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THE CRITIC.
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(Continued.)

“ Don't you really like lawn-tennis, Jim ?"’ she says one afternoon, as
we are sittiog under a magpificent beech waiting for some neighbouring
lunatics to arrive and exhaust themselves.

I am going to ssy I detest it, but one has to be cautious, so 1 suwvely
murmur tkat, though a charming relaxation, litesature takes up so many
hours—and I certainly do spend 4 great deal of time in the club reading-
room —thst [ have never had any opportunity of practisiog.

She is interested.

* 1 thought all Englishmen were lawn-tennisoniavs,” she says.
you are literary. Do tell me all about it!”

“ It is a very large subj:ct,” 1 reply, vaguely remembering Mr. Pick-
wick’s remark to Count Sworltork.

+ Well, tell we something abuut a bit of it,” she answers, and 1 rather
think there is a satirical gleam under her long eyelashes.

4 What shall I tell you ?"” I say, looking as intellectual as possible.

* Tell me your own expericnces.”

My experiences have chiefly been comprised in publishing one volume
of poems at my own expense which didn't sell, and in writing verses for
various newly-started periodicals which dido't pay. But this bare state-
.ment of fact would be simply tepulsive, so I draw on my imagination and
greatly interest my cousio,

“ And do you write some of the articles in the papers ? "’ she says.

This is safe ground, thanks (o the anonymous system in England. Sol
dbnldiy avouch myself a daily and weckly leader writer, mysteriously re-
marking that it is a rule not to identify onse's productions, but that she
«often reads mine without knowing it.

~ 4 Oh, how delightful, Jim: I had no idea,” she saye, her eyes spark-
lipg with enthusiasm, “ that 1 had a great English Iitferateur as my cousin'!
X must tell papa; be'll be so interested ! ”

This isawkward. To ask her not to tell my uncle will look as if 1 did
not confide in Lim, to let her tell kim gives the chance of his pursuing the
subjact too zealously , and he is a painfully literal man, I find, with very
little imagination about him. However, on the whole I decide to let events
take their course. Besides, even if she said she wouldn't tell him, of
course she would.

It must be a fine thing to bave a taleot for writing,” says Amy medi
tatively. I think inwardly it is a far finer thing to have good pay for it ;
but I say nothing, only contemplate earnestly and zsthetically a roscbud
she has given me as a * buttonhole.”

*t What are you studying in that rosebud so intently ? * she says at last,
as 1 iotended she should.

» Mapy things, my pretty cousin,” I say dreamily (aow is the time to
com@mence my wooing) ; ** particularly the charms of the girl who gaveit to

“ But

She doesn’t blush or droop her face. No, she laugbs—rather loudly
* Oh, Jim, how sentimental you are ! "

+ It is a seotimental hour,” I answer, * and the genius of the place and
time is sittiog beside me. Do you thiok, my cousin Amy——"

“ Here we all are ! ™ is bawled behind me, and the tennis-party come
into view.

Amy rises to greet her friends. I am introduced, bow very coldly, and
sesnme my place on the seat, while my cousin and the other players range
themselves for the fatiguing pastime.  The gond-looking local dector, who
is a csack player, is at Amy’s smide. What idiots they all look, rushing
:about in that way ! And Amy isas mad as any f them. 1 hope Mac
tavish is wrong, but it certain'y seems as if she valued physical more than
mental gits.  Lat I have great faith in my own powers of persuasion, and
we shall sec.  Mcanwhile I recline gracefully under the beech and look

My uncle strides up.  He always walks like a dragoon.

“Good news, Jim | The herses will Lz here by midday train to morrow.,
So you and Amy can cxglorc our Devon lanca.”

Good ncws . Ishudder us I make a ghastly atteropt at 2 smilo of caisy-
mept. Well, I have ridden, and [ cao, I suppose, do su againif I can pick
out one of the brutes that is enfeebled and fatigued by his railway journey.

“ Don't you p.ay lawn-tensis? Thought all you English youugsters
dic.” conticucs my uncle, eyeing me somewhat curiously.

“ No, I never praciised it," 1 answer.

4 Fine healthy exercise—braces cvery muscle; I like to see it,” he
Tejoins, lighung a very full flavoured cigar, and taking 8 scat:  but for
cxercise, mY boy, you skould come to Australia; bz 1 the saddle from
dawn to dark ; rid- seventy miles to visit a neighbour. Ah, we should
bave made 2 man of you there,” he adds good-naturedly, as he, I suppose,
thicks. ) .

1 consider it impertinence.
you wapt to marry his daughter? ‘ .

Datkness cads the match.  High-tea—which is barbarous, as I think—
and a good deal of rastic nurth fullow. Then we adjomin to the billiard-
room, the ladics looking on. The doctor and the lawyer think they can
play, They'sc both got moucy, and Idetcrmine to casc them of 2 lule.
I «play dark " accordingly, as a prcliminary, then say carclessly :

¢ \What shall we play for?" