while God——" Ah, yes; | recollect. God's
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work isto save a soul here and a soul there, and to leave America
to be saved by the Americanswho made it. We must have a
broader and deeper creed than that if we are to work out our
destiny. The battle against Middle Age davery was fought by
the old Catholic Church, which held the Jewish notion, and
looked upon the Deity as the actual King of Christendom, and
every man in it as God's own child. | sse now ! No wonder
that the battle in America has as yet been fought by the
Quakers, who believe that there is a divine light and voice in
every man : while the Calvinist preachers, with their isolating
and individualising creed, have looked on with folded hands,
content to save a negro's soul here and there, whatsoever might
become of the bodies and the national future of the whole negro
race. No wonder, while such men have the teaching of the
people, that it is necessary till in the nineteenth century, in a
Protestant country, amid sane human beings, for such a man as
Mr. Sumner to rebut, in sober earnest, the argument that the
negro was the descendant of Canaan, doomed to eternal slavery
by Noah's curse !"

lie would rouse himself. He would act, speak, write, as
many a noble fellow-countryman was doing. He had avoided
them of old as bores and fanatics who would needs wake him
from his luxurious dreams. He had even hated them, simply
because they were more righteous than he. Hewould be a new
man henceforth.

He strode down the hill through the cannon-guarded vine-
yards, among the busy groups of peasants.

'Yes, Marie was right. Life is meant for work, and not for
ease ; to labour in danger and in dread, to do alittle good ere
the night comes, when no man can work ; instead of trying to
realise for onesdf a Paradise; not even Bunyan's shepherd-
paradise, much less Fourier's casino-paradise : and perhaps least
of al, because most selfish and isolated of al. my own heart-
paradise—the apotheosis of loafing, as Claude cals it. Ah,
Tennyson's Palace of Art is a true word—too true, too true !

"Art? What if the most necessary human art, next to the
art of agriculture, be, after all, the art of war ? It has been so
in al ages. What if | have been befooled—what if al the
Anglo-Saxon world has been befooled by forty years of peace?
We have forgotten that the history of the world has been as yet
written in blood ' that the history of the human race is the story
of its heroes and its martyrs—the dayers and the dain. Isit
not becoming such once more in Europe now? And what divine
exemption can we claim from the law ? What right have we to
suppose that it will be aught dse, as long as there are wrongs
uiiredressed on earth ; as long as anger and ambition, cupidity
and wounded pride, canker the hearts of men? What if the
wise man's attitude, and thewise nation's attitude, isthat of the
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Jews rebuilding their ruined walls—the tool in one hand, and
the sword in the other ; for the wild Arabs are close outside, and
the time is short, and the storm has only lulled awhile in mercy,
that wise men may preparefor the next thunder-burst ? Itisan
ugly fact: but | have thrust it away too long, and | must accept
it now and henceforth. This, and not luxurious Broadway ;
this, and not the comfortable New England village, is the normal
type of human life: and this is the model city ! Armed in-

ustry, which tills the corn and vine among the cannons' mouths;
which never forgets their need, though it may mask and beautify
their terror ; but knows that as long as cruelty and wrong exist
on earth, man's destiny is to dare and suffer, and, if it must be
S0, todie. . . .

'Yes, | will face my work ; my danger, if need be. T will
find Marie. | will tell her that | accept her quest; not for her
sake, but for its own.  Only | will demand the right to work at
it as | think best, patiently, moderately, wisely ir | can; for a
fanatic | cannot be, even for her e. She may hate these
slaveholders—she may have her reasons—but | cannot. | can-
not deal with them asfor as nature?. | cannot deny that they
are no worse men than |; that | should have done what they
are doin%, have said what they are saying, had | been bred up,
as they have been, with irresponsible power over the souls and
bodies of human beings. God! | shudder at the fancy! The
brute that | might have been—that | should have been !

Yes; onething at least | have learnt, in all my experiments
on poor humanity—never to see a man do a wrong thing, with-
out feeling that T could do the same in his place. | used to

ride myself on that once, fool that | was, and call it cornpe-

ensiveness. | used to make it an excuse for sitting by, and
seeing the devil have it al his own way, and call that toleration.
| will see now whether | cannot turn the said knowledge to a
better account, as common sense, patience, and charity ; and yet
do work of which neither | nor my country need be ashamed.'

He walked down, and 07? to the bridge of boats. They opened
in the centre; as he reached it a steamer was passing. He
lounged on the rail as the boat passed through, looking carelessly
at the groups of tourists.

Two ladies were standing on the steamer, close to him, look-
ing up at Ehrenbreitstein. Was it? Yes, it was Sabina, and
Marie by her!

But ah, how changed! The cheeks were pale and hollow;
dark rings—he could see them but too plainly as the face was
lifted up toward the light—were round those great eyes, bright
no longer. Her face was listless, careworn; looking all the
more sad and impassive by the side of Sabinads, as she pointed,
smiling and sparkling, up to the fortress ; and seemed trying to
interest Marie in it, but in vain.

He cdled out, Hewaved his hand wildly, to the amusement
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of the officers and peasants who waited by his side ; and who,
looking first at his excited face, and then at the two beautiful
women, were not long in makin u? their minds about him ;
and had their private jests accordingly.

They did not see him, but turned away to look at Coblentz ;
and the steamer swept by.

b Sttangrave stamped with rage—upon a Prussian officer's thin
00t.

' Ten thousand pardons !

You are excused, dear Sr, you are excused,' says the good-
natured German, with awicked srnile, which raises a blush on
Stangrave's cheek. 'Your eyeswere dazzled; why not? it is
not often that one sees two such suns together in the same sky.
But calm yourself, the boat stops at Coblentz.'

Stangrave could not well call the man of war to account for
Ids impertinence ; he had had his toes half crushed, and had a
right to indemnify himself as he thought fit. And with a hun-
dred more apologies, Stangrave prepared to dart across the
bridge as soon as It was closed.

Alas! after the steamer, as the fates would have it, came
lumbering down one of those monster timber rafts; and it was
afull half hour before Stangrave could get across, having suffered
al the while the torments of Tantalus, as he watched the boat
sweep round to the pier and discharge its freight, to be scattered
whither he knew not. At last he got across, and went in chase
to the nearest hotel; but they were not there; thence to the
next, and the next, till lie had hunted half the hotels in the
town ; but hunted all in vain.

He is rushing wildly back again, to try if he can obtain any
clue at the steamboat pier, through the narrow, dirty street at
the back of the Ithine Cavalier, when he is stopped short by a
mighty German embrace, and a German kiss on either cheek, as
'I[Ehe t(lsr? of a housemaid's broom ; while a jolly voice shouts in

nglish—

Ah, my dear, dear friend ! and you would passme! Whither
the hangman so fast are you running in the mud !"

My dear Sdlomon! But let me go, | beseech you; | am in
search——' |

In search™? cries the jolly Jew banker, 'for the philoso-
pher's stone? You had al that man could want a week: since,
except that. Search no more, but come home with me ; and we
will have a night as of the gods on Olympus !

My dearest fellow, | am looking for two ladies !

"Two? all, rogue! shall not one suffice?'

Iaci_Don't, my dearest fellow! | am looking for two English
jes.'

“Potz! You shdl find two hundred in the hotels, ugly and
fair « but the two fairest are gone this two hours.'

"When ? which ?' cries Stangrave, suspecting at once.
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' Sabina Mdllot, and a Sultana. | thought her of The Nation,
and would have offered my hand on the spot; but Madame
Méllot says sheis a Gentile.

"Gone7 And you have seen them? Where?

'To Bertrich. They had luncheon with my mother, and then
started by private post.'

2 must follow.'

“Ach lieber ? But it will be dark in an hour.'
What matter ?

"But you shall find them to-morrow, just as well as to-day.
They stay at Bertrich for a fortnight more. They have been
there now a month, and only left it last week for a pleasure
tour, across to the Ahrthal, and so back by Andernach.’

'Why did they leave Coblentz, then, in such hot haste ?

'‘Ah, the ladies never give reasons. There were letters
waiting for them at our house; and no sooner read, but they
leaped up, and would forth. Come home now, and go by the
stegmer to-morrow morning.' .

“Impossible " most hospitable of Israglites.'

'To go to-night—for see the clouds! Not a postilion will
dare to leave Coblentz, under that quick-coming allgemein und
ungsetheuer henker-hund-und-teyfeUs-gewitter? )

angrave looked up, growling; arid gavein. A Rhine-storm
was rolling up rapidly. =~

‘They will be caught iniit." _

'No.” They are far beyond its path by now ; while you shall
endure the whole visitation ; and if you try to ﬁroceed, pass the
night in aflea-pestered post-house, or in aditch of water.'

So Stangrave went homewith Herr Salomon, and heard from
him, amid Clouds of Latakia, of warsand rumours of wars, dis-
tress of nations, and perplexity, seen by the light, not of the
gospd, but of the stock-exchange ; whilé the storm fell without
in lightning, hail, rain, of right Rhenish potency.

CHAPTER XXIV
THE THIRTIETH OF SEPTEMBER

WE must %o back aweek or s0, to England, and to the last day
of September. The world is shooting partridges, and askin

nervously, when it comes home, what hews from the Crimea
The flesh who serves it is bathing at Margate. The devil is
keeping up his usual correspondence with both. Eaton Square
is a desolate wilderness, where dusty sparrows adone disturb the
dreams of frowzy charwomen, who, like Anchorites amid the
tombs of the Thebaid, fulfil the contemplative life each in her
subterranean cell. Beneath St Peter's spire the cabman deeps
within his cat, the horse without; the waterman, seated on his
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empty bucket, contemplates the untrodden pavement between
hisfeet, and is at rest. The blue butcher's boy trots by, with
empty cart, five miles an hour, instead of full fifteen, and stops
to,chat with the red postman, who, his occupation gone, smokes
with the eren gatekeePer, and reviles the Czar. Along the
whole north pavement of the square only one figure moves,, and
that is Major Campbell. , , ]

His face is haggard and anxious; he walks with a quick,
excited step ; earnest enough, whoever elseis not. For in front
of Lord Scoutbush's house the road is lad with straw.  There is
sickness there, anxiety, bitter tears. Lucia has not found her
husband, but she has’lost her child. .

Trembllr\ﬁ, Campbell raises the muffled knocker, and Bowie

s. 'What news to-day ?' he whispers.

"As well as ¢can be expected, Sr, and as quiet as a lamb now,
theysedsayt' But it has been abad time, and a bad man ishethat
cavised ‘it

A bad time, and abad man. How isMiss & Just? = |

Just gone to lie down, gr. Mrs. Clara is on the dairs, if
yoyd like to see her.'

“No; tedl Miss &. Just that | have no news yet." And the
ma&:or turns wearily away. . .
~ Clara, who has seen him from above, hurries down after him
into the street, and coaxes hiiu to come in. 'l am sure you
have had no breakfast, sir ; and you look so ill and worn. And
Miss St. Just will be so vexed ndt to see you. She will get up
the moment she hears you are here.’ . )

'‘No, my good Miss Clara,’ sa3{s Campbell, looking down with
a weary smile. 'l should only make gloom more gloomy.
Bowie, ‘tell his lordship that | “shall be a the afternoon train
to-morrow, let what will happen.'

Ay, ay, sir. We're a’ ready to mareh.  The major looks ver{
ill, Miss Clara. I wish he'd have taken your counsel. And
wish yo'd take mine, and marry me ere I march, just to try
what it's like.' ] ]

oI must mind my mistress, Mr. Bowie,' says Clara.
~ ?And how should | interfere with that, as I've said twenty
times, when I'm safe in the Crimea? I'll get the licence this
day, say what ye will; and then ye would not have the
he?rr]jt to let me"spend two pounds“twelve and sixpence for
nothing. .

Whgther the last most, Caledonian argument conquered or
not, Mr. Bowie got the licence, was married before breakfast
the next morning, and started for the Crimea at four o'dock in
the afternoon; most astonished, as he confided in the train to
Sergeant MacArthur, 'to see a lasse that never gave him akind
word in her life, and had not been married but Parely six hours,

reet arid greet at his going, till she vanished away into
ystericals. ~ They're a very unfathomable species, sergeant, are

20 TY A
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they women; and if they were taken out o' man, they took
the best part o' Adam wi' them, and left usto shift with the
worse,

But to return to Campbell. The last week has altered him
frightfully. He is no longer the stern, self-possessed warrior
which hewas; he no longer even walks upright; his cheek is
pae, his eve dull; his whole countenance sunken together.
And now that the excitement of anxiety ispast, he draws his
feet along the pavement slowly, his hands clasped behind him,
his eyes fixed on the ground, asif the life was gone from out of
him, and existence was a heavy weight.

'Sheis safe, at least, then! ~ One burden off my mind. And
yet had it not been better if that pure spirit had returned to
Him who gave it, instead of waking again to fresh misery ? |
must find that man! Why, T have been saying so to myself for
seven days past, and yet no ray of light. Can the coward have
given me awrong address ? Yet why give me an address at dl
iIf he meant to hide from me? Why, I have been saying that,
too, to myself every day for the last week ! Over and over
again the same round of possibilities and suspicions. However,
| must be quiet now, if | am aman. | can hear nothing before
the detective comes at two. How to pass the weary, wear
time? For | am past thinking—almost past praying—thoug
not quite, thank God !

He paces up still noisy Piccadilly, and then up silent Bond
Street: pauses to look at some strange fish on Grovess counter
—anything to while away the time; then he plods on toward
the top of the street, and turnsinto Mr. Pillischer's shop, and
upstairs to the microscopic club-room. There, at least, he can
forget himself for an hour.

He looks round the neat pleasant little place, with its cases of
curiosities, and its exquisite photographs, and bright brass in-
struments : its glass vases stocked with delicate water-plants
and animalcules, with the sunlight gleaming through the green
and purple seaweed fronds, while the air is fresh and fragrant
with the seaweed scent; a quiet, cool little hermitage of science
amid that great, noisy, luxurious west-end world. At least, it
brings back to him the thought of the summer sea, and Aber-
ava, and his shore-studies: but he cannot think of that any
more. It is past; and may God forgive him !

At one of the microscopes on the slab opposite him stands a
sturdy bearded man, his back toward the major ; while the wise
little German, hopeless of customers, is leaning over him in his
shirt deeves

'But | never have seen its like; it had just like a painter's
eesd in its stomach yesterday !

'Why, it's an Echinus Larva; asucking sea-urchin! Hang
it, if 1 nad known you hadn't seen one, I'd have brought up
half a dozen of them !
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'May | look, sir?" asked the major ; 'l, too, never have seen
an Echinus Larva.'

The bearded man looks up.

- Major Campbell!'

“Mr. Thurnall! | thought | could not be mistaken in the
voice.'

*This is too pleasant, s, to renew our watery loves together
here,' said Tom : but a second look at the major's face showed
him that he was in no jesting mood. °How is the party at
Beddgelert ? | fancied you with them still.'

'They are dl in London, at Lord Scoutbush's house, in Eaton
Square.’

'In London, at this dull time? | trust nothing unpleasant
lias brought them here.! .

"Mrs. vavasour isveryill. We had thoughts of sending for
you, as the family Ph sicali was out of town : but she was out
of danger, thank Clod, in afew hour's. Now let me ask in turn
after you. | hope ?20 unpleasant business brings you up three
hundred miles from your practice ?

"Nothing, | assureyou. Only | have given up my Aberalva
practice. am going to the East.'

Like the rest of the world.'

"Not exactly. You go asadignified soldier of her Majesty's;
| as an undignified Abel Drugger, to dose Bashi-Bazouks.'

"Impossible ! and with such an opening as you had there!
You must excuse me; but my opinion of your prudence must
not be so rudely shaken.'

Why do you not ask the question which Balzac's old Touran-
geoisjudge asks, whenever a culprit is brought before him,—

Who is she?"'

" Taking for granted that there was awoman at the bottom of
every mishap ? | understand you," said the major, with a sad
smile. 'Now let you and | walk a little together, and look at
the Ec7hinoid another day—or when | return from Sevasto-

Tom went out with him. A new ray of hope had crossed the
major's mind. His meeting with Thurnall might be provi-
dential ; for he recollected now, for the iirst time, Mellot's
parting hint.

' You knew Eldey Vavasour well ?

®Noman better.’

i 'I?)id you think that there was any tendency to madness in
im?'

"No more than in any other selfish, vain, irritable man, with
a strong imagination left to run riot.'

'Humph ! you seem to have divined his character. May |
ask if you knew him before you met him at Aberalva?

Tom looked up sharﬁly in the major's face.

“You would ask, what cause | have for inquiring? | will
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tell you presently. Meanwhile | may say, that Méllot told me
frankly that you had some power over him ; and mentioned,
mysteriously, a name—John Briggs, | think—which it appears
thaf he once assumed.’ )

“If Mdlot thought fit to tell you anything, | may frankly tell
you dl. John Briggs is his real name. "1 have known him from
childhood." And then Tom poured into the ears of the surprised
and somewhat disgusted major al he had to tell. o

~ You have kept your secret mercifully, and used it wisdly,
sir; and | and others shall be always your debtors for it. Now
I dare tel] you in turn, in Strictest confidence of course—'

?am far top poor to afford the luxury of babbling.'

And the major told him what we all know.

? expected ‘as much,' said he drily.  Now, | suppose that
yOLIJIV\g 1 me to exert myself in finding the man *

o

?Were Mrs. Vavasour only concerned, | should say—Not I!
Better that she should never st eyes on him agan,
. Better, indeed !' said he bitterly : "but it iS'1 who must see
him, if but for fiveminutes. | must!"
“Major Campbell's wish is a command. Where have you
searched for him ?' ) _
At his address, at his publisher's, at the houses of various
liteyary friends of his, and yet no trace.
- Has he gone to the Continent 7 .
“Heaven'knows! | have inquired at every passport office
for news of any one answering his description’; indeed, | have,
two detectives,”| may tell %ou, at this moment, watching every
ﬂossble place. There is but one hgpe, if he be dive. Can he
ave gone home to his native town *
Never! Anywhere but there.' ]
Is there any old friend of the lower classwith whom he may
have taken lodgings ?'
Tom pondered. ] ,
There was a fellow, a noisy blackguard, whom Briggs was
askl_ng after this very summer—a fellow who went off from
Whitbury with someplayers.  ? know Briggs used to go to the
theatre with him as a boy—what was his name? He tried
acting, but did not succeed; and then became a scene-shifter,
or something of the kind, at the Adelphi. He has some com-
R)/Ilamt, | forget what, which made him an out-patient at .
umpsimus’s, some months every year. | know that he was
there this summer, for | wrote t0 ask, at Briggss request, and
Briggs sent him a sovereu%n through me.
. But what makes you Tancy that he can have taken shelter
with such a man, and one who knows his secret ?
It is but a chance: but he may have done it from the mere
feeling of loneliness—just to hold by some one whom he know'
in this great wilderness; especialy a man in whose eyes he wil
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be a great man, and to whom he lias done a kindness ; still, it is
the merest chance.'
We will take it, nevertheless, forlorn hope though it

be'

They took a cab to the hospital, and, with some trouble, got
the man's name and address, and drove in search of him. Th ey
had some difficulty in finding his abode, for it was up an aley
at the back of Drury Lane, in the top of one of those foul old
bouses which hold a family in every room ; but, by dint of
knocking at one door and the other, arid bearing meekly much
reviling consequent thereon, they arrived, "per moditm tollendij
at a door which must be the right one, as dl the rest were
wrong.

"Does John Barker live here? asks Thurnall, putting his
head in cautiously for fear of drunken Irishmen, who might be
seized with the national impulse to 'slate’ him.

'What's that to you ? answers a shrill voice from among
soapwds and steaming rags.

"Here is a gentleman wants to speak to him.'

'So do a many as won't have that pleasure, arid would be
little the better for it if they had. Get along with you, | knows
your lay.'

l'IWe really want to speak to him, and to pay him, if he
will—

'Go along! I'm up to the something-to-your-advantage
dodge, and to the mustachio dodge too. Do you fancy | don't
know a bailiff, becausellesdress likeaswell 'I'

‘But, my good woman " said Tom, laughing.

"You put your crocodile foot in here, and I'll hit the hot
water over the both of you !" and she caught up the pan of
soapsuds.

"My dear soul ! | am a doctor belongmg] to the hospital
which your husband oes to; arid have known him since hewas
a boy, down in Berkshire.'

'You ?" and she looked keenly at him.

My name is Thurnall. | was a medical man once in Whit-
bury, where your husband was born.'

You? sad she again, in a softened tone. 'l knows that
name well enough.’

'You do? What was your name, then ? sad Tom, who
recognised the woman's Berkshire accent beneath its coat of
cockneyism.

"Never you mind : I'm no credit to it, so I'll letit be. But
come in, for the old county's sake. Can't ciler you a chair, he's
pawned 'em al. Pleasant old place it was down there, when |
was a young g]l ; they say it's growed a grand place now, wi' a
railroad. ink many times I'd like to go down and die
there.' She spoke in a rough, sullen, careless tone, as if life-
weary.
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'My good woman,' said Major Campbell, a little impatiently,
'can you find your husband for us?

o Why, then?' asked she sharply, her suspicion seeming to
return.

'If he will answer a few questions, | will give him five
shillings. If he can find out for me what | want, | will give
him five pounds.’

"Shouldn't | do aswell ? If you gi' it he, it'slittle out of it
| shal see, but he coming home tipsy when it's spent. Ah,
dear! it was a sad day for me when 1 first fell in with they
play-eoers!’

"Why should she not do it as well 7 said Thurnall. 'Mrs.
Barker, do you know anything of a person named Briggs—John
Briggs, the apothecary's son, at Whitbury ?'

{ laughed a harsh bitter laugh.

Know he? yes, and too much reason. That was where it
dl begun, aong of that pla/-goi gg(of he's and my master's.'

" Have you seen him lately 7 asked Campbell eagerly. )

"I sten'un? I'd hit this water over the fellow, and al his
play-acting merryandrews, if ever he sot a foot here !

But have you heard of him ?

'Ees——' said she carelessly; 'he's round here now, | heard
my master say, about the 'Delphy, with my master : adrinking,
| suk)j)ose. No good, I'll warrant.'

"My good woman,' said Campbell, panting for breath, ' bring
me face to face with that man, and ??? put afive-pound note in
your hand there and then.'

Five pounds is a sight to me ; but it'sa sight more than the
sight of he's worth,' said she suspiciously again. '

That's the gentleman's concern,’ said Tom. 'The money's
yours. | supposeyou know the worth of it by now ?'

'Ees, none better. But | don't want he to get hold of it ;
he's made away with enough already ;' and she began to think.

"Curiously impassive people, we Wessex worthies, when we
are alittle L];round downwitli trouble. Y ou must give her time,
and shewill do our work. Shewants the money, but sheis long
past being excited at the prospect of it.'

What's that you're whispering ? asked she sharply.

Campbell stamped with impatience. ]

"You don't trust usyet, eh >—then, there!" and he took five
sovereigns from his pocket, and tossed them on the table.
‘There's your money ! | trust you to do the work, as you've
been paid beforehand.’

She caught up the gold, rang every piece on the table to see
if it was sound ; and then—

'Sally, you go down with these gentlemen to the Jonson's
Head, and if he ben't there, go to the Fighting Cocks ; and if he
ben't there, go to the Duke of Wellington ; and tell he there's
two gentlemen has heard of his poetry, and wants to hear 'un
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excite. And then you give he aglass of liquor, and praise up
his nonsense, and hell tell ?/ou all 'he knows, and a sight more.
Gi''un plenty to drink. It'll be asaving and a charity, for if he
don't get it out of you, he will out of me.'

And she returned doggedly to her Washmgr

Can't | do anything for you?' agked Tom, whose heart
always yearned over a Berkshire soul. “? have plenty of friends
down a Whitbury il

_ “More than | have. No, dgr, said she sadly, and with the
first touch of sweetness they had yet heard in her voice. 'l've
cured my own bacon, and 1 must eat it. There's none down
there minds me, but them that would be ashamed of me. And
| couldn't go without he, and they wouldn't take he in; so |
must just bide. And she went on"washing.

< '‘God help her!" sad Campbell, as he went down-

ars.

"Misery breeds that temper, and only misery, in our people.
| can show you as thorough gentlemen and ladies, people round
Whitbury, living on ten shillings a week, as you will show me
in Belgravia living on five thousand a year.'

'l don't doubt it said Campbell. ... 'So "she couldnt go
without he" drunken dog as heis! Thus it iswith them al the
world over.' ) _

' So much the worse for them,' said Tom cynically, ‘and for
themen too. They makefoolsof usfirst with our over-fondness
of them ; and then they let us make fools of ourselves with their
over-fondness of us!

‘I fancy sometimes that they were all meant to be the
mates of angels, and stooped to ‘'men as apis alter; reversin
the old story of the sons of heaven and the daughters o

And accounting for the present degeneracy. When the sons
of heaven married the daughters of men, their offspring were
g|ants and men of renown.  Now the sons of men marry the

aughters of heaven, and the offspring is Wiggle, Waggle, Wind-

bagr and .Redtape. ) _ )

hey visited one public-house after another, till the girl found
for thém the man they wanted, a shabby, sodden-visaged fellow,
with a would-be jaunty air of conscious shrewdness and vanity,
who stood before the bar, his thumbsin his armholes, and laying
dozlj\_/n the law to a group of cogter-boys, for want of a better
audience.

The dgirl, after sundry plucks at his coat-tail, stopped him in
]Ehe ]Inh st of his oration, and explained her errand somewhat
earfully.

Mr. )éarker bent down his head on one side, to signify that
he was absorbed in attention to her news; and then drawing
himself up once more, lifted his greasy hat high in air, bowed to
the very floor, and broke forth—
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' Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors :
A man of war. and eke a man of
That is, if you come peaceful; and if not,
Have we not Hiren here 2'

And the fellow put himsdlf into a fresh attitude. )

" We come in Pea:e my good gr,' said Tom ; 'first to listen
to your talented effusions, and next for alittle private conver-
sdion on a subject on which——"but Mr. Barker interrupted—

"To listen, and to drink ? The museis dry,
And Pegasus doth thirst for Hippocrene,
And fain would paint—imbibe the vulgar call—
Or hot or cold, or long or short—Attendant!"

The bar girl, who knew his humour, came forward.

" Glasses al round—these noble kniﬂ?ts will pay—
Of hottest hot, and stiffest stiff. ou mark'st me ?
Now to your quest !'

And he faced round with a third attitude. ]
"Do you know Mr. Briggs? asked the straightforward

major.

ahe rolled his eyes to every quarter of the seventh sphere,
clapped his hand upon his heart, and assumed an expression of
angdlic gratitude—

"My benefactor ! Were the world a waste,

A thistle-waste, ass-nibbled, goldfinch-pecked,
And dl the men and women merely at

| still could lay this hand upon this hear

And cry, " Nof yet dlone! 2 know a man—
A man Jove-fronted, and Hyperion-curled—
A gushing, flushing, blushing human heart! " '

" As sure as you live, dr," said Tom, "if you won't talk honest
prose, | won't pay for the brandy-and-water.'

' Base is the slave who pays, and baser prose—
Hang uninspired patter | 'Tis in verse
That angels praise, and fiendsin Limbo curse.’

And asses bray, | think,' said Tom, in despair. (Do you
know where Mr. Briggs is now ?

" And why the devil do you want to know ?
For that's a verse, sir, athough somewhat slow.'

The two men laughed in spite of themselves.

Thl Begler tell the fellow the plain truth,’ sad Campbell to
urnall.
'‘Come out with us, and | will tell you' And Campbell



XXV THE THIRTIETH OF SEPTEMBER 363

threw down the money, and led him off, after he had gulped
down his own brandy, arid half Tom's beside.

"What ? leave the nepenthe untasted ?

They took him out, and he tucked his arms through theirs,
and strutted down Drury Lane.

'The fact is, sir—I speak to you, of course, in confidence, as
one gentleman to another——'

Mr. Barker replied by alofty and gracious bow.

'That his family are exceedingly distressed at his absence,
and his wife, who, as you may know, is a lady of high family,
dangierously ill; and he cannot be aware of the fact. This
gentleman 'is the medica man of her family, and I—I am an
intimate friend. We should esteem it, therefore, the very
greatest serviceif you would give us any information which——

" Weep no more, gentle shepherds, weep no more ;
For Lycidas your sorrow is not dead,
Sunk though he be upon a garret floor,
With fumes of Morpheus' crown about his head.'

" Fumes of Morpheus crown? asked Thurnall.

' That crimson flower which crowns the sleepy god,
And sweeps the soul aolt, though flesh may nod.'

'He hastaken to opium!" said Thurnall to the bewildered
major. ‘'What | should have expected,

God help him ! we must save him out of that last lowest
deep !" cried Campbell. 'Whereis he, sir ?

"Avowi avow! | haveavow in heaven!
Why guide the hounds toward the trembling hare ?
Our Adonais hath drunk poison; Oh'!
What deaf and viperous murderer could crown
Life's early cup with such a draught of woe *

'As| live, gir,' cried Campbell, losing his self-possession in
disgust at the fool; 'you may rhymeyour own nonsense as long
as you will, but you shan't quoté the’Adonais about that fellow
in my presence.’ ) _

Mt. JBarker shook himself fiercely free of Campbell's arm, and
faced round at him in afighting attitude. Campbell stood eye-
ing him sternly, but at his wit's end.

Mr. Barkef, said Tom blandly, will you have another glass
of brandy-and-water, or shall | call apoliceman ?

' Sir,’ Sputtered he, speaking prose at last, 'this gentleman
has insulted me! He has caled my poetry nonsense, and my
friend a fdlow. And blood shall not wipé out—what liquor

may!"
'the hint was sufficient: but ere he had drained another glass,
Mr. Barker was decidedly incgpable of managing his affairs,
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much less theirs ; and became withal exceedingly quarrelsome,
returning angrily to the grievance of Briggs havmghbeen caled
afellow; in spite of all their entreaties, he talked himself into
a passion, and at last, to Campbell's extreme disgust, rushed out
of the bar into the street.

'Thisistoo vexatious! To have kept half an hour's compan
with such an animal, and then to have him escape me after all!
A just punishment on me for pandering to his drunkenness.

Tom made no answer, but went quietly to the door, and
peeped out. .

Pagl for his liquor, major, and follow. Keep a few yards
behind me; there will be less chance of his recognising us than
if he saw us both together,'

"Why, where do you think he's going T

"Not home, | can see. Ten to one that he will go raging of!
straight to Briggs, to put him 0?? his guard against us. Just
like adrunkard's cunninﬁ it would be. There, he has turned up
that Sde street.  Now follow me quick. Oh that he may only
keep his legs !"

They ganed the bottom of that street before he had turned
out of it; and so through another, and another, till they ran
him to earth in. one of the courts out of &. Martin's Lane.

Into a doorway he went, and up a stair. Tom stood listening
at the bottom, till he heard the fellow knock at adoor far above,
and call out in a drunken tone. Then he beckoned to Camp-
bell, and both, careless of what might follow, ran upstairs,
and ﬁushmg him aside, entered the room without ceremony.

Their chances of being on the right scent were small enough,
considering that, though every one was out of town, there were
amillion and a half of peoplein London at that moment; and,
unfortunately, at least fifty thousand who would have considered
Mr. John Barker a desirable visitor; but somehow, in the ex-
citement of the chase, both had forgotten the chances against
them, and the probability that they would have to retire down-
stairs again, apologising humbly to some wrathful Joseph
Buggins, whose convivialities they might have interrupted.
But no; Torn's cunning had, asusual, played him true; and as
th?/ entered the door, they beheld none other than the lost
Elsey Vavasour, alias John Briggs. ) )

Major Campbell advanced bowing, hat in hand, with a cour-
teous apology on his lips.

It was a low lean-to garret; there was a deal table and an
old chair in it, but no bed. The windows were broken ; the
paper hanging down in strips. Eldey was standing before the
empty tireplace, his hand in his bosom, asif he had been startled
by the scuffle outside. He had not shaved for some days.

So much Tom could note ; but no more. He saw the glanco
of recognition pass over Eldey's face, and that an ugly one. He
saw him draw something from his bosom, and spring like a cat
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amost upon the table. A flash—acrack. He had fired a pistol
full in Campbell's face. )

Tom was startled, not at the thing, but that such a man
should have done it. He had seen souls, and too many, flit out
of the world by that same tiny crack, in Californian taverns,
Arabian deserts,” Australian gullies. He knew al about that:
but he liked Campbell; and "he breathed more freely the next
moment, when he saw him standing gill erect, a quiét smile on
his face, and felt the plaster dropping from_the wal upon his
own head. The bullet had gone over the major. - All was right.

“He is not man enough for a second shot,' thought Tom
quigtly, ' while the major's eye is on him.' i
o7 %eg your pardon, Mr. Vavasour,' he heard the major say,
in a gentle unmoved voice, 'for this intrusion. ? assure you
that there is no cause for any anger on your part; and I'am
come to entreat you to forget and forgive any conduct of mine
which may have caused you to mistake either me or a lady
whom | am unworthy to mention."

'l am glad the be%gar fired at him,' thought Tom. 'One
spice of danger, and heé's himself again, and will overawe the
poor cur by mere civility. | was afraid of some abject methodist
parson hum|I|3/ which would give the other party a handle.’

"Eldey heard him with astuggefled look, like that of a trapped
wild béest, in which rage, shame, suspicion, and fear, were
mingled witli the vacant %Iare of the opium-eater's eye.  Then
his eye drooped beneath Campbell's steady gentle gaze, and he
looked uneasily round the room, still like a trapp: wild beast,
as if for aholé to escape by; then up again, but sidelong, at
Major Campbell. o _

2 assure you, Sr, on the word of a Christian and a soldier,
that you are labouring under an entire mmagprehensuon. For
God's sake and Mrs. Vavasour's sake, come back, sir, to those
who will receive you with nothing but affection! Y our wife has
been all but dead™; she thinks of no one but you, asks for no one
butyou! In God's name, sir, what are you doing here, while a
wifé who adores you is dying from your—I do not wish to be
rude, gr, but let me say a least—neglect ?'

Eldey looked at him dill askance, puzzled, inquiring. Sud-
den_le/ his great beautiful eyes opened to preternatural wideness,
as i trymg? to grasp a new thought. He started, shifted his

r

feet to and Tro, his arms stra?ht down by his sides, his fingers
clutchm%after something. Then he looked up hurriedly again
at Campbell; and Thurnall looked at him adso ; and his face

was as the face of an angel. ) ] )
"Miserable ass!' thought Tom ; "if he don't see innocence in

trrlﬁtd man's countenance, he wouldn't see it in his own

childs'

~ Eldey suddenly turned his back to them, and thrust his hand

into his bosom. ‘Now was Tom's turn.
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In a moment he had vaulted over the table, and seized
Eldey's wrist ere he could draw the second pistal.

dNo', my dear Jack," whispered he quietly, ' once is enough in
a day!"

"Nob for him, Tom, for myself I' moaned Eldey.

"For neither, dear lad ! Let bygones be bygones, and do you
be a new man, and go home to Mrs. Vavasour.'

' Never, never, never, never, never, never!' shrieked Eldey
like a baby, every word increasing in intensity, till the whole
house rang; and then threw himself into the crazy chair, and
dashed his head between his hands upon the table.

'This is acase for me, Major Campbell. | think you had
better gonow.’

"You will not leave him ?

"No, dr. Itisavery curious psychological study, and he is
a Whitbury man.'

Campbell knew quite enough of the would-be cynical doctor,
to understand what al that meant. He came up to Eldey.

" Mr. Vavasour, | am going to the war, from which | eéPect
Pever to return. If you believe me, give me your hand before

go.
h Eésley, without lifting his head, beat on the table with his
an

"l wish to die at peace with you and al the world. | am
innocent in word, In thought. | shall not insult another
person by saying that she is s0. If you believe me, give me
your hand.'

Eldey stretched his hand, his head still buried. Campbell
took it, and went silently downstairs.

' Is he gone ?' moaned he, after awhile.

"Yes'

' Does she—does she care for him ?

'Good heavens! How did you ever dream such an ab-
surdity ?

Eldey only beat upon the table.

'She has been ill?

"Isill. She has lost her child,

"Which?" shrieked EISI?/.

' A boy whom she should have had.'

Eldey only beat on the table; then—

' Give me the bottle, Tom !

What bottle?'

' The laudanum ;—there, in the cupboard.’

"1 shall do no such thing. Y ou are poisoning yourself.'

"Let me, then! | must, | tell you! | can live on nothing
dse | shdl go mad if | do not have it. | should have been
mad by now. Nothing dse keeps off' these fits—I feel one
comivr\1/ noly_v. Curseyou! give me the bottle ?

' at fitsr
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"How do | know ? Agony and torture—ever since | got wet
on that mountain,'

Tom knew enough to guess his meaning, and felt Eldey's
pulse and forehead.

"I tell you it turns every bone to red-hot iron!" amost
screamed he.

Neuralgia; rheumatic, | suppose, sdd Tom to himself.
"Wall, thisis not the thing to cure you ; but you shal have it
to keep you quiet,!’ And he measured him out a small dose.

'More, | tell you, more!" said Eldey, lifting up his head, and
looking at it.

"Not more while you are with me.'

"With you! Who the devil sent you here?'

'‘John Briggs, John Briggs, if | did not mean you good,
should | be here now ? Now do, like a reasonable man, tell me
what you intend to do,’

"What is that to you, or any man ?' said Eldey, writhing with
neuralgia.

"No concern of mine, of course: but your poor wife—you
must see her,'

'I can't, | won't!l—that is, not yet! | tell you | cannot face
the thought of her, much less the sight of her, and her fwniIY—
that Yalentia! I'd rather the earth should open and swallow
me! Don'ttaktome, | say !

And hiding hisface in his hands, he writhed with pain, while
TJhurnall stood still patiently watching him, as a pointer dog
doTsapartridge. He had found his game, and did not inten
to |ose it.

? am better now ; quite well!" sad he, as the laudanum
began to work. 'Yes! I'll go—that will be it—go to ... at
once. Hell give me an order for a magazine article; Til earn
ten pounds, and then off to Italy,’

“1f you want ten pounds, my good fellow, you can have them
without rackigg your brains over an aticle’

Eldey looked up proudly.

'l do not borrow, sir !

"Well—I"11 give you five for those pistols. They are of no
use to you, and | shall want a spare brace for the East,’

Ahl | forgot them. | spent my last money on them,'
sad he with a shudder ; "but | won't sdll them to you at a
fancy price—no dedlings between gentleman and gentleman.
I'll.go to a shop, and get for them what they are worth,’

Very %%ttOd Il go with you, if you like. | fancy | may
get you a better price for them than you would yourself™: bein
rather a knowing one about the pretty little barkers,' An
Tom took his arm, and walked him quietly down into the
Street.

If you ever go up those kennel-stairs again, friend,' said he
to himself, 'my name's not Tom Thurnall,'
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They walked to a gunsmith's shop in the Strand, where Tom
had often dedlt, and sold th%%stols for some three pounds.
“Now then, let's go into 333, and get a mutton chop.’

No.

Eldey was too shy ; he was ' not fit to be seen.’

' Come to my rooms, then, in the Adelphi, and have a wash
and a shave. It will make you as fresh as a lark again,
a?]d then well send out for the eatables, and have a quiet
chat.'

Eldey did not say no. Thurnall took the thing as a matter
of course, and he was too weak and tired to argue with him.
Beside, there was a sort of relief in the company of aman who,
though he knew dl, chatted on to him cheeré(I}/ and quietly,
as if nothing had happened ; who at least treated him as a sane
man. From any one else he would have shrunk, lest they
.should find him out: but a companion, who knew the worst,
a least saved him suspicion and dread. His weakness, now
that the collapse after passion had come on, clung to any human
friend. The very sound of Tom's clear sturdy voice seemed
Eleasant to him, after long solitude and silence. At least it

ept off thefiends of memory.

Tom, anxiousto keep Elsley’'smind employed on some subject
which should not be painful, began chatting about the war and
its prospects. Eldey soon caught the cue, and talked with wild
energy and pathos, opium-feel, of the coming struggle between
despotism and liberty, the arising of Poland and Hungary, and
al the grand dreams which then haunted minds like his.

"By Jove!" said Tom, 'you arc yourself again now. Why
don't you put al that into a book ?

"I may, perhaps,’ said Eldey proudly.

"And if it comes to that, why not come to the war, and see
it for yourself ? A new country—one of thefinest in theworld.
New scenery, new actors,—why, Constantinopl e itself isapoem!
Yes, thereisanother " Itevolt of ISam ™" to be written yet.  Why
don't you become our war poet ? Come and see the fighting;
for therell be plenty of it, let them say what they will. The
old bear is not going to drop his dead donkey without a snap
and a hug. Come aong, and tell people what it's all reall
like. There will be a dozen Cockneys writing battle songs, I'll
warrant, who never saw a man shot in their lives, not even
a hare. Come and give us the rea genuine grit of it,—for if
you can't, who can?

"It isagrand thought! The true war poets, after dl, have
been warriors themselves. Korner and Alcseus fought as well
as sang, and sang because they fought. Old Homer, too,—who
can believe that he had not hewn his way through the very
battles which he describes, and seen every wound, every shape
of agony ? A noble thought, to go out with that army against
the northern Anarch, singing in the van of battle, as Tallefer
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sang the song of Roland before William's knights, and to die
like him, the proto-martyr of the crusade, with the melody yet
upon one's lips !

And his face blazed up with excitement.

What a handsome fellow he is, after all, if there were but
more of him!" said Tom to himself. 'l wonder if he'd fight,
though, when the singing-fever was off him,’

He took Eldey upstairs into his bedroom, got him washed
and shaved, and sent out the woman of the house for mutton
chops and stout, and began himself setting out the luncheon
table, while Elsley in the room within chanted to himself
snatches of poetry.

' The notion has taken \ he's composing a war song already,
| believe,

It actually was so : but Eldey's brain was weak and wander-
ing ; and he was soon silent ; and motionless so long, that Tom
opened the door and looked in anxmuslc?/.

He was sitting on a chair, his hands fallen on his lap, the
tears running down his face.

'Well?' asked Tom smilingly, not noticing the tears ; 'how
goes on the opera? | heard through the door the orchestra
tuning for the prelude,’

Elsley looked up in hisface with a puzzled piteous expression.
_ 'Doyou know, Thurnall, [ fancy at moments that my mind
is not what it was. Fancies Hit from me as quickly as they
Qome. | had twenty verses live minutes ago, and now ? cannot
recollect one

No wonder,' thought Tom to himself. 'My dear fellow,
recollect all that you have suffered with thisneuralgia. Believe
me, al you want is animal strength. Chops and porter will
bring al the verses back, or better ones instead of them,’

He tried to make Eldey eat; and Eldey tried himself: but
failed. The moment the meat touched his lips he loathed it,
and only courtesy prevented his leaving the room to escape the
smell. The laudanum had done its work upon his digestion.
He tried the porter, and drank alittle : then, suddenly stopping,
he pulled out a phial, dropped a heavy dose of his poison into
the porter, and tossed it off.

'Sold, am | ?' said Tom to himself. “He must have hidden
the bottle as he came out of the room with me. Oh, the cunning
of those opium-eaters! However, it will keep him quiet just
now, and to Eaton Square | must go,

"You had better be quiet now, my clear fellow, after your
dose : talking will only excite you. Settle yourself on my bed,
and I'll be back in an hour,'

So he put Eldey on his bed, carefully removing razors and
istols (gor he had ill his fears of an outburst of passion), then
ocked him in, ran down into the Strand, threw himself into a
cab for Eaton Square, and asked for Vaentia
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Campbell had been there already; so Tom took care to tell
nothing which he had not told, expecting, and rightly, that he
would not mention Eldey's having fired at him. Lucia was till
al but sensdless, too weak even to ask for Elsley; to attempt
any meeting between her and her husband would be madness.

"What will you do with the unhappy man, Mr. Thurnall ?

Keep him under my eye, day and night, till he is either
rational again, or—e'

“Do you think that he may ? Oh, my poor sister !'

"I think that he may yet end very sadly, madam. Thereis
no use concedling the truth from you. All | can promiseis,
that ? will treat him as my own brother.'

Vaentia held out her fair hand to the young doctor. He
stooped, and lifted the tips of her lingers to his lips.

'I'am not worthy of such an honour, madam. | shall stud
to deserveit.’ And he bowed himself out, the same sturdy, self-
confident Tom, doing right, he hardly knew why, save that it
was al in the way of business.

And now arose the puzzle, what to do with Eldey ? He had
st his heart ondgoing down to Whitbury the next day. He had
been in England nearly six months, and had not yet seen his
father; his heart yearned, too, after the old place, and Mark
Armsworth, and many an old friend, whom he might never see
again. However, that fellow | must see to, come what will:
business first and pleasure afterwards. If | make him dl right
—if | even get him out of the world decently, | get the Scout-
bush interest on my side—though | believe | have it already.
Still, it's as well to lay peopleBunder as heavy an obligation as
possble. | wish Miss Valentia had asked me whether Eldey
wanted any money : it's expensive keeping him myself. How-
ever, poor thing, she has other matters to think of ; and, | dare
say, never knew the pleasures of an empty purse. Hereweare!
Three-and-sixpence—eh, cabman? | suppose you think | was
born Saturday night? There's three shillings. Now, don't chaff
me, my excdlent friend, or you will find you have met your
match, and a leetle more !

5 And Tom hurried into his rooms, and found Eldey ill
ing.
es%t to work, packing and arranginP, for with him evge;?/
moment found its business ; and presently heard his patient cdll
faintly from the next room.

"Thurnall!" sad he; 'l have been a long journey. | have
been to Whitbury once more, and followed my father about his
garden, and sat upon my mother's knee. And she taught me
one text, and no more. Over and over again she sad it, as she
looked down at me with dtill sad eyes, the same text which she
gf)oke theday | left her for London. | never saw her again.

3y this, my son, be admonished ; of making of books thereis
no end; and much study is a weariness of the flesh. Let us
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iiear the conclusion of the whole matter. Fear God, and keep
His commandments; for this is the whole duty of man." . . .
Yes, | will go down to Whitbury, and be alittle child once more.
I will take a’ooor lodgings, and crawl out day by day, down the
old lanes, along the old river-banks, where ? fed my soul with
fair and mad dreams, and reconsider it all from the beginning ;—
and then die. No one need know me; and if they do, they
need not be ashamed of me, | trust—ashamed that a poet has
risen up among them, to speak words which have been heard
across the globe. At least, they need never know my shame—
never know that | have broken the heart of an an?el, who gave
herself to me, body and soul—attempted thelife of aman wriose
shoes T am not worthy to unloose—never know that | have
killed my own child !'—that a blacker brand than Cain's is on
my brow !'—Never know—Oh, my God, what care | ? Let them
know dl, aslong as | can have done with shams and affecta-
tions, dreams, and vain ambitions, and be just my own sdf once
more for one day, and then die!"

And he burst into convulsive weeping.

No, Tom, do not comfort me ? | ought to die, and | shall
die. | cannot face her again; let her forget me, and find a
husband who will—and be a father to the children whom |
neglected ! Oh, my darlings, my darlings! If | could but see

ou once again: but no! you too would ask me where | had
éeen solong. You too would ask me—your innocent faces at
least would—why | had killed your little brother!—Let me
weep it out, Thurnall; let me face it all! This very misery is
acomfort, for it will kill me all the sooner.'

If you really mean to go to Whitbury, my poor dear fellow,'
sad lorn at last, 'l will start with you to-morrow morning.
For | too must go ; T must see my father,'

“You will really ? asked Eldey, who began to cling to him
like a child.

I will indeed. Believe me, you are right; you will find
friends there, and admirers too. | know one.'

"You do ? asked he, looking up.

'Mary Armsworth, the banker's daughter.'

*What! That purse-proud, vulgar man ?'

‘Don't be afraid of him. A truer and more delicate heart
don't beat. No one has more cause to say so than |. He will
receive you with open arms, and need be told no more than is
necessary . while, as his friend, you may defy gossip, and do just
what you like.'

Tom dipped put that afternoon, paid Eldey's pittance of rent
at his old lodgings, bought him a few necessary articles, and
lent him, without saying anything, a few more. ~Eldey st all
daly as one in a dream, moaning to himself at intervals, and
following Tom vacantly with his eyes, as he moved about the
room. Excitement, misery, and opium, were fast wearing out
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body and mind, and Tom put him to bed that evening, as he
would have put a child.

Tom walked out into the Strand to smoke in the fresh air,
and think, in spite of himself, of that fair saint from whom he
was o perversely flying. Gay girls slithered him, looked
round at him, but in vain ; those two great eyes hung in his
fancy, and he could see nothing dse. Ah—if she had but given
him back his money—why, what afool he would have made of
himself | Better as it was. He was meant to be a vagabond
and an adventurer to the last; and perhaps to find at last the
luck which had flitted away before him.

He passed one of the theatre doors ; there was a group out-
sde, more noisy and more earnest than such groups are wont
to be; and ere he could pass through them, a shout from
within rattled the doors with its mighty pulse, and seemed
to shake the very walls. Another: and another!—What was
it? Fire?

No. It was the news of Alma.

And the gjroup surged to and fro outside, and talked, and

questioned, and rejoiced ; and smart gents forgot their vulgar
P|GEGUI’GS, and looked for a moment as if they too could have
ought—had fought—at Alma; and sinful girls forgot their
shame, and looked more beautiful than they had done for many
aday, as, beneath the flaring gas-light, their faces glowed for
awhile with noble enthusiasm and woman's sacred pity, while
they questioned Tom, taking him for an officer, as to whether
he thought there were many killed.

"I am no officer : but | have been in many abattle, and |
know the Russians well, and have seen how they fight; and
there is many abrave man killed, and many a one more will be'

Oh, does it hurt them much ? asked one poor thing.

Not often,' quoth Tom.

“Thank God, thank God !" and she turned suddenly away,
and with the impulsive nature of her class, burst into violent
sobbing and weeping.

Poor thing ! perhaps among the men who fought and fell
that day was he to whom she owed the curse of her young life«
and after him her lonely heart went forth once more, faithful
even in the lowest pit. )

"You are strange creatures, women, women !" thought Tom :
"but | knew that many a year ago. Now then—the game is
growing fast and furious, it seems. Oh, that | may find myself
soon in the thickest of it!'

So sad Tom Thurnall; and so said Major Campbell, too, that
night, as he prepared everything to start next morning to South-
ampton. 'The better the day, the better the deed,” quoth he.
"When a man is travelling to a better world, he need not be
afraid of starting on a Sunday,'
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CHAPTER XXV
THE BANKER AND HIS DAUGHTER

TOM and Eldey are safe at Whitbury at last; and Tom, ere he
has seen his father, has packed Eldey safe away in lodgings
with an old dame whom he can trust. Then he asks his way to
his father's new abode; a small old-fashioned house, with low
bay windows jutting out upon the narrow pavement.

Tom stops, and looks in the window. His father is sitting
close to it, in his arm-chair, his hands upon his knees, his face
lifted to the sunlight, with chin slightly outstretched, and his
pale eyes feeling for the light. The expression would have
been painful, but for its perfect sweetness and resignation.
His countenance is not, perhaps, a strong one; but its delicacy
and calm, and the high forehead, and the long white locks, are
most venerable. With ablind man's exquisite sense, he feels
Tom's shadow fall on him, and starts, and calls him by name ¢
for he has been expecting him, and thinking of nothing else all
the morning, and takes for granted that it must be he.

In another moment Tom is at his father's side. What need
to describe the sacred joy of those first few minutes, even if it
were possible ? But unrestrained tenderness between man and
man, rare as it is, and, as it were, unaccustomed to itself, has
no passonatefluency, no metaphor or poetry, such as man pours
put to woman, and woman again to man. All its language lies
in the tones, the looks, the little half-concealed gestures, hints
which pass themsel ves off modestly in jest; and such was Tom's
first interview with his father ; till the old Isaac, having felt
Tom's head and hands again and again, to be sure whether it
were his very son or no, made him sit down by him, holding
him gill fast, and began—

'Now tell me, tell me, while Jane gets you something to eat.
No, Jane, you musn't talk to Master Tom yet, to bother about
how much he'sgrown;—nonsense, | must have him al to myself,
Jane. Go and get him some dinner. Now, Tom,' asif he was
afraid of losing a moment, 'you have been a dear boy to write
to me every week ; but there are so many questions which only
word of mouth will answer, and | have stored up dozens of
them ! | want to know what a coral reef really looks like, and
if you saw any trepangs upon them ? And what sort of strata
is the gold really in? And you saw one of those giant rays; |
want a whole hour's talk about the fellow. And—what an old
babbler | am ! talking to you when you should be talking to
me. Now begin. Let us have the trepangs first. Are they
real Holothurians or not?'

And Tom began, andtoldforafull half-hour, interrupted then
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by some little comment of the old man's, which proved ho\v
prodigious was the memory within, imprisoned and forced to
reed upon itself.

"You seem to know more about Australiathan | do, father,'
sad Tom at last.

"No, child; but Mary Armsworth, God bless her! comes
down here almost every evening to read your letters to me;
and she has been reading to me a book of Mrs. Legs Adven-
turesin Australia, which reads like a novel ; delicious book—
tomeat least. Why, there is her step outside, | do believe, and
her father's with her !

The lighter woman's step was inaudible to Tom ¢ but the
heavy, deliberate waddle of the banker was not. He opened
the house-door, and then the parlour-door, without knocking ;
but when he saw the visitor, lie stopped on the threshold with
outstretched arms.

"Hillo, ho! who have we here? Our prodigal son returned,
with hiSJaocketsfuII of nuggets from the diggings. Oh, mum's
the word, is it?' as Tom laid his finger on his lips. ‘Come
here, then, and let's have alook at you !I' And he catches both
Tom's hands in his, and almost shakes them off. '| knew you
were coming, old boy ! Mary told me—she'sin al the old man's
secrets. Come along, Mary, and see Your old playfellow. She
has got a little fruit for the old gentleman. Mary, where are
youT aways colloguing with Jane.'

Mary comes in : a little dumpty body, with a yellow face,
and ared noseg, the srnile of an ané;el, and a heart full of many
little secrets of other people's—and of one great one of her own,
which is no business of any man's—and with fifty thousand
pounds as her portion, for she is an only child. But no man
will touch that fifty thousand ; for 'no one would marry me
for myself,’ says Mary; 'and no one shall marry me for my
money.’

So she greets Tom shyly and humbly, without looking in his
face, yet very cordially ; and then dips away to deposit on the
table a noble pine-apple.

A little bit of fruit from her greenhouse,' says the old man
in a disparaging tone: ‘'and, oh Jane, bring me a saucer.
Here's a sprat | just capered out of Hemmelford mill-pit; per-
haps the doctor would like it fried for supper, if it's big enough
not to fall through the gridiron.'

Jane, who knows Mark Armsworth's humour, brings in the
largest dish in the house, and Mark pulls out of his basket a
great three-pound trout.

"Aha! myvoung rover ; old Mark's right hand hasn't forgot
its cunning, eh ? And this is the month for them ; fish dl quiet
now. When fools go a-shooting, wise men go a-fishing! Eh?
Come here, and look me over. How do | wear, eh? Aslikea
Muscovy duck as ever, you young rogue? Do you recollect
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asking me, at the Club dinner, why | waslike a Muscovy duck ?
Because | was afat thing in green velveteen, with abald red
head, that was alw\%s waddling about the river bank. Ah,
those were days! €l _have some more of them. Come up
to-night and try the old '2? bin." .

" I"'must have him myself to-night; indeed | must, Mark,'
says the doctor. _

JAll to yourself, you selfish old rogue ?

Why—no—'

"WEIll come down, then, Mary and |, and bring the '2? with
us, and hear al his cock-and-bull stories. Full of travellers
liesasever, en? Wel, T'll come and smoke my El)_lpe with you.
Always the same old Mark, my lad,” nudging Tom with his
elbow ; 'one fellow comes and borrows my money, and goes out
and calls me a stingy old hunks because 1 won't let him cheat
me; another comes, and eats my pines, and drinks my port,
goes home, and calls me a purse-proud upstart, because he can't
match 'em. Never mind ; old Mark's old Mark ; sound in the
heart, and sound in the liver, just the same as thirty years ago,
and will be till he takes his last quietus est—

" And drops into his grassy nest."

Bye, bye, doctor! Come, Mary !I' )

And out he toddled, with silent little Mary at his heels.

Old Mark wears well, body and soul,' said Tom.

"He is_a noble, generous fellow, and as delicate-hearted as a
woman withal, in spite of his conceit and roughness. Fifty and
odd years now, Tom, have we been brothers, and | never found
himchange. And brothers we shall be, | trust, a few years
more, till" 1 see you back again from the East, comfortably
sttjed. And then——' _ ) )

“Don't talk of that, gr, please!' sad Tom, quite quickly and
sharg(l)y. "How ill poor Mary looks !" o i

they say, poor child ; ‘and one hears it in her voice. Ah,

Tom, that girl “is'an angel; she has been to me daughter, doctor,

clergyman, eyes, and library ; and would have been nurse, too, if

it had not been for making old Jane jealous. But sheisill.
Some love affair, | suppose—' ]

_'"How quaint it is that the father has kept all the animal
vigour to himself, and transmitted none to the daughter.’

He has not kept the soul to himself, Tom, or the eyes either.
She will bring me in wild flowers, and talk to me about them,
till 1 fancy | can_see them as well as ever. Ah, well! Itis
a sweet world dill, Tom, and there are sweet souls in it. A
sweet world : | was too fond of looki n% at it once, | suppose so
Orod took away my sight, that 1 might learn to look a Him.
And the old man’lay back in his chair, and covered his face
with his handkerchiéf, and was quite gill awhile. And Tom
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watched him, and thought that he would give al his cunning
and power to be like that old man.

Then Jane came in, and laid the cloth—a coarse one enough
—and Tom picked a cold mutton bone with a sted fork, and
drank his pint of beer from the public-house, and lighted his
father's pipe and then his own, and vowed that he had never
dined so well in his life, and began his traveller's stories
again.

And in the evening Mark came in, with a bottle of the '2? in
his coat-tail %ocket; and the three sat and chatted, while Mary
brought out her work, and stitched, listening silently, till it was
time to lead the old man upstairs.

Tom put his father to bed, and then made a hesitating
request—

"There is a poor sick man whom T brought down with me,
gr, if you could spare me half an hour. Tt redly isaprofes-
sional case: heis under my charge, | may say.'

.What isit, boy r

‘Weéll, laudanum and a broken heart.'

Exercise and ammonia for the first. For the second, God's
race and the %roave; and those latter medicines you can't ex-
ibit, my dear boy. Weél, as it is professional duty, | suppose

you must: but don't exceed the hour ; | shal lie awake till you
return, and then you must talk me to deep.’

So Tom went out and homeward with Mark and Mary, for
their roads lay together; and as he went, he thought good to
tell them somewhat of the history of John Briggs, alias Eldey
Vavasour.

. '"Poor fool!" said Mark, who listened in silence to the end.
Why didn't he mind his bottles, and just do what Heaven sent
himtodo? Ishein want of therhino, Tom?

'He had not five shillings left after he had paid his fare; and
he refuses to ask his wife for afarthing.'

' Quite right—very proper spirit.! And Mark walked on in
slence afew minutes.

?say, Tom, a fool and his money are soon parted. There's
afive-pound note for him, you begging, insinuating dog, and be
hanged to you both ! | shal die in the workhouse at this rate,

. Oh, father, you will never miss—'

Who told you | thought | should, pray? Don't you go
giving another five pounds out of your pocket-money behind
my back, maam. | know your tricks of old. Tom, I'll come
and see the poor beggar to-morrow with you, and cal him Mr.
Vavasour—Lord Vavasour, if he likes—if you'll warrant me
against Iaughinghin hisface'’ And the old man did laugh, till
he stopped and held his sides again.

Oh, father, father, don't be so cruel. Remember how
wretched the poor man is'

I can't think of anything but old Boluss boy turned poet.
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Why did you tell me, Tom, you bad fellow? It's too much for
aman at my time of life, and after his dinner too.'

And with that he opened the little gate by the side of the
grand one, and turned to ask Tom—

“Won't come in, boy, and have one more cigar ?'

"I promised my father to be back as quickly as possible'

' Good lad—that's the plan to go on—

""You'll be churchwarden before all's over,
And so arrive at wedth and fame."

Instead of writing po-o-o-etry ! Do you recollect that morning,
and the black draught ? Oh dear, my side !

And Tom heard him keckling to himself up the garden walk
to his house; went off to see that Eldey was safe; and then
home, and dept like atop ; no wonder, for he would have done
so the night before his execution.

And what was little Mary doing al the while?

She had gone up to the room, after telling her father, with a
kiss, not to forget to say his prayers. And then she fed her
canary bird, and made up the Persian cat's bed ; and then sat
long at the open window, gazing out over the shadow-dappled
lawn, away to the poplars sleeping in the moonlight, and the
shining silent stream, and the shining slent stars, till she
seemed to become as one of them, and a quiet heaven within
her eyes took counsel with the quiet heaven above. And then
she drew in suddenly, as if stung by some random thought, and
shut the window. A picture hung over her mantelpiece—a
portrait of her mother, who had been a country beauty in her
time. She glanced at it, and then at the looking-glass. Would
she have given her fifty thousand pounds to have exchanged
her face for such aface as that ?

She caught up her little Thomas a Kempis, marked through
and through with lines and references, and sat and read stead-
fastly for an hour and more. That was her school, as it has
been the school of many anoble soul. And, for some cause or
other, that stinging thought returned no more ; and she knelt
and prayed like a little child ; and like a little child dept
sweetly all the night, and was away before breakfast the next
morning, after feeding the canary and the cat, to old women
who worshipped her as their ministering angel, and said,
looking after her, " That dear Miss Mary, pity sheis so plain!
Such amatch as shemight havemade! JBut she'll be handsome
enough- when she is a blessed angdl in heaven.'

Ah, true sigters of mercy, whom the world sneers at as ' old
maids," if you pour out on cats and dogs and parrots a little of
the love which isyearning to spend itself on children of your
own flesh and blood! As long as such as you walk this lower
world, one needs no Butler's Analogy to prove to us that there
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is another world, where such as you will have a fuller and a
fairer (I dare not say a juster) portion.

Next morning Mark started with Tom to cdl on Eldey,
chatting and putting al the way. )

"I'll' butter him, trust me. Nothing comforts a poor begagkar
like a bit of praise when he's down; and al fellows that take
to writing are as greedy after it as trout after the drake, even if
they only scribble in county newspapers. I've watched them
when I've been electloneerm%, my boy !

"Only,’ said Tom, 'don't be an%;rg with him if he is proud
and peevish. The poor fellow is all but mad with misery.’

"Poh! quarrel with him? whom did | ever quarrel with?
If he barks, I'll stop his mouth with a good dinner. | suppose
he's gentleman enough to invite ?

"As much a gentleman as you and I; not of the very first
water, of course. Stll, he eats like other people, and don't
break many glasses during a sitting. Think ! he couldn't have
been a very great cad to marry a nobleman's daughter !

'Why, no. Speaks well for him, that, considering his
breeding. He must be a very clever fellow to have caught the
trick of the thing so soon.’

'And so heis avery clever fellow ; too clever by half; and
a very line-hearted fellow, too, in spite of his conceit and his
temper. But that don't prevent his being an awful fool!"

"You spedﬁ like abook, Tom!" said old Mark, clapping him
on the back. 'Look at me! no one can say J was ever troubled
with genius: but | can show my mone%/, pay my wgy, eat my
dinner, kill my trout, hunt my hounds, help a lame dog ovei a
stile' (which was Mark's phrase for doing a generous thing),
'‘and thank God for all; and who wants more, | should like to
know ? But here we are—you go upiirst!’

They found Eldey crouched up over the empty grate, his
head in his hands, and a few scraps of paper by him, on which
he had been trying to scribble. Tie did not fook up as they
came in, butegave a sort of impatient half-turn, as if angry at
being disturbed. Tom was about to announce the banker ; "but
he announced himself.

' Come to do myself the honour of calling on you, Mr. Vava-
sour. | am sorry to see you so poorly ; | hope our Whitbury
air will setall right.'

'You mistake me, sir; my name is Briggs!' said Eldey,
with_ciut turning his head; but a moment after he looked up
angrily.

ngy. Armsworth ? | beg your pardon, sir ; but what brings
you here? Areyou come, Sir, to use the rich successful man's
right, and lecture me in my misery ?

"Pon my word, sr, you must have forgotten old Mark
Armsworth, indeed, if you fancy him capable of any such dirt.
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No, §r, | came to pay my respects to you, sir, hoping that
you'd come up and take a family dinner. | could cfo no less,
ran on the banker, seeing that Eldey was preparing a peevish
answer, considering the honour that, | hear, you have to
your native town. A very distinguished person, our friend Tom
tellsme: and we ou?ht to be proud of you, and behave to you
as you deserve, for T am sure we don't send too many cléver
fellows out of Whitbury.' _ o

"Would that you had never sent me!' sad Eldey in his
bitter way. o

Ah, gr, that's matter' of opinion! You would never have
been heard of down here, never have had justice done you, |
mean ; for heard of you have been. There's my daughter has
read your poems agan and again—always quoting them; and
very pretty they sound too. Poetry is not in my line, of course;
till, it's a credit to a man to do anything well, if he has the gift;
and she tells me that you haveit, and plenty of it. And though
she's no fine lady, thank Heaven, ??? back her for good sense
against gg{;(l woman. Come ulp, Sir, and Juec(jjge for yourself if |
ggg't speak the truth ; she will be delighted to meet you, and

e me 0.

By thi?'%/me good Mark had talked himself out of breath;
and Eldey flushing up, as of old, at a little praise, began to
stammer an excuse. “His nerves were so weak, and his spirits
so broken with late troubles.'

' My dear sir, that's the very reason | want you to come. A
bottle ‘of port will cure the nerves, and a pleasant chat the
spirits.  Nothing like forgetting dl for alittle time; and then
to it a%am with a fresh lease of strength, and best it at last like
a man

“Too late, my dear sir; | must pay the penalty of my own
folly," sad Eisley, really won by the man's cordiality.

"Never too late, sr, while there's life left in us. And,'he
went on in a gentler tone, 'if we all were to pay for our own
follies, or lie down and die when we saw them commg)full cry
at our heds, where would any one of us be by now™ | have
been a fool in my time, young gentleman, more than once or
twice ; and that too when | was old enough to be your father ;
and down | went, and deserved what | got: but my rule aways
was—Fight fair ; fall soft; know whenyou've got'enough; and
don't cry out when you've got it: but just go home: train again;
and say—better luck next fight.' And so old Mark's sermon
ended (as most of them did) in somewhat Socratic dl%?ory,
savouring rather of the market than of the study ; but Eldéy
understood him, and looked up with a smile.

. IYou too are somewhat of a poet in your way, | seg
sirl

"I never thought to live to hear that, sir. | can't doubt now
that you are cleverer than your neighbours, for you have found
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out something which they never did. But you will come ?—for
that'smy business;’

Eldey looked inquirin%ly at Tom ; he had learnt now to con-
sult his eye, and lean on him like achild. Tom looked a stout
yes, and Eldey said languidly—

"You have given me so much new and good advice in afew
minutes, dir, that ? must really do myself the pleasure of coming
and hearing more.'

"Well done, our side!" cried old Mark. ' Dinner at half-past
five. No London late hours here, sir.  Miss Armsworth will be
out of her mind when she hears you're coming,’

And off he went.

' Do you think hell come up to the scratch, Tom ? )

? am very much afraid his courage will fail him. | will
see him again, and bring him up with me: but now, my dear
Mr. Armsworth, do remember one thlng ; that if you go on
with him at your usual rate of hospitality, the man will as
surely be drunk, as his nerves and brain are al but ruined;
and it he is so, hewill most probably destroy himself to-morrow
maorning.'

Destroy himself?'

"He will. The shame of making afool of himself just now
before you will be more than he could bear. 80 be stingv for
once. He will not wish for it unless you press him ; but if he
talks (and he will talk after the first half-hour), he will forget
himself, and half a bottle will make him rnad ; and then | won't
answer for the consequences.'

' Good gracious! why, these poets want as tender handling
as a bag of gunpowder over the fire.'

"You hke a book there in your turn." And Tom went
home to his father.

Hereturned in duetime. A new difficulty had arisen. Eldey,
under the excitement of expectation, had gone out and deigned
to buy laudanum—so will an unhealthy craving degrade a man!
—of old Bolus himself, who luckily did not recognise him. He
had taken his fullest close, and was now unable to go anywhere
or do anything. Tom did not disturb him : but went away,
sorely perplexed, and very much minded to tell awhite lie to
Armsworth, in whose eyes thiswould be an offence—not un-
pardonable, for nothing with him was unpardonable, save lying
or cruelty—but very grievous. If aman had drunk too much
wine in his house, he would have simply kept his eye on him
afterwards, as a fool who did not know when he had his
' quotum’, but laudanum drinking—involving, too, the break-
ing of an engagement, which, well managed, might have been of
immense use to Eldey—was a very different matter. So Tom
knew not what to say or do ; and not knowing, determined to
wait on Providence, smartened himself as best he could, went
up to the great house, and found Miss Mary.
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Il tell her. She will manage it somehow, if she is a
woman ; much more if sheis an angd, as my father says.

Mary looked very much shocked and grieved; answered
hardly aword : but sad at last, ' Come in while | go and see
my father." He came into the smart drawing-room, which he
could see was seldom used; for Mary lived in her own room,
her father in his counting-house, or in his 'den,’ In ten
minutes she came down. Tom thought she had been crying.

'? have settled it. Poor unhappy man! We will talk of
something more pleasant. Tell me about your shipwreck, and
that place—Aberalva, isit not ? What a pretty name !'

Tom told her, wondering then, and wondering long after-
wards, how she had 'settled it' with her father.  She chatted
on artlessly enough, till the old man came in, and to dinner, in
capital humour, without saying one word of Eldey.

'How has the old lion been tamed? thought Tom. 'The
two greatest affronts you could oiler himin old times were, to
break an engagement, and to despise his good cheer.! He did
not know what the quiet oil on the waters of such a spirit as
Mary's can effect.

The evening passed pleasantly enough till nine, in chatting
over old times, and listening to the history of every extra-
ordinary trout and fox which had been killed within twenty
miles, when the footboy entered with a somewhat scared face.

'Please, dir, isM r. Vavasour here ?

'Here? Who wantshim ?

Mrs. Brown, sir, in Hemmelford Street. Says he lodges
with her, and has been to seek for him at Dr. Thurnall's.'

'? think you had better go, Mr. Thurnall,’ said Mary quietly.

"Indeed you had, boy. Bother poets, and the day they first
began to breed in Whitbury ! Such an evening spoilt! Have
acup of coffee? No? then aglass of sherry ?

Out went Tom. Mrs. Brown had been up, and seen him
seemingly deeping : then had heard him run downstairs hur-
riedly. He passed her in the p e, looking very wild.
'Seemed, dr, just like my nevv's wife's brother, Will Ford,
before he made away with hessdlf. ) )

Tom goes off post haste, revolving many things in a crafty
heart. Then he steersfor Boluss shop. Bolusisat' The Angler s
Arms'; but hisassistant isin.

'Did a gentleman cdl here just now, in a long cloak, with a
felt wide-awake ?

'Yes! And the assistant looks confused enough for Tom
to rejoin—

"And you sold'him laudanum ?

'Why-all—
'Anayou had sold him laudanum already this afternoon, you
young rascall How dare you, twice in sx hours? I'll hold

you responsible for the man's life '
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You darecall mearascal ? blusters the youth, terror-stricken
at finding how much Tom knows. .

I am a member of the College of Surgeons’' says Tom,
recovering his coolness, 'and have just been dining with Mr.
Armsworth. | suppose you know him?
~ The assistant shook in his shoes at the name of that terrible
justice of the peace and of the war aso ; and meekly and con-
tritely he replied—

“Oh, sr, what shal | do?'

" You'rein avery neat scrape ; you could not have feathered
your nest better,' says Tom, quietly filling his pipe, and think-
ing. 'Asyou behave now, | will get you out ot it, or leave you
to—you know what, aswell as|. Get your hat.'

He went out, and the jouth followed trembling, while Tom
formed his plansin his mind.

'The wild beast goes home to his lair to die, and so may he;
for | fear it's life and death now. Il try the house where he
was born. Somewhere in Water Lane it is, | know.'

And toward Water Lane he hurried. It was a low-lying
offshoot of the town, leading along the water-meadows, with a
straggling row of houses on each side, the perennial haunts of
fever and ague. Before them, on each side of the road, and
fringed with pollard willows and tall poplars, ran a tiny branch
of the Whit, to feed some mill below ; and spread out, mean-
while, into ponds and miresfull of offal and duckweed and rank
floating grass. A thick mist hung knee-deep over them, and
over the gardens right and left; and as Tom came down on the
lane from the main street above, he could see themist spreading
across the water-meadows and reflecting the moon-beams like
alake; and as he waked into it, he felt asif he were walking
down a well. And he hurried down the lane, looking out
anxiously ahead for the long cloak.

At last he came to a better sort of house. That might be it.
Hewould take the chance. There wasa man of the middle class,
and two or three women, standing at the gate. He went up—

'Pray, dir, did amedical man named Briggs ever live here ?

'What do you want to know for ? ) )

Why'—Tom thought matters were too serious for delicacy
—'1 am looking for a gentleman, and thought he might have
come here, S )

Io'rf\knd so he did, if you mean one in a queer hat and a
C S

"How long since ?
~ "Why, he came up our garden an hour or more ago; walked
right into the parlour without with your leave, or by your leave,
and stared at us al round like one out of his mind; and so
away, as soon as ever | asked him what he was at——

‘Which way V )

"To theriver, | expect: | ran out, and saw him go down the
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lane, but | was not going far by night alone with any such
strange customers.'

'Lend me a lanthorn, then, for Heaven's sake !

The lanthorn is lent, and Tom starts again down the lane.

Now to search. At the end of thelaneis across road parallel
to the river. A broad ill ditch lies beyond it, with a little
bridge across, where one gets minnows for bait; then a broad
water-meadow ; then silver Whit.

The bridge-gate is open. Tom hurries across the road to it.
The lanthorn shows him fresh footmarks going into the meadow.
Forward !

Up and down in that meadow for an hour or more did Tom
and the trembling youth beat like a brace of pointer dogs,
stumbling into gripes, and over sleeping cows ; and more than
once stopping short Just in time, as they were walking into
some broad and deep feeder.

Almost in despair, and after having searched down the river
bank for full two hundred yards, loin was on the point of
returning, when his eye rested on a part of the stream where
the mist lay higher than usual, and let the reflection of the
moonlight off the water reach his eye; and in the moonlight
ripples, close to the farther bank of the river—what was that
black lump?

Tom knew the spot well; the river there is very broad, and
very shallow, flowing round low islands of gravel and turf. It
was very low just now too, as it generally is In October ; there
could naot be four inches of water where the black lump lay, but
on the side nearest him the water was full knee deep.

The thing, whatever it was, was forty yards from him ; and it
was a cold night for wading. It might be a hassock of rushes;
atuft of the great water-dock ; a dead dog ; one of the ' hangs'
with which the club-water was studded, torn up and stranded :
but yet, to Tom, it had not a canny look.

'‘As usual! Here am | getting wet, dirty, and miserable,
about matters which are not the slightest concern of mine! |
believe | shall end by getting hanged or shot in somebody eses
place, with this confounded spirit of meddling. Yah! how cold
the water is !’

For in he went, the girumbling honest dog ; stepped across to
the black lump ; and lifted it up hastily enough—for it was
Eldey Vavasour.

Drowned?

No. But wet through, and sensdless from mingled cold and
laudanum.

Whether he had meant to drown himself, and lighting on the
shallow, had stumbled on till he fell exhausted, or whether he
had merely blundered into the stream, careless whither he went,
Tom”knevv not, and never knew ; for Eldey himself could not
recollect.
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Tom took him in his arms, carried him ashore and up through
the water-meadow; borrowed a blanket and a wheelbarrow at
the nearest cottage ; wrapped him up; and made the offending
surgeon's assistant wheel him to his lodgings.

He sat with him there an hour; and then entered Mark's
house again with his usual composed face, to iind Mark and
Mary sitting up in great anxiety.

'Mr. Armsworth, does the telegraph work at this time of
night?'

"Il make it, if it is wanted. But what's the matter ?

"You will indeed? ,

"Gad, I'll go myself and kftk up the statidn-master. What's
the matter?'

'That if poor Mrs. VavasourWishes to see her husband alive,
she must JbTiee in four-and-\£eirj# hours. I'll tell you all
presently ! -

‘Mary, my coak and comforter !' cries Mark, jumping up.

‘And, Mary, pen and ink to write the message' says
Tom. -

'Oh! cakgnot I pe of any use ? says,M
'No,youyn ™
'You mustTlot cal me an angeL Mr. Thuynail. After al,

what can | do which you have not Sne alread A}’

Tom started. Grace had once used to hinAthe very same
words. By the by, what was it in the two womeVi which made
them so like? Certainly, neither face nor fortu Something
in the tones of their voices., "

"Ah! if Grace had Mary's fortune, or Mary Guacace'sface!’
thought, Tom, as he hupned back to Eldey, and Mark rushed
down to the station. '

Eldey yasjconsciotfs when he returned, and only too\conscious.
All nihtMielscreained in agonies of rheumatic feveV; by the
next afternoontie'was failing fast; his heart was affegbed; and
Tom knejw thfiYie might die any hour.

The eepiftgPrain brings two ladies, Valentia and Lucia. At
the risk other life, the poor faithful wife has come.

A genmeman's carriage is waiting for them, though they have
ordered none ; and as they go through the station-room, aplain
little wety-dressed body comes humbly up to them—

'Is either of these ladies Mrs. Vavasour ?

'Yes! I!—I!—is he alive? gasps Lucia.

"Alive, and better ! and expecting you——'

‘Better?—expecting me?' amost shrieks she, as Vaentia
and Mary (for it is she) help her to the carriage. Mary puts
them in, and turns away.

' Are you not coming too ? asks Vaentia, who is puzzled.

"No, thank you, madam ; | am going to take a walk. John,
you know where to drive these ladies'

Little Mary does not think it necessary to say that she, with
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her father's carriage, has been down to two other afternoon
trains, upon the chance of finding them.

But why is not Frank Headley with them, when he is needed
most? And why are Vaentias eyes more red with weeping
than even her sister's sorrow need have made them ?

Because Frank Headley i' rolKnk away in a French railway
on his road to Marseilles, and tow(jﬁt Heaven shall find for him
to do. v .

Yes, heis goee Eastward H[o among thetmany ; will he come
Westward Hfojagaifi among thfe few ? t'- '

They are atUhe floor of Eldey'slodgingsnow. y,'Hf Thurnall
meets them thWe, ind | pwsthen\upstairssilently: iuciais so
weak that jfihe ha ;0 cling to the barter amoniciit; Wd then,
with a strbng shufTer, the spirit conquers tKe fieslyand she
hurriesup-beforetliem both.

It isasmall low room—V alentia had expected tKat ? but she
had expectecL toojconfusion and wretchec|6ss: for a nptefrom
Major Campboll,'ere he started, had told Tier of the condition
in which Eldey had been found. Instead, she,'finds neathess—
even gaiety ; fresh damask linen, comfortable furniture, a vase
of hothouse flowers, while the air is full of,'cool perfumes. No
oneis likely to tellfWr that Mary,'has furnished al at Tom's
hint—"We must smjaiten up the place, for the poor wife's sake.
It will take sometfipgjoil' thxnock,'and ? want to avoid
shocks for her,) jf )t/ /

So Tom had W§>rk ith his own hands that morning;
arranging the room”as clisdfully as diy woman, with that true
doctor's forethought andjconsideration, which often issues in the
loftiest, because the'.m6st unconscious,benevolence.

He Paused at the jdoor.

Will you go in'Inwhispered ke to Valentia, in atone which
meant— 'you had footer not.'

"Not yet— | dareliy he is tob weak.'

Lucia darted in, and Tom shut the door behind her, and
waited at the stair-head. ' setter,’ thought he, to let thetwo
poor creatures settle their own concerns. It must end soon, in
any case'

Lucia rushed to the bedside, drew back the curtains—
'Tom ! ' moaned Eldey.

‘Not Tom !—Lucia!"

'Lucia?— LuciaS. Just ! ' answered he, in alow abstracted
voice, as if trying to recollect.

'LuciaVavasour ! —your Lucia!"

Eldey dowly raised himsalf upon his elbow, and looked into
her face with a sad inguiring aze. R

'Elsley — darling Eldey | — don't you know me?”

'Yes, very well indeed ; better than you know me. T am
not Vavasour a all. My name is Briggs—John Briggs, the
apothecary's son, come home to Whitbury to die.’
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She did not hear, or did not care for those last words.

'‘Eldey ! | am your wife l—your own wife !—who never loved
any one but you—never, never, never !

Yes, my wife at least! — Curse them, that they cannot
deny !" said he, in the same abstracted voice.

'Oh God! ishe mad T thought she. 'Eldey, speak to me!
—I am your Lucia—your love—'

And she tore off her bonnet, and threw herself beside him on
the bed and clasped him in her arms, murmuring—"' Y our wife !
who never loved any one but you !

Slowly his frozen heart and frozen brain melted beneath the
warmth of her great love : but he did not speak : only he passed
his weak arm round her neck ; and she felt that his cheek was
wet with tears, while she murmured on, like a cooing dove, the
same sweet words again—

CaII me your love once more, and | shal know that al is

"Then call me no more Eldey, love ' whispered he. ' Call
me John Briggs, and let us have done with shams for
ever.'

No ; you are my Elsley—my Vavasour ! and | am your wife
once more ! ' and the poor thing fondled his head as it lay upon
the pillow. ' My own Eldey, to whom | gave myself, body and
soul ; for whom | would die now—oh, such a death !'—any
death !

"How could T doubt you ?—fool that | was!"

" No, it was all my fault. It wasall my odious temper ! But
we will be happy now, will we not ?

Eldey smiled sadly, and began babbling—Yes, they would
take afarm, and he would plough, arid sow, and be of some use
before he died. 'But promise me one thing!' cried he, with
sudden strength.

" What r

'That you will go home and burn al the poetry—all the
manuscripts, and never let the children write a verse—a verse
—when | am dead?* And his head sank back, and his jaw
dropped

'"He is dead !" cried the poor impulsive creature, with a shriek
which brought in Tom ana Valentia.

He is not dead, madam ; but you must be very gentle with
him, if we areto——'

Tom saw that there wasllittle hope.

"I will do anything—only save him !—save him ! Mr Thur-
nall, till | have atoned for &l.”

'Y ou have little enough to atone for, madam,' said Tom, as he
busied himself about the sufferer. He saw that al would soon
be over, and would have had Mrs. Vavasour withdraw ; but she
was so really good a nurse as long as she could control herself,
that he could nardly spare her.
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So they sat together by the sick bedside, as the short hours
passed into the long, and the long hours into the short again,
and the October dawn began to shine through the shutterless
window.

A weary eventless ni%ht it was, anight as of many years, as
worse and worse grew the weak frame; and Tom looked alter-
nately at the heaving chest, and shortening breath, and rattling
throat, and then at the pale till face of the Iad(}/.

'‘Better she should sit by, thought he, 'and watch him till
sheistired out. It will come on her the more gently, after al.
He will die at sunrise, as so many die!'

At last he began gently feeling for Eldey's pulse. Her eye
caught his movement, and she half sprang up; but at ag)&sture
from him she sank quietly on her knees, holding her husband's
hand in her own.

Eldey turned toward her once, eie the film of death had
fallen, and looked her full in the face, with his beautiful eyes
full of love. Then the eyes paled and faded ; but ill they
sought for her painfully long after she had buried her head in
the coverlet, unable to bear the sight.

And so vanished away Eldey Vavasour, poet and genius, into
his own place.

'Let us pray,' said adeep voice from behind the curtain : it
was Mark Armsworth's. He had come over with the first dawn,
to bring the ladiesfood ; had dipped upstairs to ask what news,
found the door open, and entered in time to see the last gasp.

Lucia kept her head still buried ; and Tom, for the first time
for many ayear, knelt, as the old banker commended to Gocl the
soul of our dear brother just departing this life. Then Mark
glided quietly downstairs, and Valditia, rising, tried to lead
Mrs. Vavasour away.

But then broke out in dl its wild passion the Irish tempera-
ment. Let us pass it over ; why try to earn alittle credit by
depicting the agony and the weakness of a sister ?

At last Thurnall got her downstairs. Mark was there ill,
having sent off for hiscarriage. He quietlydput her arm throu(?h
his, led her off, worn out and unresisting, drove her home, de-
livered her and Vaentia into Mary's keeping, and then asked
Tom to stay and st with him.

_“? hope I've 720 very bad conscience, boy; but Mary's bu
with the poor young thing, mere child sheis, too, to go throug
such a night; and, somehow, | don't like to be left adone after
such a sight as that!"

"Tom !" said Mark, as they sat smoking in slence, after
breakfast, in the study. 'Tom !

Yes, sir!"

'That was an awful death-bed, Tom ?

Tomwassilent.
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'? don't mean that he died hard, as we say; but so young,
Tom. And | suppose poets souls are worth something, like
other people's—perhaps more. | can't understand 'em : but my
Mary seems to, and people, like her, who think a noet the finest
thing in the world. | laugh at it al when | am jolly, and call
it sentiment and cant: but | believe that they are nearer heaven
than | am : though | think they don't quite know where heaven
is, nor where' (with a wicked wink, in spite of the sadness of
his tone)—' where they themselves are either.’

Il tell you, sr. | have seen men enough die—we doctors
are hardened toit: but | have seen unprofessional deaths—men
wedidn'tkill ourselves; | have seen men drowned, shot, hanged,
run over, and worse deaths than that, sir, too ;—and, somehow,
| never felt any death like that man's. Granted, he began b
trying to st the world right, when he hadn't yet set himsel
right; but wasn't it some credit to see that the world was
wrgng ?

? don't know that. The world's averK good world.'

To you and me ; but there are men who have higher notions
than | of what this world ought to be; and, for aught | know,
tf;ﬁ/ are right. That Aberalva curate, Headley, had ; and so
had Briggs, in his own way. | thought him once only a poor
discontented devil, who quarrelled with his bread and butter
because he hadn't teeth to eat it with; but there was more in
the fellow, coxcomb as he was. 'Tisn't ofben that | let that
croaking old . Madam-mi%ht-havebeen, trouble me; but |
cannot help thinking that if, fifteen years ago, | had listened to
his vapourings more, and bullied him about them less, he might
haye been here ill.!

*Y ou wouldn't have been, then. WEell for you that you didn't
catch his fever,'

"And write versestoo ? Don't make me laugh, sir, on such a
day asthis; | always comfort myself with—"It's no business of
mine:" but, somehow, | can't do so just now." And Torn sa
slent, more softened than he had been for years.

'Let'stalk of something ese' sad Mark at last. ' You had
the cholera very bad down there, | hear 7 )

'Oh, sharp, but short,’ said Tom, who didiked any subject
which brought Grace to his mind.

"Any on my lord's estate with the queer name ?

"Not acase. We stopped the devil out there, thanks to his
lordship.”

'So did we here. We were very near in for it, though, |
fancy. At lead, | chose to fancy so—thought it a good oppor-
tunify to clean Whitbury once for all.”

"Ifsjust likeyou. Well?’

Wéll, | offered the Town Council to drain the whole town at
my own expensg, if they'd let me have the sewage. And that
only made things worse'; for as soon as the beggars found out
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the sawage was worth anything, they were down on me, asif |
wanted to do them—I, Mark Armsworth !—and would sooner
let half the town rot with an epidemic, than have reason to
fancy 1'd made any money out of them. So apretty fight | had,
for half a dozen meetings, till | caled in my lord ; and, sr, he
came down by the next express, like a trump, al the way from
town, and gave them such a piece of his mind—was going to
have the Board of Health down, and turn on the Government
tg:), commissioners and dl, and cost 'em hundreds: till the
fellows shook in their shoes ;—and so E conquered, and here we
are, as clean asanut— and afig for the cholera!—except down
in Water Lane, which | don't know what to do with; for if
tradesmen will run up houses on spec in a water-meadow, who
can stop them ? There ought to be alaw for it, say |; but | say
a good many things in the twelve months that nobody minds.
But, my dear boy, if one man in atown has pluck and money,
hemay doit. Itll cost him afew : I've had to pay themain
part myself, after all: but | suppose God will make it up to a
man somehow. That's old Mark's faith, at least. Now | want
to talk to you about yourself. My lord comes into town to-day,
and you must see him.'

A ;Why, then? He can't help me with the Bashi-Bazouks, can

e?

'Bashi-fiddles! | say, Tom, the more | think over it, the
more it won't do. It's throwing yourself away. They say that
Turkish contingent is getting on terribly il

'More need of me to make them well.

'‘Hang it—I| mean—hasn't justice done it, and so on. The
papers are full of it )

<Waéll," quoth Tom, ,'and why should it ?

'‘Why, man alive, if England spends all this money on the
men, she ought to do her duty by them.’

I don't see that. As Pecksniff says, "If England expects
every man to do his duty, she's very sanguine, and will be much
disappointed.” They don't intend to do their duty by her, any
morethan | do e+ so why should she do her duty by them ?'

'Don't intend to do your duty ?'

"I'm going out because England's money is necessary to me ;
and England hires me because g(njy skill is necessary to her. |
didn't think of duty when | settled to go, and why should she ?
I'll get al out of her | can in the way of pay and practice, and
she ma?/ get dl she can out of me in the way of work. Asfor
being ill-used, | never expect to be anything dse in this life.
I'm sure | don't care; and I'm sure she don't; so live and let
live ; talk plain truth, and leave bunkum for right honourables
who keep their I[::Iaces thereby. Give me another weed,'

" Queer old philosopher you are ; but go you shan't!"

"Go | will, sir; don't stop me. I've my reasons, and they're
good ones enough.’
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The conversation was interrupted by the servant;—Lord
Minchampstead was waiting at Mr. Armsworth's office.

"Early bird, his lordship, and getsthe worm accordingly,' says
Mark, as he hurries off to attend on his idea hero. '\ou come
over to the shop in half an hour, mind.'

'But why?'

! C?nfound you, sir ! you talk of having your reasons : | have
mine!"

Mark looked quite cross; so Tom gave way, and went in due
time to the bank.

Standing with his back to the fire in Mark's inner room, he
saw the old cotton prince.

'‘And a prince he looks like,' quoth Tom to himself, as he
waited in the bank outside, and looked through the glass screen.
“How well the old man wears! | wonder how many fresh
thousands he has made since | saw him last, seven years ago.

And a very noble person Lord Minchampstead did look ; one
to whom hats went off almost without their owners will; tall
and portly, with a soldier-like air of dignity and command,
which was relieved by the good-nature of the countenance. Yet
it was a good-nature which would stand no trilling. The jaw
was deep and broad, though finely shaped ; the mouth firm set;
the nose slightly aquiline; the brow of great depth and heigr:\t,
though narrow;—altogether a Julius Casar's type of head ; that
of a man born to rule sef, and therefore to rule al he met.

Tom looked over his dress, not forgetting, like atrue English-
man, to mark what sort of boots he wore. They were boots not
quite fashionable, but carefully cleaned on trees; trousers
strapped tightly over them, which had adopted the military
stripe, but retained the dit at the ankle which was in vogue
forty years ago ; frock coat with a velvet collar, buttoned up,
but not too far ; high and tight blue cravat below an immense
shirt collar: a certain care and richness of dress throughout,
but soberly behind the fashion : while the hat was a very shabby
and broken one, and the whip ill more shabby and broken;
al which indicated to Tom that his lordship let his tailor and
his valet dress him ; and though not unaware that it behoved
him to sat out his person as it deserved, was far too fine a
gentleman to trouble himself about looking fine.

Mark looks round, sees Tom, and callshim in.

"Mr. Thurnall, I am glad to meet you, sir. You did me good
service at Pentremochyn, and did it cheaply. | was agreeably
surprised, | confess, at receiving a bill for four pounds seven
Slr:i lings and sixpence, where | expected one of twenty or
thirty,’

'l char%ed according to what my time was redly worth
there, my lord. | heartily wish it had been worth more.

'No doubt,” says my lord, in the blandest, but the driest
tone.
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_ Some men would have, under a sense of Tom's merits, sent
him a cheque off-hand for n've-and-twenty pounds; but that is
nét Lord Minchampstead's way of doing business.. He had paid
simply the sum asked : but he had set Tom down in hismemory
as a man whom he could trust to do good work, and to do it
cheaply ; and now—

‘Youareganipg dinflodi ik Koohtislgenti tageht ?°
"You know that part of the world well, | believe ?'

" Intimately.'
'‘And the Iangua?es oken there?' ]
'‘By no means all. | Russian and Tartar well; Turkish toler-

ably 7 with a smattering of two or three Circassian diaects;
Humph!" A fair list. Any Persian ?

"Only afew words.'

"Hurmph! If you can learn one language, | presume you can
learn another. Now, Mr. Thurnall, | have no doubt that you
will do your duty in the Turkish contingent.'

Tom bowed. ] ) o

'‘But | must ask you if your resolution to join it is fixed V

' 'only join it bécause ? can get no other'employment at the
Segt of war., ) ,

: Iéurpphl‘ Youwishtogo, then, in any casg, to the seet of war?

ertainly.

"No doubt you have sufficient reasons. . . . Armsworth, this
puts the question in a new light.’ , .

Tom looked round at Mark, and, behold, hisface bore a ludi-
crous mixture of anger and disappointment and perplexity. He
seemed to be trym& 0 make signals to Tom, and to be afraid of
doing so openly before the great man. .

'‘He is as wilful and as™foolish as agirl, my lord ; and I've
told him o ) ,

'Ever?/body knows his own business best, Armsworth ; Mr.
Thurnqu , have you <iny fancy for the post of Queen's mes
senger 7

"1 should esteem myself only too happy as one!' )

'They are not to be obtained now as easily as they werefifty
years ago ; and are given, as you may know, to a far h|%
class of ‘men than they were formerly.” But | shall do my
to obtain you one, when an opportunity offers.' i

Tom was be%mnmg his_profusest”thanks: for was not his
fortune made ? but Lord Minchampstead stopped him with an
uplifted linger. . )

'And, meéanwhile, there are foreign employments of which
neither those who bestow them, nor those who accept them, are
expected to talk much; but for which you, if | am rightly in-
formed, would be especially fitted.”

Tom bowed; and his face spoke a hundred assents.

"Very well; if you will come over to Minchampstead to-
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morrow, | will give you letters to friends of mine in town. |

trust that they "may give you a better opportunity than the

Bashi-Bazouks will, of displaying that courage, address, and self-

command which, | understand,” you possess in so uncommon

adegree.  Good morning !"  And forth the great man went.

by %sthopposte were the actions of the two whom he had left
ind him.

Tom dances about the room, hurrahing in awhisper—

‘My fortune's made! The secret sefvice! Oh, what bliss!
The thing I've always longed for !’ o )

. Mark dashes himself desperately back in his chair, and shoots
his angry legs straight out, almost tripping up Tom.

"You'abominabléass! You have doneiit with aveng'eance!
Why, he has been pumping me about you this month! =~ One
word from you to sag( %/.ou‘ have stayed, and he was going to
make you agent for al his Cornish property.' o

Don't hewish hemay get it? Catch afish climbing trees!
Catch me staalyl ng at horme when | can serve my Queen and my
country, and find a sphere for the full develq)pment of my
talentsl Oh, won't | be as wise as a serpent? Won't | be
complimented by ... himself as his best [urcher, worth any
ten needy Poles (];reedy Armenians, traitors, renegades, rag-tag
and bob-tail! 1T shave my head to-morrow, and buy me an
assortment of wigs of eve;P/ hue I' .

Take care, Tom Thurnall. After pride comesafall; and he
who digs a pit may fal into it himself. Has this morning's
death-bed given you no lesson that it is as well not to caest
ourselves down irom where God has put us, for whatsoever
seemingly fine ends of ours, lest, doing o, we tempt God once
too often’™? ,

Your father quoted that text to John Bnqgs, here, many
yearsago. Might he not quote it now to you I True, not one
word o m_urmurln?, not even of regret, of fear, has passed his
good old lips about your self-willed plan. He has such utter
confidence in you, such utter carelessness about himself, such
utter faith in Uod, that he can let you go without a sigh. But
will you make his courage an excuse for your own rashness ?
Again, beware ; after pride may come afall.

On the fourth day Eldey was buried. Mark and Tom were
the only mourners ; "Lucia’and Vaentiastayed at Mark's house,
to return next day under Tom's care to Eafon Square.

The two mourners walked back sadly from the churchyard.
"l shal put a stoiie over him, Tom. rfe ought to rest quietly
now : for he had little rest enough in thislife.”. . .

'Now | want to tak to you about something; when I've
taken off my hatband, that iS; for it would be hardly lucky to
mention such matters with a hatband on.’

Tom looked up, wondering.
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'Tdl me about his wife, meanwhile. What made him marry
her ? Was she a pretty woman ? )

' Pretty enough, | believe, before she married : but | hardly
think he'married her for her face.' . .

'Of course not!" sad the old man with emphasis: ‘of
course not! Whatever faults he had, hed be too sensible for
that. Don't you marry for aface, Tom! | didn't.

Tom opened his eyes at this last assertion; but humbly
expressed his intention of not falling into that snare. _

"Ah? you dont believe me: wel, she was a beautiful
woman.—I'd like to see her fellow now in the county!—and
| won't deny | was proud of her. But she had ten thousand
pounds, Torn. And asfor her Iookshwh}/, if you'll believe me,
after wed been married three months, ? didn't know whether
she hagl any looks or not. What are you smiling at, you young
rogue ?

gReport did say that one look of Mrs. Armsworth's, to the
last, would do more to manage Mr. Armsworth than the
opinions of the whole bench of bishops:

"Report's a liar, and you're a puppy ! You don't know yet
whether it was a pleasant look, or a cross one, lad. But still-
well, she was an angel, and kept old Mark straighter than he's
ever been since: not that he's so very bad, now. Though I
sometimes think MarP/'s better even than her mother. That
girl's a good girl, Tom" _

" Report agrees with you in that, at least.'

'Foal if it"didn't. And as for looks—L can speak to you as
to my own son—Why, handsome is that handsome does!'
~ '"And that handsome has; for you must honestly put that
into the account.'

You think so? So do I' Waéll, then, Tom,'—and here
Mark was seized with a tendency to . Vituss dance, and
began overhauling every button on his coat, twitching up his
black gloves, till (as undertakers' gloves are generally meant to
do) they burst in half a dozen places ; taking off his hat, wiping
his head fiercely, and putting the hat on again behind before;
till at last he snatched his arm from Tom's, and gripping him
by the shoulder, recommenced— )
~"'You think 0, eh? Well, | must say it, S0 I'd better have
it out now, hatband or none! What doyou think of the man
who married my daughter, face and al ?

'? should think," quoth Tom, wondering who the happy man
could be, 'that he would be so lucky in possessing such a heart,
that_he would be a fool to care about the face.'

"Then be as good as your word, and take her yourself. [I've
watched Y]ou this last week, and you'll make her agood husband.
There, | have spoken ; let me hear no more about it.' _
~ And Mark haJ:;Pushed Tom from him, and puffed on by his
Sde, highly excited.
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If Mark had knocked the young doctor down, he would have
been far less astonished and far less puzzled too. 'Wdl,
thought he, 'l fancied nothing could throw my steady old
engine off the rails; but | am off them now, with a vengeance.'
Wheat to say he knew not; at last—

It isjust likeyour generosity, sir ; you have been a brother
to my father; and now——'

"And now I'll be afather toyou! Old Mark does nothing
by halves.

'But, sr, however lucky | should be in possessing Miss
Armswortli's heart, what reason have ? to suppose that | do so ?
| never spoke aword to her. | needn't say that she never did
to me—which——'

Of course she didn't, and of course you didn't. Should like
to have seen you making love to my daughter, indeed! No,
sr; it's my will and pleasure. I've settled it, and done it shall
be! | shal go home and tell Mary, and shelll obey me—I
should like to see her do anything dse! Hoity, toity, fathers
must be masters, sir! even in these fly-away new times, when
youn%\ones choose their own husbands, and their own poalitics,
and their own hounds, and their own religion too, and be
hanged to them !

What did this unaccustomed bit of bluster mean ? for un-
accustomed it was; and Tom know well that Mary Armsworth
had her own way, and managed her father as completely as
he managed Whitbury. ) ) _

'H.umﬁ.h! It is impossible; and yet it must be. This
explains his being so anxious that Lord Minchampstead should
approve of me. | have found favour in the poor dear thing's
eyes, | suppose: and the good old fellow knows it, and won't
betray her, and so shams tyrant. Jusfc like him!" But—that
Mary Armsworth should care for him! Vain fellow that ho
was to fancy it! And yet, when he began to put things to-
gether, little slences, little looks, little nothings, which all
together might make something. He would not slander her
to himsdf by supposing that her attentions to his father
were paid for his sake : but he could not forget that it was
she, always, who read his letters aoud to the old man : or that
she had taken home and copied out the story of his ship-
wreck. Beside, it was the only method of explaining Mark's
conduct, save on the supposition that he had suddenly been
' changed by the fairies' in his old age, instead of in the cradle,
as usual.

It was aterrible temptation ; and to no man more than to
Thomas Thurnall. He was no boy, to hanker after mere animal
beauty: he had no delicate visions or lofty asPirations; and
he knew (no man better) the plain English of fifty thousand
pounds, and Mark Armswortli's daughter—a good house, a good
consulting practice (for he would take his M.D. of course), a
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good station in the county, a good clarence with a good pair
of horses, good plate, a good dinner with good company thereat;
and, over and above dl, his father to live with him ; 'and with
Mary, whom he loved as a daughter, in luxury and pesce to
his fliies end.—Why, it was al that he had ever dreamed of,
three times more than he ever hoPed to gain !'—Not to men-
tion (for how oddly little dreams ot selfish pleasure dip in at
such moments!) that hd would buy such a Rosss microscope !
and keep such a horse for a dy by-day with the Whitford
PI‘IOI’S|! Oh, to see onceagain a fox break from Coldharbour
gorse! S )

And then rose up before his imagination those droo%é\c?
steadfast eyes ; and Grace Harvey, the ws%ected, the despised,
seemed to look through and through his inmost soul, as
through a home which belonged of right to her, and where no
other woman must dwell, or could dwell ; for she was there;
and heknew it; and know that, even if he never married till his
ckln day, he should sall his soul by marrying any one but her.
'‘And why should | not sell my soul? askéd he, almost fiercely.
'? &l my talents, my time. my strength ; I'd sdl my life to-
morrow, and go to be shot for a shilling a day, if it would make
the old man comfortable for life; and why not my soul too?
Don't that belong to me as much as any other part of me?
Why am | to bo condemned to sacrificemy prospectsin lifeto a
%I)H of Whpse_hon&c%vl. am not even sure? \Vhat is this intoler-

le fascination? Witch! | amost believe in mesmerism
now !'—Again, | say, why should | not sdl my soul, asI'd sl
my codt, if the bargain's but a good one ?

And if hedid, who would ever know “>—Not even Grace her-
sdf. The secret was his, arid no one dses. Or if they did
know, what matter ? Dozens of men sdl their souls every year,
and thrive thereon: tradesmen, lawyers, squires, popular
preachers, great noblemen, kings and princes. He would bein
ﬂood company, at all events: and while so many livein glass

ouses, who dare throw stones? )

But then, curiously enough, there came over him a vague
dread of possible evil, such as he had never felt before, He had
been tryi 23 for years to raise himself above the power of fortune;
and he had succeeded ill enough : but he had never lost heart.
Robbed, shipwrecked, lost in deserts, cheated at cards, shot in
revolutions, bePg| ng his bread, he had always been the same
unconquerabl e light-hearted Tom, whose motto was, ' Fall light,
and don't whimper : better luck next round." But now, what
if he played his last court-card, and Fortune, out of her close-
hidden hand, laid down a trump thereon with quiet sneerin
smile? And she would! He knew, somehow, that he shoul
not thrive. His children would die of the meades, his horses
bresk their knees, his plate be stolen, his house catch fire, and
Mark Arinsworth die insolvent. What a fool he was, to fancy
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such nonsense ! Here he had been slaving al hislife to keep
his father: and now he could keep him; why, he would be
justified, right, agood son, in doing the thing. How hard, how
unjust of those upper Powers in which he believed so vaguely,
to forbid his doing it!

And how did he know that they forbid him? That is too
deep a question to be analysed here: but this thing is note-
worthy, that there came next over Tom's mind a stranger feeling
gtill—a fancy that if he did this thing, and sold his soul, he
could not answer for himself thenceforth on the score of merest
respectability; could not answer for himself not to drink, gamble,

uander his money, neglect his father, prove unfaithful to his
wife; that the innate capacity for blackguardism, which was as
strong in him as in any man, might, and probably would, run
utterly riot thenceforth. He felt asif he should cast away his
last anchor, and drift helplessly down into utter shame and ruin.
It may have been very fanciful : but so he felt; and felt it so
strongly too, that in less time than | have taken to write this
he had turned to Mark Armsworth—

'Sir, you arewhat | have always found you. Do you wish
me to be what you have aways found me ?

_I'd be sorry to see you anything ese, boy.'

~Then, sr, | can't do this.” In honour, | can't.

*Areyou married already ? thundered Mark.

"Not quite as bad as that;" arid in spite of his agitation Tom
laughed, but hysterically, at the notion. 'But fool | am ; for
| am in love with another woman. | am, sr,’ went he on
hurriedly. 'Boy that | an! and she don't even know it: but
if you be the man | take you for, you may be angry witli me,
but you'll understand me. Anything but be a rogue to you
and to'Mary, and to my own sdf too. Foal I'll be, but rogue |
won't!"

Mark strode on in silence, frightfully red in the face for full
five minutes. Then he turned sharply on .Tom, and catching
him by the shoulder, thrust him from him.

'There—go ! anddon't let me see or hear of you ;—that is, till
| tell you! Go aong, | say! Hum-hum! f/n a tone half of
wrath, and half of triumph) his father's child! If you will
ruin yourself, | can't help it

"Nor I, sr,’ said Tom, in a redly piteous tone, bemoaning
the day he ever saw Aberalva, as he watched Mark stride into
his own gate. ' If | had but had common luck ! If | had but
brought my £2500 safe home here, and never seen Grace, and
married this girl out of hand ! Common luck isdl | ask, and |
never get it!

And Tom went home sulkier than a bear : but he did not let
his father find out his trouble. It was his last evening with the
old man. To-morrow he must go to London, and then—to
scramble and twist about the world again till he died ? 'Well,
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why not ? A man must die somehow : but it's hard on the poor
old father,' said Tom.

As Tom was packing his scanty carpet-bag next morning,
there was a knock at the door. He looked out, and saw Arms-
worth's clerk, What could that mean? Had the old man
determined to avenge the dlight, and to do so on his father, by
claming some old debt ? There might be many between htm
and the doctor. And Tom's heart beat fast as Jane put a letter
into his hand.

No answer, sir, the clerk says'

Tom opened it, and turned over the contents more than once
ere he could believe his own eyes.

It was neither more nor less than a cheque on Mark's London
banker for just five hundred pounds.

A haf sheet was wrapped round it, on which were written
thesewords:—

‘To Thomas Thurnall, Esq., for behaving like a gentleman.
The cheque will be duly honoured at Messrs. Smith, Brown, and
Jones, Lombard Street. No acknowledgment is to be sent.
Don't tell your father. MARK ARMSWORTH.'

"Queer old world it is!" said Torn, when the first burst of
childish delight was over. °And jolly old flirt, Dame Fortune,
after all! If | had written this in a book now, who'd have
believed it?’

'Father,’ said lie, as he kissed the old man farewell, 'lI've a
little money comein. [I'll senddyou fifty from London in a day
or two, ancl lodge a hundred and fifty more with Smith and Co.
So you'll be quite in clover while I am poisoning the Turkeys,
or a some better work.'

The old man thanked God for his good son, and only hoped
that he was not straitening himself to buy luxuries for a usdess
old fellow.

Another sacred kiss on that white head, and Toin was away
for London, with a fuller purse, and a more self-contented heart
too, then he had known for many a year.

And Eldey was left behind, under the gray church spire,
deeping with his fathers, and vexing his soul with poetry no
more. Mark has covered him now with a fair Portland dab.
He took Claude Médllot to it this winter before church time, and
stood over it long with a puzzled look, as if dimly discovering
that there were more things in heaven and earth than were
dreamed of in his Philosophy.

"Wonderful fellow he was, after all ! Mary shall read us out
some of his verses to-night. But, | say, why should people be
born clever, only to make them &l the more miserable ?

' Perhaps they learn the more, papa, by their sorrows,' said
quiet little Mary; 'and so they are the gainers after dl;
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And none of them having any better answer to give, they al
three went into the church, to see if one could be found there.

And so Tom Thurnall, too, went Eastward Ho, to take, like
al the rest, what God might send.

CHAPTER XXVI
TOO LATE

AND how was poor Grace Harvey prospering the while? While
comfortable folks were praising her, at their leisure, as a
heroine, Grace Harvey was learning, so she opined, by fearful
lessons, how much of” the unheroic’éement was ill |€tt in her.
The first lesson had come just a week after the yacht saled for
Port Madoc, when the cholera had al but subsided ; and it
camein thiswise. Before breakfast one morni nghshe had to go
up to Heale's shop for some cordial. Her mother had passed, So
dhe sad, a degpless night, and coine downstairs nervous and
without appetite, oppressed with melancholy, both in the
spiritual and the pfg}scal sense of the word.” It _was often
S0 with her now. e had escaped the cholera.  The remote-
ness of her house ; her care never to enter the town ; the purity
of the water, which trickled alwaysfresh from the cliff close by;
and |ast, but not leadt, the scrupulous cleanliness which (to do
her justice) she had always observed, and iu which she had
trained up Grace—all these had kept her safe. i

But Grace could see that her dread of the cholerawasin-
tense. She even tried a first to prevent Grace from enterin
an infected house; but that proposa was answered by a look o
horror which shamed her into silence, and she conterted herself
with dl but tabooing Grace ; making her change her clothes
whenever she camein ; refusing to gt with her, amost to eat
with her. But, over and above al this, she had grown moody,
peevish, subject to violent bursts of crying, fits oI superstitiols
depression « "spent, sometimes, whole “days in reading experi-
mental boots, arquing with the éJrea_ch_ers, gadding to and fro to
every sermon, Arminian or Calvinist; and a last even to
fc,htar_ch—walkmg in dry places, poor soul; seeking rest, and

inding none.

All this betokened some malady of the mind, rather than of
the body; but what that malady was, Grace dare not even try
to guess. Perhaps it was one of the fits of religious melancholy
so common in the West country—Iike her own, in fact: C[Jerhaps
it was dl 'nerves’ Her mother was growing old, and had a
ggea deal of business to worry her « and so Grace thrust away

e horrible suspicion by little’salf-deceptions. ,

_ She went into the shop.  Tom was busy upon his knees be-
hind the counter. She made her request,



XXVi TOO LATE 429

" Ah, Miss Harvey !" and he sprang up. ‘It will be a plea-
sure to serve you once more in one's life. | am just going.'

.Going where?'

To "Jurkey. 1 find this place too pleasant and too poor.
Not work enough, and certainly not pay enough. So | have got
an appointment as surgeon in the Turkish contingent, and shall
be off in an hour,’

'To Turkey ! tothewar ?

'Yes. It'salong time since | have seen any fighting. | am
quite out of practice in gunshotwounds. Thereisthe medicine.
Good-bye! You will shake hands once, for the sake of our late
cholera work together,’'

Grace held out her hand mechanically acrossthe counter, and
he took it. But she did not look into hisface. Only she said,
half to herself—

"WEeéll, better so. | have no doubt you will be very useful
among them.'

'Confound theicicle!" thought Tom. ‘I really believe that
she wants to get rid of me."! And he would have withdrawn his
hand in a pet: but she held it still.

Quaint it was; those two strong natures, each loving the
other better than anything else on earth, and yet parted by the
thinnest pane of ice, which a single look would have melted.
She longing to follow that man over the wide world, slave for
him, diefor him ; he longing for the least excuse for making a
fool of himself, and crying, Take me, as| take you, without a
penny, for better, for worse !" If their eyes had but met! But
they did not meet; and the pane of ice kept them asunder as
surely as awall of iron.

Weas it that Tom was piqued at her seeming coldness ; or did
he expect, before he made any advances, that she should show
that she wished at least for his respect, by saying something to
clear up the ugly question which lay between them ? Or was
he, as | suspect, so ready to melt, and make a fool of himself,
that he must needs harden his own heart by help of the devil
himself 2 And yet there are excuses for him. It would have
been a sore trial to any man's temper to quit Aberalvain the
belief that he left fifteen hundred pounds behind him. Be that
as it may, he said carelessly, after a moment's pause—

'Well, farewell! And,'by the by, about that little money
matter. The month of which you spoke once was up yesterday.
| suppose | am not worthy yet; so | shall be humble, and
wait patiently. Don't hurry yourself, | beg of you, on my
account,’

She snatched her hand from his without a word, and rushed
out of the shop.

He returned to his packing, whistling away as shrill as any
blackbird.

Little did he think that Grace's heart was bursting, as she
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hurried down the street, covering her face in her vell, asif every
one would ?Jy her dark secret in her countenance.

But gie did not go home to hysterics and vain tears.  An
awful purpose had arisen in her mind, under the pressure of
that great agony. Heavens, how she loved that man! To be
suspected by him was torture. But she could bear that. It was
her cross; she could carry it, lie down on it, and endure: but
wrong him she could not—would not! It was sinful enough
while hewasthere; but doubly, unbearably sinful, when hewas
gomg to aforeign country, when he would need every farthing

e had. So not for her own sake, but for his, she spoke to her
mother when she went home, and found her sitting over her
Bible in the little parlour, vainly trying to find a text which
suited her distemper. i

“Mother, P/ou have the Bible before you there,’

\I(&s child! Why? What?' asked she, looking up un-
eedly.

Grace fixed her eyes on the ground. She could not look her
mother in the face.

'Do you ever read the thirty-second Psalm, mother ?

'Which? Why not, child?

‘Let usread it together then, now.'

And Grace, taking up her own Bible, sat quietly down and
read, as none in that parish save she could read :

'‘Blessed is he whose transgression is forgiven, and whose sin
is covered.

'‘Blessed is the man unto whom the Lord iniputeth not
iniquity, and in whose spirit there is no guile.

'When | kept silence, my bones waxed old, through my
groaning al the day long.

' For day and night Thy hand was heavy upon me: my mois-
tureis turned to the drought of summer.

'Ihaé:knowledge my sin unto Thee, and mine iniquity havel
not hid.

"I said, | will confess my transgressions unto the Lord; and
Thou forgavest the iniquity of my sin.'

Grace stopped, choked with tears which the pathos of her
own voice had cdled up. She looked at her mother. There
were no tears in her eyes: only adull thwart look of terror and
suspicion. The shaft, however bravely and cunningly sped, had
missed its mark.

Poor Grace! Her usual €loguence utterly failed her, as most
things do in which one is wont to trust, before the pressure of
area and horrible evil. She had no heart to make fine sen-
tences, to preach a brilliant sermon of commonplaces. What
could she say that her mother had not known long before she
was born ? And throwing herself on her knees at ner mother's
feet, she grasped both her hands and looked into her face im-
ploringly—' Mother ! mother ! mother !I' was dl that she could
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say: but their tone meant more than all words. Reproof,
counsel, comfort, utter tenderness, and under-current of clear
deep trust, bubbling up from beneath al passing suspicions,
however dark and foul, werein it: but they were vain.

Baser terror, the parent of baser suspicion, had hardened that
woman's heart for the while ; and al she answered was—

"Get up! What is this foolery ?

"I will not! I will not rise till' you have told me.’

'What?'

'Whether'—and she forced the words dowly out in a low
whi sper—'whether youknow—anything of—of—Mr. Thurnall's
money—his belt ?

" Is the %irl mad? Belt? Money ? Do you take me for a
thief, wench ?'

"No! no! no! Only say you—you know nothing of it!"

. "Psha! girl! Go to your school:' and the old woman tried
orise

~ Only say that! only let me know that it is a dream—a
hideous dream which the devil put into my wicked, wicked heart
—and let me know that | am the basest, meanest of daughters
for harbouring such athought a momenjb! It will be comfort,
bliss, to what | endure! Only say that, and | will crawl to
?/our feet, and for your forgiveness,—ask you to beat me.
ike achild, as | shall deserve! Drive me out, if you will, ana
let me die, as | shall deserve! Only say the word, and take
this fire from before rny eyes, which burnsday and night,—till
m)éas)(ra'in is dried up with misery and shame! ~Mother, mother,
e I

But then burst out the horrible suspicion, which falsehood,
suspecting all others of being false as itself, had engendered in
that mother's heart.

“Yes, viper ! | seeyour plan! Do you think | do not know
that you are in love witli that fellow T

Grace started as if she had been shot, and covered her face
with her hands.

'Yes! and want me to betray myself—to tell a lie about
B1d)/sdf, that you may curry favour with him—a penniless, un-

ievin !

'Mother!" amost shrieked Grace, 'l can bear no morel!
Say that it isalie, and then kill me if you will!"

"It isalie, from beginning to end ! What else should it bel®
And the woman, in the hurry of her passion, confirmed the
equivocation with an oath ; and then ran on, asif to turn her
own thoughts, as well as Grace's, into commonplaces about 'a
ﬁoor_old mother, who cares for nothing but you; who has worked

er fingers to the bone for years to leave you a little money when
she is gone! | wish | were gone! | wish | were out of this
wretched ungrateful world, 1 do! To have my own child turn
against mein my old age!"
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Grace lifted her hands from her face, and looked steadfastIP/
a her mother.  Arid behold, she knew not how or why, she felt
that her mother had forsworn herself. A strong shudder passed
through her ; she rose and was leaving the room in silence.

' Where are you going, hussy ? Stop !" screamed her mother
between her teeth, her rage and cruelty rising, as it will with
Weako natures, in the very act of triumph,—'to your young
man?' ,

'"To pray,' said Grace quietly ; and Iockige? herself into the
tempty schoolroom, gave vent to al her feelings, but not in
ears.

How she upbraided herself ! She had not used her strength «
she had not told her mother all her heart. And yet how coulcf
she tell her heart ? How face her mother with such vague sus-
picions, hardly supported by a single fact ? How argue it out
against her like a lawyer, and convict her to her face? What
daughter could do that, who had human love and reverence left
inher? No! to touch her inward witness, as the Quakers well
and truly term it, was the only method : and it had failed.
God help me!" was her only cry : but the help did not come
yet; there came over her instead a feeling of utter loneliness.
Willis dead ; Thurnall gone ; her mother estranged; and, like
a child lost upon a great moor, she looked round all heaven and
earth, and there was none to counsel, none to guide—perhaps
not even God. For would He help her as long as shelived in
sn? And was she not living in sin, deadly sin, as long as she
Kner']wedv’\)/hat she was sure she knew, and left the wrong un-
righted-

It is sometimes true, the popular saying, that sunshine
comes after storm. Sometimestrue, or who could live ? but not
aways : not even often. Equally true is the popular antithet,
that misfortunes never come single : that in most human lives
thereare periods of trouble, blow following blow, wave followin
wave, from opposite and unexpected quarters, with no natur
or IIogical sequence, till al God's billows have gone over the
soul.

How paltry and helpless, in such dark times, are al theories
of mere self-education; al proud attempts, likethat of Goethe's
Wilhelm Meister, to hang self-poised in the centre of the abyss,
and there organise for onesdf a character by means of circum-
stances! Easy enough and graceful enough does that dream
look, while al the circumstances themselves—all which stands
around—are easy and graceful, obliging and commonplace, like
the sphere of petty experiences with which Goethe surrounds his
insipid hero. Easy enough it seems for a man to educate him-
sdf without God, as long as he lies comfortably on a sofa, with
a cup of coffee and a review: but what if that 'daemonic
dement of the universe,' which Goethe confessed, and yet in his
luxuriousness tried to ignore, because he could not explain—
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what if that broke forth over the graceful and prosperous
student, as it may any moment? hat if some thing, or
some person, or many things, or many persons, one after the
other (questions which he must get answered then, or dig), took
him up ‘and dashed him down, again, and_again, and again, till
he was ready to cry, ' | reckoned till morning that like alion he
will break dl my bones; from mornlng till evenlge? he will
make an end of me?' What if he thus Tound himself hurled
perforce amid the red universal experiences of humanity ; and
made free, in spite of himself, by doubt and fear and horror of
great darkness, of the brotherhood of woe, common alike to the
Smplest peasant-woman, and to every great soul, perhaps, who
has left his impress and sign-manual tipon the 'hearts of after
generations? "Jew, Heathen, or Christian; men of the most
opposite creeds and aims; whether it be Moses or Socrates,
Isaiah or Epictetus, Augustine or Mohammed, Dante or Bernard,
akspeare or Bacon, or Goethe's self, no doubt, though in his
tremendous pride he would not confess it even to himself,—
each and al of them have this one fact in common—that once
in their lives, at leadt, they have gone down into the bottomless
Blt and 'stato al' inferno—as the children used truly to say of
ante; and there, put of the utter darkness, have asked the
question of al questions- —' Istherea God ? And if there be, what
is Hedom? with me? _ _
What refuge, then,in self-education; when aman feelshimself
owerless in the gripe of some unseen and inevitable power, and
(nows not whether it be chance, or necessity, or a devouring
fiend ? To wrap himself sternly in himself, and cry, ? wif
endure, though al the universe’be against me ;'—how fine it
sounds! But who lias done it? Could a man do it perfectly
but for one moment,—could he absolutely and utterly for one
moment isolate himself, and accept his own isolation as a fact,
he were then and there a madman or a suicide. As it is his
nature, happily too weak for that desperate self-assertion, tails
back recklessly on some form, more or less graceful according to
the temperament, of the ancient panacea, Let us eat and drink,
for to-morrow we die’ Why should a man educate self, when
he knows not whither he goes, what will befall him to-night ?
No. . There is but one escape, one chink through which we may
see light, one rock on which our feet may find standing-place,
even in theabyss; and that is the belief, intuitive, inspired, due
neither to reasoning nor to study, that the billows are God's
billows ; and that though we go down to hell, He is there dso ;
—the belief that not we, but He, is educating us; that these
seemm%lﬁ/ fantastic and incoherent miseries, 'storm following
earthquake, and earthquake fire, as if the caprice of al the
demons were let logse against us, have in His mind a spiritual
coherence, an organic unity and purpose (though we see it not) ;
that sorrows do not comé singly, only because He is making
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short work with our spirits; and because the more effect He sees
produced be/ one blow, the more swiftly He follows it up by
another; till, in one great and varied crisis, seemingly long to
us, but short enough compared witli immortality, our spirits

may be— . )
" Heated hot with burnlnﬁ,fears,
And bathed in baths of hissing tears,
And battered with the strokes of doom,
To shape and use.'

And thus, perhaps, it waswith poor Grace Harvey. At leedt,
happily for her, she began after a while to think that it was .
Only_after a while, though. = There was at first a phase of
\r;ﬂv()lnmg, of doubt, amost "of indignation against high heaven.

ho shdl judge her? What blameif the crucified one writhe
when the first nail is driven ? What blame if the stoutest turn
sck and giddy at the first home-thrust of that sword which
pierces thé g oints and marrow, and lays bare to sdlf the secrets
of the heart ? God gives poor soulstime to recover their breaths,
ere He strikes again; and if He be not angry, why should we
condemn? ) ) _

Poor Grace! Her sorrows had been thickening fast durin
the last few months.  She was schoolmistress agan, true; bu
where were her children? Those of them whomshe loved bed,
were swept away by the cholera; and could she face the remnant,
each in mournmghfor a parent or a brother ? That aone was
grief enough for her ; and yet that was the lightest of al her

riefs. Sheloved Tom Thurnall—how much, she dared not tell

erself; shelonged to 'save’ him. She had thought, and not
untruly, during the past cholera weelgg that he was softened,
opened to new impressions: but he had avoided her more than
ever—perhaps suspected her again more than ever—and now he
was gone, gone for ever. That, too, was grief enough aone.
But darkest and deepest of all, darker and deeper than the past
shame of being suspected by him she loved, was the shame of
suspecting her own mother—of believing herself, as she did,
[I)_rlvy to that shameful theft, and yet unable to make restitution.

here was the horror of al horrors, the close prison which
seemed to dtifle her whole soul.  The only chink through which
a breath of air seemed to come, and keép her heart dive, was
the hope that somehow, somewhere, she might find that belt,
and restore it without her mother's knowledge.

_ But more—the first of September was come and gone; the
bill forfive-and-twenty poundswasdue, and wasnot met. Grace,
choking down her honest pride, went off to the grocer, and, with
tears which he could not resist, persuaded him {o renew the hill
for one month more; and now that month wasal but past, and
Iy:flt there was no money. Elﬁht or ten people who owed Mrs.

arvey money had died of the cholera.” Some, of course, had
left no effects;, and dl hope of their working out their debts
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was gone. Some had left money behind them: but it was
gill in the lawyer's hands, some of it at ses, some on mort-
gage, some in nouses which must be sold ; till their affairs
were wound up—(asadly dow affair when a country attorney
has a poor man's unprofitable business to transact)—nothinﬁ
could come in to Mrs. Harvey. To and fro she went wit
knitted brow and heavy heart; and brought home again only
promises, as she had done a hundred timesbefore.  One day she
went up to MLS. Heale. Old Hede owed her thirteen pounds
and more: but that was not the least reason for paying. His
cholera patients had not paid him ; and whether Heale had the
money by him or not, he was not going to pay his debts till
other people paid theirs. Mrs. Harvey stormed; Mrs. Heale
gave her as good as she brought; and Mrs. Harvey threatened to
County Court her husband; whereon Mrs. Hedle, en revanche,
dragged out the books, and displayed to the poor widow's horror-
struck eyes an account for medicine and attendance, on her and
Grace, which nearly swallowed up the debt. Poor Grace was
overwhelmed when her mother came home and upbraided her, in
her despair, with being a burden. Was she not a burden?
Must she not be one henceforth ? No, she would take in needle-
work, labour in the fields, heave ballast among the coarse
pauper-girls in the quay-pool, anything rather : but how to
megt the present difficulty ?

“We must el our furniture, mother !"

'For a quarter of what it's worth? Never, girl! No! The
Lord will provide,' said she, between her clenched teeth, with a
sort of hysteric chuckle. ' The Lord will provide!

'l believe it; | believe it, sad ﬁoor Grace ; ' but faith is
weak, and the day is very dark, mother.'

Dark, ay ? And may be darker yet; but the Lord will pro-
vide. He prepares a table in the wilderness for his saints that
the world dont think of.’

' Oh, mother ! and do you think there is any door of hope?

"Go to bed, girl; go to bed, and leave me to see to that.
Find my spectacles. Wherever have you laid them to, now?
Il look over the books awhile.'

"Do let me go over them for you.'

"No, you shan't! | suppose you'll be wanting to make out
your poor old mother's been cheating somebody. Why not, if
I'm athief, miss, eh ?

'Oh, mother ! mother ! don't say that again.'

And Grace glided out meekly to her own chamber, which
was on the ground-floor adjoining the parlour, and there spent
more than one hour in prayer, from which no present comfort
seemed to come ; yet who shall say that it was al unanswered ?

At last her mother came upstairs, and put her head in
ang)rlly : "Why ben't you in bed, girl ? sitting up thisway V

? was praying, mother,' says Grace, looking up as she knelt.
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"Praying! What's the use of praying? and who'll hear you
if you pray ? What you want's a husband, to keep you out of
the workhouse; and you won't get that by kneeling here. Get
to bed, | ,or I'll pull youup !’

Grace obeyed uncomplaining, but utterly shocked : though
she was not unacquainted with those frightful tits of morose
unbelief, even of fierce blasphemy, to which the excitable West-
country mind is liable, after having been over-strained by
superstitious self-ingpection, and by the desperate attempt to
prove itsdf right and safe from frames and feelings, while fact
and conscience proclaim it wrong.

The West-country people are apt to attribute these paroxysms
to the possession of a devil; and so did Grace that night.

Trembling with terror and loving pity, she lay down, and
began to pray afresh for that poor wild mother. )

At last the fear crossed her that her mother might make
away with herself. But a few years before, another class-leader
in Aberalva had attempted to do so, and had all but succeeded.
The thougglt was intolerable.  She must go to her; face re-
proaches, blows, anything. She rose from her bed, and went to
the door. It was fastened on the outside.

A cold perspiration stood on her forehead. She opened her
lips to shriek to her mother; but checked herself when she
heard her stirring gently in the outer room. Her pulses
throbbed too loudly at first for her to hear distinctly : but she
felt that it was no moment for giving way to emotion ; b?; a
strong effort of will, she conquered herself; and then, with that
preternatural acuteness of sense which some women possess, she
could hear everything her mother was doing. She heard her
put on her shawl, her bonnet; she heard her open the front
door gently. It was now long past midnight. Whither could
she be ﬂOi ng a that hour ?

She heard her go gfently to the left, past the window ; and
vet her footfall was all but inaudible. No rain had fallen, and
her shoes ought to have sounded on the hard earth. She must
have taken them off. There, she was stopping, just by the
school-door.  Now she moved again.  She must have stopped to
put on her shoes ; for now Grace could hear her steps disti nctI%,
down the earth bank, and over the rattling shingle of the beach.
Where was she going? Grace must follow !

The door was fast; but in a moment she had removed the
table, opened the shutter and the window.

"Thank God that | stayed here on the ground-floor, instead
of going back to my own room when Major Campbell left. It
isaprovidence! The Lord has not forsaken me yet!' said the
sweet saint, as, catching up her shawl, she wrapped it round
her, and dipping through the window, crouched under the
shadow of the house, and looked for her mother.

She was hurrying over the rocks, a hundred yards off.
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Whither ? To drown herself in the sea? No; she hed on
along the mid-beach, right across the cove, toward Arthur's
Nose. But why ? Grace must know.

She felt, she knew not why, that this strange journey, that
wild ' The Lord will provide,' nad to dp with the subject of her
suspicion.  Perhaps this was the crisis; perhaps all will be
cleared up to-night, for joy or for utter shame.

The tide was low ; the beach was bright in the western moon-
light : only along the cliff foot lay a strip of shadow a quarter
of amile long, till the Nose, like a great black wall, buried the
corner of the covein darkness.

Along that strip of shadow she ran, crouching; now stumbling
over a boulder, now crushing her bare feet between the sharp
pebbles, as, heedless where she stepped, she kept her eye fixed
on her mother. Asif fascinated, she could see nothing ese in
heaven or earth but that dark figure, hurrying along with a
dogged determination, and then stopping a moment to look
round, asif in fear of apursuer. And then Grace lay down on
the cold stones, and pressed herself into the very earth; and
the moment her mother turned to go forward, sprang up and
followed.

And then a true woman's thought flashed across her, and
shaped itself into a prayer. For herself she never thought: but
if the coast-guardsman above should see her mother, stop her,
question herY God grant that he might be on the other side of
the point! And she hurried on again.

Near the Nose the rocks ran high and jagged; her mother
held on to them, passed through a narrow chasm, and dis
appeared.

Grace now, not fifty yardsfrom her, darted out of the shadow
into the moonlight, and ran breathlessly toward the spot where
she had seen her mother last. Like Andersen's little sea
maiden she went, every step on sharp knives, across the rough
beds of barnacles; but she felt no pain, in the greatness of her
terror and her love.

She crouched between the rocks amoment; heard her mother
dipping and splashing among the pools ; and glided after her
like a ghost—a guardian angel rather—till she saw her emerge
again for a moment into the moonlight, upon a strip of beach
beneath the Nose.

It was a weird and lonely spot; and adangerous spot withal.
For only at low spring-tide could it be reached from the land,
arid then theflood rose far up the cliff, covering all the shingle,
and filling the mouth of adark cavern. Had her mother gone
to that cavern ? It was impossible to see, so utterly was the cliff
shrouded in shadow.

Shivering with cold and excitement, Grace crouched down,
and gazed into the gloom, till her eyes swam, and a hundred
fantastic figures, and sparks of fire, seemed to dance between
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her and the rock. Sparks of fire!l—yes; but that last one was
no fancy. An actual flash; the crackle and sputter of a match !
What could it mean? Another match was lighted; and a
moment after, the glare of a lanthorn showed her her mother
entering beneath the polished arch of rock which glared lurid
overhead, like the gateway of the pit of iire.

The light vanished into the windings of the cave. And then
Grace, hardly knowing what she did, rushed up the beach, and
crouched down once more at the cave's mouth. There she s,
she knew not how long, Iisteniergjg, listening, like a hunted hare ;
her whol e faculties concentrated in the one sense of hearing ; her
eyes wandering vacantly over the black saws of rock, and glis-
tening oar-weed beds, and bright phosphoric sea. Thank Heaven,
there was not aripple to break the sllence. Ah, what was that
sound within ? pressed her ear against the rock, to hear
more surely. A rumbling as of stonesrolled down. And then
—wasit atancy, or were her powers of hearing, intensified by
excitement, actually equa to discern the chink of coin? Who
knows? but in another moment she had glided in, slently,
swiftly, holding her very breath ; and saw her mother kneeling
on the ground, the lantnorn by her sde, and in her hand the
long-lost belt.

She did not speak, she did not move. She aways knew, in
her heart of hearts, that so it was: but when the sin took bodily
shape, and was there before her very eyes, it was too dreadful
to speak of, to act upon yet. A.nd amid the most torturing
horror and disgust of that great sin, rose up in her the divinest
love for the sinner : she felt—strange paradox—that she had
never loved her motrier as she did at that moment. 'Oh, that
it had been | who had done it, and not she!" And her mother's
sin was to her her own sin, her mother's shame her shame, till
al sense of her mother's guilt vanished in the light of her divine
love. ©Oh, that | could take her up tenderly, tell her that al is
forgiven and forgotten by man and God !—serve her as | have
never served her yet!—nurse her to degp on my bosom, and
then go forth and her punishment, even if need be on the
galows-tree!" . And there she stood, in a silent agony of tender
pity, drinki ngi her portion of the cup of Him who bore the sins
of dl the world.

Silently she stood ; and silently she turned to go, to go
home and pray for guidance in that dark labyrinth of con-
fused duties. Her mother heard the rustle; looked up; and
spran%1 to her feet with a scream, dropping gold pieces on the
ground.

Her first impulse was wild terror. She was discovered ; by
whom, she knew not. She clagped her evil treasure to her
bosom, and thrusting Grace against the rock, fled wildly
out.

'Mother! mother I' shrieked Grace, rushing after her, The
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shawl fell from her shoulders. Her mother looked back, and
saw the white figure.

'God's angel! ‘God's angel, come to destroy me! as he came
to Balaam !" and in the madness of her guilty fancy she saw in
Grace's hand the fiery sword which was to smite her. )

Another step, looking backward 4till, and she had tripped
over a stone. e fell, and striking the back of her head against
the rock, lay sensdess

Tenderly Grace lifted her up : went for water to a pool near
g?/; bathed her face, calling on her by every term of endearment.
Sowly the old woman recovered her consciousness, but showed
it only in moans. Her head was cut and bleeding. Grace bound
it up, and then taking that fatal belt, bound it next to her own
heart, never to be moved from thence till she should put it into
the hands of him to whom it belonged.

And then she lifted up her mother. )

"Corne home, darling mother ;' and she tried to make her
stand and walk. )

_ The old woman only moaned, and waved her away |m_Pa-
tiently. Grace put her'on her feet; but she fell again. The
lower limbs seemed all but paralysed. )

Slowly that sweet saint lifted her, and laid her on_her own
back ; and slowly she bore her homeward, with aching knees
and bleeding feet; while before her ef/&s hung the picture of
Him who bore His cross up Calvary, till a solemn joy and pride
in that sacred burden seemed to intertwine itself with her deep
misery. And fainting every moment with pain and weskness,
shee%tlll went on, as if by supernatural strength; and mur-
m —
u';Thou didst bear more for me, and shall not | bear even this
for Thee?" o .

Surely, if blest spirits can weep and smile over the woes and
heroisms of us mortal men, faces brighter than the stars looked
down on that fair girl that night, and'in loving sympathy caled
her, too, blest. } ]

At last it was over. Undiscovered she reached home, laid
her mother on the bed, and tended her till morning : but lon
ere morning dawned stupor had changed into delirium, an
Grace's ears were @l on fire with words—which those who have
ever heard will have no heart to write. = . o

And now, by one of those strange vagaries, in which epidemics
S0 often indulge, appeared other symptoms; and by day-dawn
cholera itself. i .

Hesle, though recovering, was ill too weak to be of use:
but, happily, the medical man sent down by the Board of Heslth
was dtill in'the town. . .

Grace sent for him ; but he shook his head after the first
look. The wretched woman's ravings a once explained the
cae, and made it, in his eyes, dl but hopdess.
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The sudden shock to body and mind, the sudden prostration
of strength, had brought out the disease which she had dreaded
so0 intensely, and against which she had taken so many pre-
cautions, and which yet lay, al the while, lurking unfelt in her
system.

A hideous eight-and-forty hours followed. The preachers
and class-leaders came to pray over the dyinngoman.: but she
screamed to Grace to send them awag e had just sense
enough left to dread that she might betray her own shame.
Would she have the new clergyman then? No ; shewould have
no one ;—no one could help her ! Let her only diein peace !

And Grace closed the door upon all but the doctor, who
treated the wild sufferer's wild words as the mere fancies of
delirium ; and then Grace watched and prayed, till she found
herself alone with the dead.

She wrote a letter to Thurnall—

'SIR—I have found your belt, and all the money, | believe
and trust, which it contained. If you will be so kind as to tell
me where and how | shall send it to you, you will take a heavy
burden off the mind of

'Y our obedient humble servant,
who trusts that you will forgive her having been unable to fulfil
her promise.'

She addressed the letter to Wliitbury; for thither Tom had
ordered his letters to be sent; but she received no answer.

The day after Mrs. Harvey was buried, the sde of all her
effects was announced in Aberalva.

Grace received the proceeds, went round to &l the creditors,
and paid them all which was due. She had a few pounds left.
What to do with that she knew full well.

She showed no sin of sorrow : but she spoke rarely to any
one. A dead dull weight seemed to hang over her. To preachers,
class-leaders, gossips, who upbraided her for not letting them
see her mother, she replied by silence. People thought her
becoming idiotic.

The day after the last creditor was paid she packed up her
little box : hired a cart to take her to the nearest coach; and
vanished from Aberalva, without bidding farewell to a human
being, even to her school-children.

Vavasour had been buried more than a week. Mark and
Mary were sitting in the dining-room, Mark at his port and
Maré at her work, when the footboy entered. )

' Sir, there's a young woman wants to speak with you,'

_'Show her in, if she looks respectable, said Mark, who had
dippers on, and his feet on the fender, and was, therefore, loth
to move.
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' Oh, quite respectable, sir, as ever | see;' and the lad ushered
in afigure, dressed and veiled in deep black.

WEell, maam, sit down, pray ; and what can | do for you ?

'Can you tell me, dr,' answered a voice of extraordinary
sweetness and gentleness, very firm and composed withal, 'if
Mr. Thomas Thurnall isin Whitbury ?

Thurnall ? He has sailed for the East aweek ago. May |
ask ){1our businesswith him? Can | helpyouinit?

The black damsel paused soaggg, that both Mary and her
father felt un , and a cloud p over Mark's brow.

Can the boy have been playing tricks ?* said he to himself.

'Then, sr, as | hear that you have influence, can you get
me a situation as one of the nurses who are going out thither,
so | hear ?

.Getyou asituation ? Yes, of course, if dyou are competent,’

Thank you, sir. Perhaps, if you could be so very kind as
Eo tellhrtrle towhom | am to apply intown ; for | shall go thither
o-night.’
~ "My goodness!" cried Mark. 'Old Mark don't do things
in this off-hand, cold-blooded way. Let us know who you are,
hmy dear, and about Mr. Thurnall. Have you anything against

im?

She was silent.

'Mary, just step into the next room.' )

If you please, sir,' said the same gentle voice, ? had sooner
that the lady should stay. | have nothing against Mr. Thurnall,
God knows. He has rather something against me.'

Another pause.

Mary rose, and went up to her arid took her hand.

Do tell us who you are, and if we can do anything for you.'

And she looked winningly up into her face.

The stranger drew along breath and lifted her veil. Marv
and Mark both started at the beauty of the countenance which
she revealed—but in a different way. Mark gave a grunt of
approbation : Marjr turned pale as death.

'? suppose that it is but right and reasonable that | should
tell you, at least give proof of my being an honest person. For
mﬁ capabilities as anurse— | believe you know Mrs. Vavasour ?
? heard that she has been staying here.'

Of course. Do you know her ?

A sad smile passed over her face.

Yes, well enough, at least for her to speak for me. | should
have asked her or Miss . Just to help me to a nurse's place :
but | did not like to trouble them in their distress. How is the
poor lady now, sr?

- ? know who she is!" cried Mary, by a sudden inspiration.
Is not your name Harvey? Are you not the schoolmistress
who saved Mr. Thurnall's life? who behaved so nobly in the
cholera? Yes! | knew you were! Come and st down, and
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tell me al! | have so longed to know you! Dear creature, |
have felt as if you were my own sster. He—Mr. Thurnall—
wrote often about all your heroism,’

Grace seemed to choke down somewhat: and then answered
steadfastly—

? did not come here, my dear lady, to hear such kind words,
but to do an errand to Mr. Thurnall. Y ou have heard, perhaps,
that when he was wrecked last spring, he lost some money.
Yes? Then, it was stolen. Stolen !" she repeated with a great
gasp : 'never mind by whom. Not by me'

Y ou need not tell us that, my dear," interrupted Mark.

"God kept it. And | have it; here!" and she pressed her
hands tight over her bosom. And here | must k it till |
give it into his hands, if | follow him round the world!" And
as she spoke her eyes shone in the lamplight, with an unearthly
brilliance which made Mary shudder.

Mark Armsworth poured a libation to the goddess of Puzzle-
dom, in the shegoe of aglass of port, which iirst choked him, and
then descended over his clean shirt-front. But after he had
coughed himself black in the face, he began—

'My good girl, if you are Grace Harvey, you're welcome to
my roof, and an honour to it, say I: but asfor taking al that
money with you across the sess, and such a pretty helpless
%gung thing as you are, God help you, it mustn't be, and shan't

. and that'sflat.'

But | must go to him" said she, in so naive half-wild a
fashion, that Mary, comprehending al, looked imploringly at
her father, and putting her arm round Grace, forced her into a
st

"I must go, sir, and tell him—tell him myself. No oneknows
what | know about it

Mark shook his head.

Could | not write to him? He knows rne as well as he
knows his own father.'

Grace shook her head, and pressed her hand upon her heart,
where Tom's belt lay.

“Do you think, madam, that after having had the dream of
this bdt, the shage of this belt, and of the money which isin it,
branded into my brain for months—years it seems like—by God's
fire of shame and suspicion;—and seen him poor, miserable,
fretful, unbelieving, for the want of it—O God! | can't tell even

our sweet face al.—Do you think that now | have it in my
ands. | can part with it, or rest till it is in his? No. not
though | walked barefoot after him to the ends of the eartn.’

'Let his father have the money, then, and do you take him
the bdt as a token, if you must——' ,

That's it, Mary !" shouted Mark Armsworth, you aways
come inwith the right hint, girl!" and the two, combining their
forces, at last talked poor Grace over.  But upon going out her-
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sdf sho was bent.  To ask his fargiveness in her mother's name,
was her one fixed idea.  He might die, and not know al, not
have forgiven dl, and go she must. ) ,

'But it is athousand to one against your seeing him.  We,
even, don't know exactly where hé is gone.'

Grace shuddered a moment; and then recovered her calm-

ness.

"l did not expect this: but be it so. | shal meet him if
God wills; andifnot, I" can still work—work.' ,

'? think. Mary, you'd better take the young woman upstairs,
and make her deep here to-night,’ said Mark, glad of an excuse
to get rid of them; which, when he had done, he pulled his
char round in front of, the fire, put a foot on each hob, and
began rubbi ng his eyes vigorously.

. "Dear meT Dear meT What alot of good people there are
in this old world, to be sure! Ten times better than me, at
least—make one ashamed of oneself:—and if one isn't even

%ood erl)qugh for thisworld, how's one to be good enough for
eaven 7

And Mary carried Grace upstairs, and into her own bedroom.

‘A bed should be made up there for her. It would do her
ood g ust to have anything so prettg deeping in the same room.’
nd then she got Grace supper, and tried to make her talk: but
she was distrait, reserved; for a new and sudden dread had
seized her at the sight of that fine house, fine plate, fine friends.
These were his acquaintances, then : no wonder that he would
not look on such as her. And as she cast her eye round the
realée/ luxurious chamber, and (after falteringly asking Mary
whether she had any brothers and sisters) guessed that she must
be the heiress of dl that wealth, she séttled in her heart that
Tom was to marry Mary ¢ and the intimate tone in which Mary
spoke of him to "her, and her innumerable inquiries about him,
made her more certain that it was a settled thing. Handsome
she was not, certainly ; but so sweet and good; and that her
own beauty (if shewas aware that she possessed any) could have
any weight with Tom, she would have considered as an insult to
hi$ sense; so she made up her mind sowly, but steadily, that
thus it was to be; and every fresh proof of Mary's swéetness
and goodness was a fresh pang to her, for it showed the more
how probable it was that Tom [oved her.

Therefore she answered all Mary's questions carefully and
honestly, asto aperson who had a right to ask » and at last went
to her "bed, and, worn out in body and mind, was adeep in a
moment. She had not remarked the sigh which escaped Mary,
as she glanced at that beautiful head, and the long black tresses
which Streamed down for a moment over the wnite shoulders
ere they were knotted back for the night, and then at her own
poor countenance in the glass opposite.

. * L} L3 L
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It was long past midnight when Grace woke, she knew not
how, and looking up, saw alight in the room, and Mary sitting
till over a book, her head resting on her hands. She lay quiet
and thought she heard a sob. She was sure she heard tears
drop on the paper. She stirred, and Mary was at her sde in a
maoment. )

' Did you want anything ? o _ _
ot Only to—to remind you, maam, it is not wise to Sit up so

e'

Only that ?* said Mary, laughing. 'I dp that every night,
alone with God ; and | do not thin%( He Wiﬁ be the farther olf
for your being here !I' )

'One thing | had to ask,' said Grace. "It would lessen my
labour so, if you could give me any hint of where he might be!

'We know, aswe told you, as littleasyou. His leftersare
to be sent to Constantinople. Some from Aberalva are gone
thither already.' - .

" And mine among them !' thought Grace. "It is God's will!
... Madam, if it would not seem forward on my part—if you
could tell him the truth, and what | have for him, and where |
am, in case he might wish—wish to see me—when you were

writing.'

) 'Ofgcoursel will, or my father will,' ssid Mary, who did not
like to confess either to hersdf or to Grace that it was very
improbable that she would ever write again to Tom Thurnall.

And so0 the two sweet maidens, so near that moment to an
explanation, which might have cleared up al, went on each in
her ignorance; for so It was to be

The next morning Grace came down to breskfast, modest,
cheerful, charming. Mark made her breakfast with them « gave
her endless letters of recommendation ; wanted to take her to
see old Doctor Thurnall, which she declined, and then sent her
to the dtation in his own carriage, paid her fare first-class to
town, and somehow or other contrived, with Mary's help, that
she should find in her bag two ten-pound notes, which she had
never seen before.  After which he went out to his counting-
house, only remarking to Mary—

"Very extraordinary young woman, and very handsome, too.
Will make some man a jewel of awife, if she don't go mad, or
die of the hospital fever,' ) _

~ To which Mary fully assented.  Little she guessed, and little
ﬂld ?]er lzjather, that it was for Grace's sske that Tom had refused
er hand.
H A few days more, and Grace Harvey dso had gone Eastward
0.



xxvn A RECENT EXPLOSION IN AN ANCIENT CRATER 445

CHAPTER XXVII
A RECENT EXPLOSION IN AN ANCIENT CRATER

IT is, perhaps, a pity for the human race in general that some
enterﬁrlsmg companly cannot bu¥ UP the Mosdle (not the wine,
but the river), cut it'into live-mile lengths, and distribute them
over Europe, wherever there is a demand for lovely scenery.
For lovely is'its proper epithet; it is_not grand, not éxciting—
so much'the better; it is scenery to live and die in; scenery to
settle in, and study a single landscape, till you know everE/ rock,
and walnut-tree, ‘and vine-leaf by hearf: not merely to run
through in one hasty steam-trip, as you now do, in a long burn-
ing day, which makes you not 'drunk’'—but weary—'with
excess of beauty. Besdes, there are two or three points so
superior to the Test, that having seen them, one cares to see
nothing more. That paradise of emerald, %urple, and azure
which opens behind Treis; and that stranf;e eap of old-world
houses at Berncastel, which have scrambled up to the tOP of a
rock to stare at the steamer, and have never been able 10 get
down again—between them, and after them, one feels like a
child who, after a great mouthful ofa?meapple jam, is con-
déerpneclI to have poured down its throat an everlasting stream
of treacle.

. So thought Stangrave on board the steamer, as he smoked
his way upthe shalows, and wondered which turn of the river
would’bring him to his destination. When would it al be over?
And he never leaped on shore more joyfully than he did at Alf
that afternoon, to jump into a carriage, ‘and trundle up the a(%orge
of the Isshach some sx lonely weary miles, till he turned a |ast
into the wooded caldron of the Romer-kessel, and saw the little
chapel crowning the central knoll, with the white high-roofed
houses of Bertrich nestling at its foot. i

He drives up to the handsome old Kurhaus, nestling close
beneath heather-clad rocks, upon its lawn shaded with huge
hor,sechestnut%and st round with dahlias, and geraniums, and
delicate tinted German stocks, which fill the air with fragrance;
a place made only for. young lovers—certainly not for those
black-petticoated worthies, each with that sham”of a sham, the
modern tonsure, pared down to a paor florin's breadth among
their bushy, well-oiled curls, who' st at little tables, passing
the lazy day 'a muguetter les bourgeoises of Sarrebruck ana
Treves, and sipping the fragrant Josephshofer—perhaps at the
good bourgeois” expense. . c

Past them Stangrave dips angrily ; for that™ development of
humanity' can find no favour in_his eyes ; being not human at
al, but professedly superhuman, ai>d therefore, practicaly, some-
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times inhuman. He hurriesinto the public room ; seizes on the
visitor's book.

The names are there, in their own handwriting: but where
arethey ?

Waiters are seized and questioned. The English ladies came
back last night, and are gone this afternoon.

"Where are they gone?

Nobody recollects: not even the man from whom they hired
the carriage.  But they are not gone far. Their servants and
their luggage are till here!! Perhaps the Herr Ober-Badmeister,
Lieutenant D—, will know. 'Oh, it will not trouble him. An
English gentleman? Der Herr Lieutenant will be only too
hapry ;' and in ten minutes der Herr Lieutenant appears, really
only too happy; and Stangrave finds himself at once in the
company of a soldier and agentleman. Had their acquaintance
been alonger one, he would have recognised likewise the man
of taste and of piety.

"I can well appreciate, sir,' says he, in return to Stangrave's
anxiousinquiries, 'your impatienceto rejoin your lovely country-
women, who have been for the last three weeks the wonder and
admiration of our little paradise ; and whose four days absence
was regretted, believe me, as a public calamity.'

"l can well believe it; but they are not countrywomen of
mine. The one lady is an Englishwoman ; the other—I believe
—anltalian.'

And der Herr?

'An American.'

"Ah| A dill greater pleasure, sr. | trust that you will
carry back across the Atlantic a good report of a spot all but
unknown, | fear, to your compatriots. You will meet one, |
think, on the return of the ladies.'

A compatriot 7

'Yes A gentleman who arrived here this morning, and who
seemed, from his conversation with them, to belong to your
noble fatherland. He went out driving with them this after-
noon, whither | unfortunately know not. Ah! good Saint
Nicholas!—For though | am a Lutheran, | must invoke him
now—L ook out yonder !'

Stangrave looked, and joined in the general laugh of lieu-
tenant, waiters, priests, and bourgeoises.

For under the chestnuts strutted, like him in Struwel peter,
as though he were a very king of Ashantee, Sabina's black boy,
who had taken to himself a scarlet umbrella and a great cigar;
while after him came, aso like them in Struwelpeter, Caspar,
bretzel in hand, and Ludwig with his hoop, and al the naughty
boys of Bertrich town, hooting and singing in chorus, after the
fashion of German children.

The resemblance to the well-known scene in the German
child's book was perfect, and as the children shouted—
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' Em kohlpechrabenschwarzer Malir,
Die Sonne schicn ihm ins gelrirn,
Da nahm er semen Sonnenschirm'—

more than one grown person joined therein.

~ Stangrave longed to catch hold of the boy, and extract from
him dl news; but the blackamoor was not quite in respectable
company enough at that moment; and Stangrave had to wait
till he strutted prpudl¥ up to_the door, and entered the hall with
a bland smile, evidently having taken the hooting as a homage
to his personal appearance. . .

'Ah? Mas Stangrave? glad seeyou, sr! Quite a party of
us now, 'mong dese "barian heathen, foreigners. Mas Thurnall
he come dis mornin' ; gone up pickin' bush wid de ladies. He'!
he! Not seen him dis tree year afore’ o
_ 'Thurnall!"  Stangrave's heart sunk within him. His first
|m{)ulse was to order a carriage, and return whence he came;
but it would look so odd, and, moreover, be so foolish, that he
made up his mind to stay and face the worst. So he swallowed
a hasty dinner, and then wandered up the narrow valey, with
al his'suspicions of Thurnall and Marie seething more fiercely
than ever in his heart. )

Some half mile up, a path led out of the main road to a
wooden bridge across the stream. He followed it, careless
whither he went; and in five minutes found himself in the
quaintest little woodland cavern he ever had seen. )

It was simply a great block of black lava, crowned with
brushwood, and supported on walls and pillars of Dutch cheeses,
or what should have been Dutch cheeses by dl laws of shape
and colour, had not his fingers proved to them that they were
stone. How they got there, and what they were, puzzled him ;
for he was no Peolo ist; and finding a bench inside, he sat
down and speculated thereon.

There was more than one doorway to the ' Cheese Cdlar.
It stood beneath a 1 utting knoll, and the path ran right
through : so that, as lie sai, he could see up a narrow gorge to
his left, roofed in with trees ; and down into the main valey on
his rlgh_t, where the Isshach glittered clear and smooth beneath
red-berried mountain ash and yellow leaves. o

There he sat, and tried to forget Marie in the tinkling of the
streams, and the sighing of the autumn leaves, and the cooing
of the deepy doves, while the ice-hird, as the Germans cal the
water-ousel, sat on a rock in the river below, and warbled his
low sweet song, and then flitted up the grassy reach to perch
and sing again on the next rock above. . )

And,” whether jt was that he did forget Marie awhile ; or
whether he were tired, as he well m|g%ht have been ; or whether
he had too rapidly consumed his bottle of red Walporzheimer,
forgetful that it ‘aone of German wines combines the delicacy
of trie llhine sun with the potency of its Burgundiaii viuestock,
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transplanted to the Ahr by Charlemagne ;—whether it were any
of these causes, or whether it were not, Stangrave fell fast aseep
in the Kaiser-keller, and dept till it was dark, at the risk of
catching a great cold. ]

How long he dept, he knew not: but what wakened him he
knew full well. Voices of people approaching; and voices
which he recognised in a moment.

Sabina? Yes; and Marie too, laughing merrily ; and among
their shriller tones the voice of Thurnall.  He had not heard it
for years; but, considering the circumstances under which he
had last heard it, there was no fear of his forgetting it again. .

They came down the side glen ; and before he could rise, they
had turned the sharp corner of the rock, and were inthe Kaiser-
keller, close to him, almost touching him. He felt the awkward-
ness of his position. To keep dill was, perhaps, to overhear,
and that too much. To discover himself was to produce a
scene ; and he could not trust his temper that the scene would
not be an ugly one, and such as women must not witness.

He was relieved to find that they did not stop. They were
laughing about the gloom ; about being out so late.

How jealous some one whom | know would be' said Sabina,
"if he found you and Tom together in this darksome den !"

'l don't care,' ssid Tom ; | hale made up my mind to shoot
him out of hand, and marry Marie myself. = Shan't | now,
my—-"' and they on ; and down to their carriage, which

had been waiting for them in the road below.

What Marie's answer was, or by what name Thurnall was
about to address her, Stangrave did not hear : but he had heard
quite enough.

He rose quietly after a while, and followed them.

He was adupe, an ass! The dupe of those bad women, and
of his ancient enemy ! It was maddening! Yet, how could
Sabina bein fault ? She had not known Marie till he himself
had introduced her; and he could not believe her able of
$J§h baseness. The crime must lie between the other two.

However that might be mattered little to him now. He
would return, order his carriage once more, and depart, shaking
off the dust of his feet against them ! 'Pah! There were other
women in the world ; and women, too, who would not demand
of him to become a hero.'

He reached the Kurhaus, and went in; but not into the
Pulfalic room, for fear of meeting people whom he had no heart
o face.

He was in the passage, in the act of settling his account with
thhe waiter, when Thurnall came hastily out, and ran against

im.

Stangrave stood by the passage lamp, so that he saw Tom's

face at once.



xxvn A RECENT EXPLOSION IN AN ANCIENT CRATER 449

Tom drew back ; begged a thousand pardons; and saw Stan-
grave's facein turn, .

Thetwo men looked at each other for afew seconds. Staii-
grave Iontt;ed to say, 'You intend to shoot me? Then try at
once;' but he wasashamed, of course, to make use of words
which-hehad so accidentally overheard.

_ Tom looked carefully at { Stangrave, todivine histemper from
his countenance. It was quite angry enoughto give Tom excuse
for saying to himself— )

'The fellow is mad at be_lgg caught at lest. Very wdl.

"I think, gr," said he, quiefly enough, 'that you and | had
better walk outside for a few minutes.” Allow me to retract the
apology | just made, till we have had some very explicit con-
versgion on other matters.'

"Curse his impudence!' thought Stangrave. ' Does he
actualy mean to bully me into marrying hér ? and he replied
hau?hnly enough— ) o

'Tam awaré of no matters on which | am inclined to be
explicit with Mr.. Thurnall, or on which Mr. Thurnall has a
right to be explicit with. me." o o
, | am, then,' quoth Tom, his suspicion increasing in turn.
“Do you wish, dir, to have a scene before this waitér and the
th)lle house, or will you be so kind as to walk outside with
me 7

"I must decline, sir ; not being in the habit of holding inter-
course with an actresss bully.' ) .

Torrr]1_d|d not knock him down: but replied smilingly
enoug ) . ) ]

"I"am far too much in earnest in this matter, Sr, to be
stopped by any coarse expressions., Waiter, you may a@. Now
will you fight'me to-morrow morning, or will you not™

"I"may fight a gentleman : but not you.'

"Well; | shall not cal you a coward, because | know that
you are none; and | shall” not make arow here, for a gentle-
man's reasons, which you, caling P/ourself a gentleman, seem
to have f_orqotten., But this | will' do; | will" follow you till
/ou do fight me, if | have to throw up my own prospects in
ife forit.” | will proclam you, wherever ‘we mest, for what

ou are—a mean and base intriguer ; | will insult you in

ursaals, and cane you 0?7? public places; | will be Franken-
gsein's man to you day and night, till 1 have avenged the
wrongs of this poor girl, the dust of whose feet you are not
worthy to kiss off.' ) ] )

Stangrave was surprised a his tone. It was certainly not
that of a conscious villain : but he only replied sneeringly—

. "And pray what may give Mr. Thurnall the right to consider
himsdlf the destined avenger of this frail beauty's wrongs ?

“? will tdl you that after we have fought; and somewhat
more. Meanwhile, that expression, " frail “beauty,” is a fresh

2G TY. A
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offence, for which | should certainly cane you, if she were not
in the house,’

‘Well,' drawled Stangrave, feigning an ostentatious yawn,
?? bdlieve the wise method of ridding onesdf of impertinents
isto grant their requests. Have you pistols? | have none!'

‘| have both duellers and revolvers at your service.

"Ah? | think well try the revolvers then,' said Stangrave,
savage from despair, and disbdief in al human goodness.
'Aftéer what has passed, five or six shots apiece will be hardly
oulrd.

“Hardly, | think,' ssid Tom. *Will you name your second ?*

"l know noone. | have not been here two hours ; but |
suppose they do not matter much.'

'Humph'1 it isas well to have witnesses in case of accident.
There are a couple of roystering Burscheii in the public room,
who, | think, would enjoy the office. Both have scars on their
faces, so they will be au fait at the thing. Shall | have the
honour of sending one of them to you ?'

‘As you will, sir; my number is 3! And the two fools
turned on their respective hedls, and walked off.

At sunrise next morning Tom and his second are standing on
the Falkenhohe, at the edge of the vast circular pit, blasted out
by some explosion which has torn the date into mere dust and
shivers, now covered with athin coat of turf.

'Schone aussicht ! ' says the Bursch, waving his hand round,
in atone which is benevolently meant to withdraw Tom's mind
from painful considerations.

'"Very pretty prospect indeed. You're sure you understand
that revolver thoroughly ?"

The Bursch mutters to himself something about English
nonchalance, and assures Thurnall that he is competently
acquainted with the weapon ¢ as indeed he ought to be; for
having never seen one before, he has been talking and thinking
of nothing ese since they left Bertrich.

And whv does not Tom care to look at the prospect ? Cer-
tainly not because he isafraid. Hedept as soundly as ever last
night; and knows not what fear means. But somehow, the
glorious view reminds him of another glorious view, which he
saw last summer walking by Grace Harvey'ssidefrom Tolchard's
farm. And that subject he will sternly put away. He is not
sure but what it might unman even him.

The likeness certainly exists ; for the rock, being the same in
both ﬁla:ee has taken the same general form ; and the wanderer
in Rhine-Prussia and Nassau might often fancy himsef in
Devon or Cornwall. True, here there is no sea: and there no
Moselkopf raises its huge crater-cone far above the uplands, dl
golden in the level sun. But that brown Taunus far away, or
that brown Hundsruck opposte, with its deep-wooded gorges
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barred with level gleams of light across black gulfs of shade,
might well be Darimoor, or Carcarrow moor_itself, high over
Aberalva town, which he will see no more. True, in Cornwall
there would be no dag-cliffs of the Falkenley beneath his fest,
as black and blasted a this day as when yon orchard meadow
was the mouth of hell, and the South-west wind dashed the ?rem
flame againgt the cinder-cliff behind, and forged it into walls of
time-defying glass.  But that might well be Alva stream, that
Isshach in its green gulf far below, winding along toward the
geen gulf of the Moselle—he will look at it no more, lest he see
race nerself come to him across the down, to chide him, with
sacred horror, for the dark deed which he has cometo do.
And yet he does not wish to kill Stangrave. He would like
to ‘yvm%_hlm.‘ He must punish him for~his conduct to Marie;
punish him for last night's insult. It is a necessity, but a dis-
agreeable one; he would be sorry to go to the war with that
man;,s blood upon his hand. He is Sorry that he is out of
ractice.
F_) "A year a&o | could have counted on hitting him where |
liked.~ I trust | shall not blunder against his vitals now. How-
ever, if | do, he has himsdf to blame ! ]
‘The thought that Stangrave may kill him never crosses his
P“rt]d' of c?urfs_eftout of "gx ShOtSh'I”ﬁd a %Itdlsta?c& t1;er
orty paces to fifteen, one may hit him: but as for being
killed! ..., _ o
Tom'sheart is hardened ; melted again and again this summer
for a moment, onIP{tofreeze again. "He al but believes that he
bears a charmed life. All the miraculous escapes of his past
ears, instead of making him believe in a living, guiding, pro-
ecting Father, have become to that proud hard heart the excuse
for adeliberate, though unconscious, atheism.  Hisfal is surely

near.

At last Stangrave and his second appear. Stangrave is
haggard, not from fear, but from misery, and rage, and self-
condemnation. This is the end of al hisfineresolves! Pah!
what usein them? What use in being a martyr in this world ?
All men are liars, and al women too ! ]

Tom and Stangrave stand a little apart from each other, while
one of the seconds paced the distance. He steps out away from
them, across the crater floor, carrying Tom's revolver “in his
hand, till he reaches the required point, and turns.

He turns: but not to come back. Without a gesture or an
exclamation which could explain his proceedings, he faces about
onoe _[trsgcrje, and rushes up the dope as hard as legs and wind

mitted.

“Tom is confounded with astonishment: either the Bursch is
seized with terror a the whole business, or he covets the much- -
admired revolver; in either case he is making off with it before
the owner's eyes
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'StoE! Hillp! Stop thief! Hesgot my pistol!" and away
Thurnall in chase after the Bursch, who, never looking

ehind, never sees that he isfollowed : while Stangrave and the
second Bursch look on with wide eyes.

Now the Bursch is a 'gymnast,” and a capital runner; and
sois Tom likewise; and brilliant is the race upon the Falken-
hohe. But the victory, after a while, becomes altogether a
question of wind ; foritwasall up hill. The crater, being one
of 'exploson, and not of elevation, as the geologists would
sy, does not dope downward again, save on one sde, from its
outer lip; and Tom and the Bur§ch were breasting a fair hill,
after they had emerged from the ‘kessel' below.

Now the Bursch had had too much Thronerhofberger the
night before « and possibly, as Burschen will in their vacations,
the night before that also ; whereby his diaphragm surrendered
at discretion, while his hedls were yet unconcjuered ; and he
suddenly felt a strong gripe, and a stronger kick, which rolled
him over on the turf.

The hapless youth, who fancied himself alone upon the moun-
tain tops, roared mere incoherences; and Tom, too angry to
listen, and too hurried to punish, tore the revolver out of his
grasg ; whereon one barrel exploded—

' ? have done it now !

No : the ball had luckily buried itself in the ground.

Tom turned, to rush down hill again, and meet the impatient
Staggra}\(/e. " |

Crack—whing—g—qg'!

A bullet!" o9

Yesl And, prodigy on prodigy, up the hill towards him
charged, as he would upon awhole army, a Prussian gendarme,
with bayonet fixed.

Tom sat down upon the mountain-side, and burst into inex-
ti_nﬂuishable laughter, while the gendarme came charging up,
right toward his very nose.

But up to his nose he charged not; for his wind was
short, ana the noise of his roaring went before him. More-
over, he knew that Tom had a revolver, and was a 'mad
Englishman,’

Now he was not afraid of Tom, or of awhole army : but he
was a man of drills and of orders, of rules and of precedents, as
a Prussian gendarme ought to be ; and for the modes of attack-
ing infantry, cavalry, and artillery, man, woman, and child, thief
and poacher, stray pig, or even stray wolf, he had drill and
orders sufficient: but for attacking a Colt's revolver, none.

Moreover, for arresting al manner of riotous Burschen,
drunken boors, French r republicans, Mazzini-hatted Itaian
refugees, suspect Polish incendiaries, or other ,'eras natwrce, he
had precedent and regulation : but for arresting a mad English-
man, none. He hdd fully the opinion of his superiors, that
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there was no saying what an Englishman might not, could not,
and would not do. "Hewas a%Jh! nx, a chimera, alunatic broke
loose, who took unintelligible delight in getting wet, and dirty,
and tired, and starved, and al but kllle(f- _angcdled the same
* taking exercise: '—who would see everything that nobody ever
cared t0 see, and who knew m}/_sterlously, everything about
eveéywhere; whose deeds were Tike his opinions, utterly sub-
versive of al congtituted order in heaven and earth ; ng,
probably, the inhabitant of another planet ; possibly the man
1 the moon himself, who had been turned out, having made his
native satellite too hot to hold him. All that was o be done
with him was to inquire whether his passport was correct, and
then (with a due regard to self-preservation) to endure his
vagaries in pitying wonder. _

the gendarme paused panting ; and not daring to approach
walked dowly and solemnI}))/ round Tom, Keeping the point of
his bayonet carefully towards him, and roaring a intervals—

Y ou have murdered the young man !’

‘But | havenot!” said Tom. “Look and see.’

‘But | saw him fall!”

“But he has got up again, and run away:

‘So! Thenwhereisyour passport ?’ ) )

That one other fact, Cognisable by the mind of a Prussian
gendarme, remained as an anchor for his brains under the new
antljI tryi _ntg citrcumstances, and he used it. “‘Here !’ quoth Tom,

ulling it out.
P Thg gendarme stepped cautiously forward.

‘Don’t be frightened. Il ick it on_your bayonet-
oint ;” and suiting the action to the word, Tom caught the
ayonet-point, put the passport on it, and pulled out his cigar-

case.

“Mad Englishman ! murmured the gendarme. . ‘So! The
passport is correct.  But der Herr must consider himself under
arrest.  Der Herr will qlve up his death-instrument.’

‘By dl means,” says Tom : and gives up the revolver..

The gendarmetakesit very cautiously ; meditates awhile how
{C} ca[[r)él itf ; sticks the pointof his bayonet into its muzzle, and
ifts it aoft.

. <Schon! Das kriegt! Has der Herr any more death-
instruments?’ ] S

‘Dozens !’ says Tom, and begins fumbling in his pockets:
from whence he pulls a case of surgical instruments, another or
mathematical ones, another of lancets, and a knife with in-
numerable blades, saws, and pickers, every one of which he
opens carefully, and then spreads the whole fearful array upon
the grass before him. ) )

e gendarme scratches his head over those too plain proofs
of sometremendous conspiracy. )

‘So! Man must have a dozen hands! He is surely Pa-
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merston himself ; or at least Hecker, or Mazzini!' murmurs he,
as he meditates how to stow them dl.

He thinks now that the revolver may be safe elsewhere ; and
that the knife will do best on the bayonet-point. So he unships
the revolver.

Bang goes barrel number two, and the ball goes into the turf
between nis feet.

'Y ou will shoot yourself soon, at that rate,’ says Tom.

'So! Der Herr speaks German like a native,' says the
gendarme, growing complimentary in his perplexity. ' Perhaps
der Herr would be so good as to carry his death-instruments
him?]elf and attend on the Herr Polizeirath, who is waiting to
see him,'

'By al means!" And TomJ)icks up his tackle, while the
prudent gendarme reloads ; and Tom marches down the hill,
the aﬁendarme following, with his bayonet disagreeably near the
small of Tom's back.

"Don't stumble! Look out for the stones, or you'll have that
skewer through me !

'So! Der Herr speaks German like a native,' says the gen-
darme, civilly. "It is certainly der Pamerston,' thinks he, "his
manners are so polite,

Once at the crater edge, and able to see into the pit, the
mystery is, in part at least, explained : for there stand not only
Stan?rave and Bursch number two, but a second gendarme, two
elderly gentlemen, two ladies, and a black boy.

One iIs Lieutenant D——, by his white moustache. He is
lecturing the Bursch, who looks sufficiently foolish. The other
isa portly and awful-looking personage in uniform, evidently
the Polizeirath of those parts, armed with the just terrors of
the law « but Justice has, if not her eyes bandaged, at least her
hands tied; for on his arm hangs Sabina, smiling, chatting,
entreating. The Polizeirath smiles, bows, ogles, evidently a
willing captive. Venus has disarmed Hhadamanthus, as she
has I\él;:jsso often; and the sword of justice must rust in its

Some distance behind them is Stangrave, talking in alow
voice, earnestly, passionately—to whom but to Marie?

And Iastlﬁ/, opposite each other, and like' two dogs who are
uncertain whether to make friends or fight, are a gendarme and
Sabinds black boy: the gendarme, with shouldered musket, is
trying to .Iook%a.s stiff and cross as possible, being scandalised by
his superior officer's defection from the path of duty ; and il
more by the irreverence of the black boy, who is dancing, grin-
ning, sne%op ng his fingers, in delight at having discovered and
prevented the coming tragedy. . i

Tom descends, bowing courteoudly, apologisesfor having been
absent when the highly distinguished gentleman arrived™; and
turning to the Burscl ){)egs him to transmit to his friend who
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has run awa/ his apologies for the absurd mistake which led
him to, etc, elc . ]

The Polizeirath looks at him with much the same blank
astonishment as the gendarme had done; and at last ends by
lifting up his hands, and bursting into an enormous German
laugh; and no one on earth can laugh as a German can, g0
genmliy and lovinﬁ_}y, and with such intense self-enjoyment.

*Qh, you English | you English! You are all mad, I think!
Nothing can shame you, and nothing can fré%hten you! Potz!
| believe when your Guards at Alma walked into” that battery,
the other da)(], every one of them was whistling your Jm Crow,
even after he was shot dead!" And the “jolly Palizeirath
laughed at his own goke, till the mountain rang. 'But you
must_leave the country, dr; indeed you must. ~ We cannot
permit such conduct here—I am very sorry.' )

'| entreat KOU not to gpologise, Sr.  In"any casg, | was g?omg
to Alf by eight o'clock, to meet the steamer Tor Treves. T am
on my way o the war in the Eadt, via Marsdilles.  If you would,
therefore, ‘be so kind as to alow the gendarme to return me
that second revolver, which dso belongs to me—'

Give him his pistol!" shouted the magistrate. 'Potz! Let
us be rid of him a any cod, and live'in . like honest
Germans. Ah, poor Queen Victoria! What a lot! To have
the ﬁover_nment of five-and-twenty million such I'
~ 'Not five-and-twenty millions,” says Sabina. 'That would
include the ladies; and we are not mad too, surely, your Excel-

lency?

TKe Polizeirath likes to be caled your Excellency, of course,
or any other mighty title which doesor does not befong to him ;
and that Sabinaknows full well. ]

Ah, my dear madam, how do | know that? The English
ladies do every day here what no other dames would dare or
ﬂre%mgvl\{hat then must you be at home? Ach! your poor

ugbands!

S'Mr. Thurnall!' calls Marie, from behind. 'Mr. Thurnall!'

Tom comes with a%ltjal nt, dog:rlged gmile on his face. )

"You se him, Mr. StangraveT™ You see the man who risked
for me liberty, life—who rescued me from davery, shame,
suicide—who was to me a brother, a father, for years !—with-
out whose disinterested heroism you would never have st eyes
on the face which you pretend td love.  And you repay him’by
suspicion—insult. © Apologise to him, sirl “Ask hiS pardon
now, rlulare, utterly, humbly: or never spesk to Marie Lavington
again!

Tom looked first at her, and then at Stangrave. Marie was
convulsed with excitement; her thin cheeks'were crimson, her
eyes flashed very flame. Stangrave was pale—calm outwardly,
but evidently not within. He was looking on the ground, in
thought so intense that he hardly seemed to hear Marie.  Poor
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felow ! he had heard enough in the last ten minutesto bewilder
any brain.

At last he seemed to have strung himsdf for an effort, and
sooke, without looking up.

'Mr. Thurnall!

'Sir?'

'| have done you a great wrong !'

"We will say no more about it, Sr. It was a mistake, and
| do not wish to complicate the question. Mv true ground of
quarrel with you is your conduct to Miss Lavington. She
seems to have told you her true name, so | shall cdl her by it.'

"What | have done, | have undone!" said Stangrave, looking
up. If | have wronged her, | have offered to right her e if |
have left her, 1 have sought her again ; and if | left her when |
knew nothing, now that I know dl, | ask her here, before you,
to become my wife!"

Tom looked inquiringly at Marie.

h '&(&s; I have told him all—all!" and she hid her face in her
ands.

'Well,' ssid Tom, ' Mr. Stangrave is a very enviable person ;
and the match, in a worldly point of view, is a most fortunate
one for Miss Lavington ; and that stupid rascal of a gendarme
has broken my revolver.'

'But | have not accepted him,' cried Marie; "and | will not,
unless you give me leave,

o E?m saw Stangrave's brow lower, and pardonably enough,
is

"My dear Miss Lavington, as | have never been able to settle
my own love affairs satisfactorily to myself, | do not feel at dl
competent to settle other people's.  Good-bye. | shdl be late
for the steamer,’ And, bowing to Stangrave and Marie, he
turned to go.

"Sabina! stop him !" cried she; "heis going, without even a
kind word!"

Sabina,' whispered Tom as he passed her,—' a bad business—
sdfish coxcomb ; when her beauty goes, won't stand her temper
and her flightiness: but | know you and Claude will take care
of the poor thing, if anything happens to me.

"Y ou'rewrong—prej udiced—indeed!’

"Tut, tut, tutl’ Grood-bye, you sweet little sunbeam. Good
morning, gentlemen!”

And Tom hurried up the dope and out of sight, while Marie
burst into an agony of weeping.

' Gone, without a kind word !' ]

Stan%rave bit his lip, not in anger, but in manly self-
reproach. .

"Itismy fault, Marie! my fault! He knew me too well of
old, and had too much reason to despise me! But he shall have
reason no longer. He will come k, and find me worthy of
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you; and al will be forgotten. Again | it, | accept your

quest, for life and death. "So help me God above, as | will not

1;\z/|ajl c_)r'falter, till I have won justice for you and for your race,
arie!

He conquered : how could he but conquer ; for lie was man,
and she was woman; and he looked more noble in her eyes,
while he was confessing his past weakness, than he had éver
done in his proud assertion of strength. _

But she spoke no word in answer. She let him take her
Hggd, pacﬁther arm through his, and lead her away, as one who

aright.

They%val ked down the hill behind therest of the party, ble<t,
but slent and pensive; he with the weight of the futlre, she
with that of the past. .

It is very wonderful,' she sad at las. 'Wonderful . . .
that you can care for me. . . . Oh, if | had known how noble
you were, | should have told you dl a once’ _

" Perhaps | should have been as ignoble as ever, sad Stan-
grave, 'if that young English viscount had not put me on my
mettle by his own nobleness!

No! 'no! Do not bdie yoursdlf. You know what he does
not—what | would have died sooner than tell him,'

Stangrave drew the arm closer through his, and clasped the
hand. "Marie did not withdraw it. . _

Wonderful, wonderful love!" she said, quite humbly. Her
theatric passionateness had passed—

' Nothing was left of her,
Now, but pure womanly.'

That you can loveme—me, the dave ; me, the scourged; the
scarred—Oh, Stangrave ! itisnot much—not much really;—only
alitlemark ortwo . . . N ,

? will prize them," he answered, smiling through tears, more
than al your loveliness. | will see in them Gods command-
ment to me, written not on tables of sone, but on fair, pure,
_not%Ire]: f|e'Sh. My Marie! You shall have cause even to regjoice
in them!"

? glory in them now; for, without them, | never should
have known al your worth,’

The next day Stangrave, Marie, and Sabina were hurrying
home to England! while Tom Thurnall was hurrying to Mar-
sdlles, to vanish Eastward Ho. , ) ,

He has e once more; but his heart is hardened dill.
What will histall be like?
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CHAPTER XXVIII
LAST CHRISTMAS EVE

AND now two years and more are past and gone ; and all whose
lot it was have come Westward Ho once more, sadder and wiser
men to their lives end ; save one or two, that is, from whom not
even Solomon's pestle and mortar discipline would pound out
the innate folly. _

Frank has come home stouter and browner, aswell as heartier
and wiser, than he went forth. He is Vdentias husband now,
and rector, not curate, of Aberalva town ; and Valentia makes
him a noble rector's wife. _

She, too, has had her sad experiences—of more than absent
love ; for when the news of Inkerman arrived, she was ditting
by Lucias death-bed; and when the ghastly list came home,
and with it the news of Scoutbush "severély wounded by a
musket-ball,' she had just taken her last ook of the fair face
and seen in fancy the fair spirit greeting in the eternal worl
the soul of him whom she loved unto the death. She had hur-
ried out to Scutari, to nurse her brother; had seen there man
a sight—she best knows what she saw. She sent Scoutbu
back to the Crimea, to try his chance once more : and then came
home to be a mother to thosethree orphan children, from whom
she vowed never to part.  So the children went with Frank and
her to Aberalvz;:b ana Vaentia had learnt half a mother's duties
ere she had ababy of her own. o

And thus to hér, as to al hearts, has the war brought a disci-
pline from heaven. )

Frank shrank at first from returnmggto Aberalva, when
Scoutbush offered him the living on old . Just's death. But
Vaentiaal but commanded him; so he went: and behold, his
return was a triumph. ) _

All was understood now, al forgiven, al forgotten, save his
conduct in the cholera, by theloving, honest, brave West-country
hearts; and when the 'new-married pair were rung into the
town, amid arches and_garlands, flags and bonfires, the first
man to welcome Frank into his rectory was old Tardrew.

Not a word of repentance or apology ever passed the old bull-

og's lips._ He was an Englishman, and kept his opinions to
himself. But he had had his lesson like the rest, two years ago,
in his %/oun daughter's death ; and Frank had thenceforth no
faster friend than old Tardrew. _

_ Frank is il as HI§1h Church asever ; and likesdl pomp and
circumstance of worship. Some few whims he has given up,
certainly, for fear of giving offence; but he might indulge them
once more, if he wished, without a quarrel. For now that the
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people understand him, he does just what he likes. His congre-
gatlon is the best in the archdeaconry; one meeting-house is

lead, and the other dying. His choir isadmirable; for Vaentia
has had the art of drawing to her all the musical talent of the
tuneful West-country folk ; and all that he needs, he thinks, to
make his parish perfect, is to see Grace Harvey schoolmistress
oncemore.

What can have worked the change? It is difficult to say,
unless it be that Frank has found out, from cholera and
hospital experiences, that his parishioners are beings of like
passions with himself; and found out, too, that his businessis
to leave the gospel of damnation to those whose hapless lot it
is to earn their bread by pandering to popular superstition ;
and to employ his independent position, as a free rector, in
telling his people the gospel of salvation—that they have a
Father in heaven.

Little Scputbush comes down often to Aberalva now, and
oftener to his Irish estates. He is going to marry the Manches-
ter lady after al, and to settle down; and try to be a good
landlord; and use for the benefit of his tenants the sharp
experience of human hearts, human sorrows, and human duty,
which he gained in the Crimea two years ago.

And Magjor Campbell?

Look on Cathcart's Hill. A stoneisthere, which isthe onlx
earthli/)token of that great experience of all experiences whic
Campbell gained two years ago.

A little silk bag was found, hung round his neck, and lying
next his heart. He seemed to have expected his death ; for he
had put a label on it—

'To be sent to Viscount Scoutbush for Miss &. Just.'

~Scoutbush sent it home to Valentia, who opened it, blind
with tears.

It was a note, written seven years before; but not by her;
by Lucia ere her marriage. A simple invitation to dinner in
Eaton Square, written for Lady Knockdown, but with a post-
script from Lucia herself : 'Do come, and | will promise not to
tease you as | did last night.'

That was, perhaps, the only kind or familiar word which he
had ever had from hisidol; and he had treasured it to the last.
Women can love, as this book sets forth : but now and then men
can love too, if they be men, as Major Campbell was.

And Treboozeof Trebooze?

Even Trebooze got his new lesson two years ago. Terrified
into sobriety, he went into the militia, and soon took delight
therein. Heworked, for thefirst timein his life, early and late,
at a work which was suited for him. He soon learnt not to
swear and rage, for his men would not stand it; and not to get
drunk, for his messmates would not stand it. He got into better
society and better health than he ever had had before. With
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new sdlf-discipline has come new self-respect; and he tdls his
wife frankly, that if he keeps straight henceforth, he has to
thank for it his ax months at Aldershot.

And Mary ?-

When you meet Mary in heaven, you can ask her there.

But Frank's desire, that Grace should become his school-
mistress once more, is not fulfilled.

How she worked at Scutari and at Balaklava, there is no need
to tell. Why mark her out from the rest, when al did more
than nobly ? The lesson which she needed was not that which
hospitals could teach; she had learnt that already. Tt was a
d and more dreadful lesson ill.  She had set her heart on
finding Tom ; on righting him, on righting herself. She had to
learn to be content not to find him; not to right him, not to
right herself.

And she learnt it. Tearless, uncomﬁlaining, she "trusted in
God, and made no haste’ She'did her work, and read her
Bible ; and read too, again and again, at stolen moments of rest,
a book which some one lent her, and which was to her as the
finding of an unknown sister—L ongfellow's Evangeline. She
was Evangeline; seeking as she sought, perhaps to find as she
found—No ! merciful God! Notso! yet better so than not at
dl. And often and often, when a new freight of agony was
landed, she looked round from bed to bed, if hisface, too, might
be there.  And once, at Balaklava, she knew she saw him: but
not on a sick-bed.

Standing beneath the window, chatting merrily with a grou
of officers—It was he! Could she mistake that figure, thoug
the face was turned away ?

Her head swam, her pulses beat like church bells, her eyes
were ready to burst from their sockets. But—she was assisting
at an operation. It was God's will, and she must endure.

When the operation was over, she darted wildly down the
gairs without a word.

He was gone.

Without aword she came back to her work, and possessed
her soul in patience.

Inquiries, indeed, she made, as she had aright to do ; but no
one knew the name. She questioned, and caused to be ques-
tioned, men from Varna, from Sevastopol, from Kertch, from the
Circassian coast; English, French, and Sardinian, Pole and Turk.
No one had ever heard the name. She even found at last, and
questioned, one of the officers who had formed that group be-
neath the window.

'Oh! that man? He was a Pole, Michaelowyzcki, or some
such name. At least, so he said ; but he suspected the man to
be really a Bussan spy.'

Grace knew that it was Tom : but she went back to her work
again, and in due time went home to England.
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Home, but not to Aberalva. She presented herself one day
a Mark Armsworth's house in Whitbury, and humbl¥ beg%ed
him to obtain her a place as servant to old Dr. Thurnall. What
her purpose was therein she did not explain; perhaps she
hardly knew herself.

Jane, the old servant who had clung to the doctor through
his reverses, was growing old and feeble, and was al the more
jealous of an intruder : but Grace disarmed her.

'l do not want to interfere; | will be under your orders. |
will be kitchen-maid—maid-of-all-work. | want no wages. |
have brought home a little money with me; enough to last me
for the little while | shall be here!

And, by the help of Mark and Mary, she took up her abode
in the old man's house; and ere a month was past she was to
him as a daughter.

Perhaps she had told him al. At least, there was some deep
and pure confidence between them ; and yet one which, so per-
fect was Grace's humility, did not make old Jane jealous. Grace
cooked, swept, washed, went to and fro as Jane bade her;
submitted to al her grumblings and tossings ; and then came at
the old man's bidding to read to him every evening, her hand in
his ; her voice cheerful, her face full of quiet light. But her
hair was becoming streaked with gray. Her face, howsoever
gentle, was sharpened, as if with continual pain. No wonder ;
tor she had worn that belt next her heart for now two years
and more, till it had almost eaten into the heart above which it
lay. It gave her perpetual pain: and yet that pain was a per-
petual joy—a perpetual remembrance of him, and of that walk
with him from Tolchard's farm.

Mary loved her—wanted to treat her as an equal—to cal her
sister: but Grace drew back lovingly, but humbly, from al
advances ; for she had divined Mary's secret with the quick eye
of woman ; she saw how Mary grew daily paler, thinner, sadder,
and knew for whom she mourned. Be it so; Mary had a right
to him, and she had none.

And where was Tom Thurnall all the while?

No man could tell.

Mark inquired; Lord Minchampstead inquired; grest per-
esioln_ac_;es who had need of him at home and abroad inquired ; but

in vain.

A few knew, and told Lord Minchampstead, who told Mark,
in confidence, that he had been heard or last in the Circassian
mountains, about Christmas 785 ; but since then all was blank.
He had vanished into the infinite unknown.

Mark swore that he would come home some day; but two
full years were past, and Tom came not.

The old man never seemed to regret him; never mentioned
his name after a while.
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'Mark,' he said once, ' remember David. Why weep for the
child? | shall go to him, but he will not come to me.'

None knew, meanwhile, why the old man needed not to talk
of Tom to his friends and neighbours; it was because he and
Grace never talked of anything dse

So they had lived, and so they had waited, till that week
before last Christmas Day, when Médlot and Stangrave made
their appearance in Whifcbury, and became Mark Armsworth's
guests.

The week dipped on. Stangrave hunted on alternate days;
and on the others went with Claude, who photographed (when
there was sun to do it with) Stangrave End, and Whitford
Priory, interiors and exteriors; not forgetting the Stangrave
monuments in Whitbury Church; and sat, too, for many a
pleasant hour with the good doctor, who took to him at once, as
al men did. It seemed to give fresh life to the old man to
listen to Tom's dearest friend. To him, as to Grace, he could
talk openly about the lost son, and live upon the memory of his
prowess and his virtues ; and ere the week was out, the doctor,
and Grace too, had heard a hundred gallant feats, to tell al
which would add another volume to this book.

And Grace stood silently by the old man's chair, and drank
al in without a smile, without a sigh, but not without full
many a prayer.

It is the blessed Christmas Eve; the light is failing fast «
when down the High Street comes the mighty Roman-nosed
rat-tail which carries Mark's portly bulk, and by him Stangrave,
on aright good horse.

They shog on side by side—not home, but to the doctor's
house. For every hunting evening Mark's groom meets him at
the doctor's door to lead the horses home, while he, before he
will' take his bath and dress, brings to his blind friend the
Ep of the field, and details to him every joke, fence, find,

ill, nap, and mishap of the last six hours.

The old man, meanwhile, is sitting quietly, with Claude by
him, talking—as Claude can talk. They are not speaking of
Tom just now : but the eloguent artist's conversation suits well
enough the temper of the good old man, yearning after fresh
knowledge, even on the brink of the grave : but too feeble now,
in body and in mind, to do more than listen. Claude is telling
him about the late Photographic Exhibition; and the old man
listens with a triumphant smile to wonders which he will never
behold with mortal eyes. At last—

This is very pleasant—to feel surer and surer, day by day,
that one is not needed; that science moves forward swift and
sure, under a higher guidance than one's own ; that the sacred
torch-race never can stand still; that He has taken the lamp
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out of old and failing hands, only to put it into young and
brave ones, who will not falter till they reach the god.'

Then he lies back again, with closed eyes, waiting for more
facts from Claude.

"How beautiful!" says Claude.—'I must compliment you, sir—s
to see the childlike heart thus still besting Tfresh benesth, the
honours of the gray head, without envy, without vanity, with-
out ambition, welcoming every new discovery, rejoicing to see
the young outstripping them.’ i

"And what credit, sir, tous? Our knowledge did not belong
tous, but to Him who made us, and the universe ; and our sons
belonged to Him likewise. If they be wiser than their teachers,
it is only because they, like their teachers, have made His testi-
monies their study. When we rejoicein the progress of science,
we regjoice not in ourselves, not in our children, but in God our
Instructor.' ) ) ) )

And dl the while, hidden in the gloom behind, stands Grace,
her arms folded over her bosom, watching every movement of
the old man ; and listening, too, to every word. She can under-
stand but little of it: but she loves to hear it, for it reminds
her of Tom Thurnall. Above al she loves to hear about the
microscope, a mystery inseparable in her thoughts from him
who first showed her its wonders.

At last the old man speaks again—

~'Ah! How delighted my boy will be when he returns, to
find that so much has been done during his absence.’

Claude is silent awhile, startled.

"You are surprised to hear me speak so confidently ? Well, |
can only speak as | feel. | have had, for some days past, a pre-
sentiment—you will think me, doubtless, wea'k for yielding to
it. | am not superstitious.'

' Not =0, said Claude, 'but | cannot deny that such things
as presentiments may be possble. However miraculous they
may seem, are they so very much more so than the daily fact of
memory ? | can as little guess why we can remember the past
as why we may not, at times, be able to foresee the future.'

"True. You speak, if not like a physician, yet like a meta-
pfg/suan; so you will not laugh at me, and compel the weak
old man and his fancy to take refuge with a girl—who is not
weak. Grace, darling, you think still that he Is coming ?

She came forward and leaned over him.

"Yes,' she half whispered. 'Heis coming soon to us: or else
we are soon going to him. It may mean that, sr. Perhaps it
is better that it should.'

‘It matters little, child, if he be near, as near he is | tell
you, Mr. Mdllat, this conviction has become so intense during
the last week, that—that | believe | should not be thrown off
my balance if he entered at this moment ... | feel him so near
me, sr, that—that | could swear, did not | know how the wesk
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brain imitates expected sounds, that | heard his footstep outside
now,’

'I heard horses footsteps,’ says Claude. 'Ah, there comes
Stangrave and our host.'

"I heard them : but | heard my boy's likewise,' said the old
man quietly.

The next minute he seemed to have forgotten the fancy, as
the two hunters entered, and Mark began open-mouthed as

usyas-

WEell, Ned! In good company, eh ? That's right. Mortal
cold | am! Weshdl have a white Christmas, | expect. Snow's
coming.'

'qulat sport ? asked the doctor blandly.

'Oh! Nothing new. Bothered about Sidricstone till one.
Got away at last with an old fox, and over the downs into the
vae | think Mr. Stangrave liked it ?

"Mr. Stangrave likes the vale better than the vale likes him.
I have fallen into two brooks following, Claude; to the delight
of all the desperate Englishmen.’

"Oh! You rode straight enough, sir! Y ou must pay for your
fun in the vale :—but then you have your fun. But there were
a good many falls the last ten minutes : ground heavy, and pace
awful; old Rat-tail had enough to do to hold hisown. Saw one
fellow ride bang into a ﬁollard-willow, when there was an open
gate close to him—cut his cheek open, and lay ; but some one
sad it was only Smith of Ewebury, so | rode on.'

'l hope %OU English showed more pity to your wounded
friends in the Crimea,' quoth Stangrave, laughing,' | wanted to
stop and pick him up : but Mr. Armsworth would not hear of it.'

* Oh, gr, if it had been a stranger like you, half the field
would have been round you in a minute : but Smith don't count
—he breaks his neck on purpose three days a week. By the
by, doctor, got a good story of him for you. Suspected his
keepers last month. Slips out of bed at two in the morning ;
into his own covers, and blazes away for an hour. Nobody
comes. Home to bed, and tries the same thing next night. Not
asoul comes near him. Next morning has up keepers, watchers,
besters, the whole posse; and " Now, you rascals! I've been
poachi nﬁ my own covers two nights running, and you've been
al drunk inbed. There are your wages to trie last penny ; and
vanish! [I'll be my own keeper henceforth ; and never let me
e your faces again !

The old doctor laughed cheerily. 'Well: but did you Kkill
your fox ?

"All right: but it was a burster—just what | aways tell Mr.
Stangrave. Afternoon runs are good runs; pretty sure of an
empty fox and a good scent after one o'clock.”

*Exactly,’ answered a fresh voice from behind; 'and fox-
hunting isan epitome of human life.  You chop or lose your
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first two or three: but keep up your pluck, and you'll run into
one before sundown ;—and | seem to have run into a whole
earthful!’

All looked round ; for al knew that voice.

Yes! There he was, in bodily flesh and blood ; thin, salow,
Eear%e]g to the eyes, dressed in ragged sailor's clothes : but Tom

imself.

Grace uttered along, low, soft, half-laughing cry, full of the
ddicious agony of sudden relief ; acry as of a mother whtn her
child is born ;" and then dlipped from the room past the unheed-
ing Tom, who had no eyes but for his father. Straight up
to the old man he went, took both his hands, and spoke in the
old cheerful voice—

Well, my dear old daddy ! So you seem to have expected
me; and g{athered, | suppose, al my friends to bid me welcome.
I'm afraid | have made you very anxious : but it was not my
fﬁult; and | knew you would be certain | should come at ladt,
eh?'

"My son! my son! Let me fee whether thou be my very
son Esau or not!" murmured the old man, finding half-playful
expression in the words of Scripture, for feelings beyond his
failing powers. . o

Tom Knelt down: and the old man passed hishandsin silence
q\ller and over the forehead, and face, and beard ; while all stood
silent.

Mark Armsworth burst out blubbering like agreat boy—

'l ssidso! | aways said so! Thedevil could not kill him,
and God wouldn't!" ) )

'You won't go away again, dear boy? I'm getting old—
and—and forgetful; and | don't think | could bear it again,
you see.

Tom saw that the old man's powers were failing. 'Never
again, as long as | live, daddy !" sad he, and then, lookin
round,—'| think that we are too many for my father. | wil
come and shake hands with you al presently,’

'No, no, said thedoctor. ' You forget that | cannot see you,
and so must only listen to you. It will beadelight to hear your
voice and theirs ;—they al love you.' _ _

A few moments of breathless congratulation followed, during
which Mark had seized Tom by both his shoulders, and held him
admiringly at arm's length.

‘Look at him, Mr. Mellpt! Mr. Stan%rave! Look at him!
As they said of Liberty Wilkes, you might rob him, strip him,
and hit him over London Bridge: andyou find him the next
day in the same place, with a laced coat, a sword by his side,
and money in his pocket! But how did you come in without
our knowing ?'

'I waited outside, afraid of what | might hear—for how
could | tell ?* sad he, lowering his voice ; 'but when | saw you

2H T Y. A
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go in, | knew al wasright, and followed you ; and when | heard
my father laugh, | knew that he could bear a little surprise.
But, Stangrave, did you say ? Ah! this is too delightful, old
felow! How's Marie and the children?

Stangrave, who was very uncertain as to how Tom would
receive him, had been about to make his amende honorable in
a fashion graceful, magnificent, and, as he expressed it after-
wards laughingly to Thurnall himself, altogether highfalutin ":
but Whatsoever chivalrous and courtly words had arranged
themselves upon the tip of his tongue, were so utterly upset b
Tom's matter-of-fact bonhomie, and by the cool way in whicl
he took for granted the fact of his marriage, that he burst out
laughing, and caught both Tom's handsin his—

It is delightful; and al it needs to make it perfect is to
have Marie and the children here.'

"How many ? asked Tom.

Two.'

Is she as beautiful as ever ?

More 50, | think.'

’?I dare say you're right; you ought to know best, cer-
anly.'

You shal judge for yourself. She is in London at this
moment.'

Tom!'" says his father, who has been sitting quietly, his
face covered in his handkerchief, listening to al, while holy
tearg of gratitude steal down his face.

'Sir!’

. You have not spoken to Grace yet!"

Grace? cries Tom, in a very different tone from that in
which he had yet spoken.

Grace Harvey, my boy. She was in the room when you
camein.'

Grace? Grace? What is she doing here ?

"Nursing him, like an angdl as sheis!" sad Mark.

' She is my daughter now, Tom ; and has been these twelve
months past.'

Tom was silent, as one astonished.

" If she is not, she will be soon,' said he quietly, between
his clenched teeth. ‘Gentlemen, ifdyou‘ll excuse me for five
minutes, and see to my father :'—and he walked straight out of
the room, closing the door behind him—to find Grace waiting
in the passage.

She was trembling from head to foot, stepping to and fro, her
hands and face al but convulsed; her left hand over her bosom,
clutching at her dress, which seemed to have been just dis
arrangecfher right drawn back, holding something; her lips
parted, struggling to speak; her great eyes opened to preter-
natural wideness, fixed on him with an intensity of eagernessj
—was she mad ?
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At last words bubbled forth: 'There! there! There it is!
—the belt!—your belt! Takeit! takeit, | say !

He stood silent and wondering ; she thrust it into his hand.

'Takeit! | have carried it for you—worn it next my heart,
till it has all but eaten into my heart.—To Varna, and you were
not there ! — Scutari, Balaklava, and you were riot there!—
| found it, only aweek after I—I told you | should! and you
were gone !'—Cruel, not towait! And Mr. Armsworth has the
money—every farthi ng—and the gold :— he has had it these
two years’ '—I'would give you the belt myself; and now | have
done it, a | the snake is unclasped from my heart at last, at
last, at last!’

Her arms dropped by her side, and she burst into an agony of
tears.

Tom caught her in his arms: but she put him back, and
looked up in his face again.

'Promise me!" she said, in a low clear voice; 'promise me
this one thing only, as you are a gentleman; as you have a
man's pity, a man's gratitude, in you——'

" Anything!"

'Promise me that you will never ask, or seek to know, who
had that belt.'

"I promise: but, Grace | ——

"Then my work is over,' said she in a calm collected voice.
'Amen. So lettest thou thy servant depart in peace. Good-
bye, Mr. Thurnall. | must go and pack up my few things now.
Y ou will forgive and forget r'

'Gracel' cried Tom ; 'stay !' and he girdled her in a grasp of
iron. 'You and | never part more in this life, perhaps not in
al lives to come !

'Me? | ?>—letmego! | am not worthy of you !"

"I have heard that once already ;—the only folly which ever
came out of those sweet lips. No! Grace. ?love you, as man
can love but once ; and you shall not refuse me! Youwill not
have the heart, Grace! You will not dare, Grace| For you
have begun the work ; and you must finish it.'

"Work? What work ?

'l don't know,' said Tom. 'How should I? | want you to
tell methat.'

She looked up in his face, puzzled. His old self-confident
look seemed strangely past away.

"I will tell you] he said, ' because | love you. | don't like
to show it to them; but I've been frightened, Grace, for the
first time in my life

She paused for an explanation; but she did not struggle to
escape from him.

'Frightened ; beat; run to earth myself, though | talked so
bravely of running othersto earth just now. Grace, I've been
in prison!’
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"In prison? InaRussian prison? Oh, Mr. Thu aalll’

'‘Aye,'Grace, I'd tried everything but that; and i could not
stand it. Death was ajoke to that, Not to be able-to get out!
—To rage up and down for hours like a wld beast;—long to fly
a ones gaoler and tear his heart out;:—beat on€'s head against
thewadl in the hope of knocking one's brairifc out ;—anything to
gett ndtlof that horrid notion, night and day over one—I can't
get out!"

Grace had never seen him so excited. )

'‘But you_ are safe now," sad sh«jBoothingly. '.Oh, those
horrid Russians!' ] !

But it was not Russians!—If it had been, | cl have
borne it.—That was all in my bargain,—the fair chan of war,
but to be shut up by a mistake |—at the very outset, too—by a
boorishvillainof akhan, on adrunken suspicion;,—afellowwhom
| was trying to serve, and who couldn't, or wouldn't, or daren't
understand me—Oh, Grace, | was caught in my own crap ! |
went out full blown with self conceit.” Never was any one so
cunnlna(iasl was to be!—Such agame as | was going to play,
and make my fortune by it!'—Ana this brute to stop me short
—to make a fool of me—to keep me there eighteen <-aonths
threatening to cut my head off once a quarter, and « uldn't
understand me, let metalk with thetongue of the old ser jent!"

' He did not stop you : God stopped you !' ;

'You're right, Grace ; | saw that at last! | found out th'
| had been trying for years which was the stronger, Goﬁ\] orl; |
found out | had been fryingwhether | could not do well-enough
without Him : and there 1 found that | could not, Grace,—
could not! | felt like a child who had marched off from home,
fancym[g it can find its way, and is lost a once. | felt likea
lost ‘child in Australia once, for one moment: but not as | felt
in that prison « for | had not heard you, Grace, then. | did
not know that | had a Father in heaven, who had been lookin
after me, when | fancied that | was looking after myself;—
don't half believe it now—If | did, | should not nave lost my
nerve as | have done !—Grace, | dare hardly stir about now, lest
some harm should come to me. | fancy at every turn, what if
that chimney fell ? what if that horse kicked out >—and, Grace,
you, and you only, can cure me of my new cowardice. | sad
in that prison, and al the way home,—If | can but find her |—
let me but see her—ask her—let her teach me; and | shdl be
sure! Let her teach me, and | shal be brave again! Teach
me, Grace! and forgiveme!" )

Grace was looking at him with her great soft %/es opening
dowly, like astartled hind's, as if the wonder and delight were
}_oo great to be taken in a once. The last words unlocked her
i

v i:

'Forgiveyou? What? Do you forgive me?
"Youl 1tis | am the brute;, ever to have suspected you.



XXvm -LAST CHRISTMAS EVE 460

flly conscience told me dl dong | was a brute! And you—
teive you noY ﬁroved it to me in this last minute, Grace?—
proved to nty that | am not worthy to kiss the dust from off
your teet?’ |  ga

ourfeet?', G 1 a ¢ elaysilentinhisarms:buthereyeswerefixedupon
him ; her haidswere folded on her bosom ; her lipsmoved as If
in prayer,

He put bick her long tresses tenderly, and looked into her
deep gloriouj eyes.

‘There! *I have toldjgou al. Will you for%ive my base-
ness; and ncjce Hie, and leach me, about this Father iu heaven,
throuqfh pt rty find wealth, for better, for worse, as my wife—
'my wife vy .

She legj)t up at him suddenly as if waking from a dream,
and wreathed her arms about his neck.

'‘Oh, Mr. Thurnalll my dear, brave, wise, wonderful Mr.
Thurnall f come home again!—hometo God !—and hometome!
I am not worthy |  Too much happiness, too much, too much :
—but you will forgive, will you not,—and forget—forget ?

And so the old heart passed away from Thomas Thurnall:
and insKad of it grew up a heart like his father's; even the
heart 0 jHittte child.

THE END
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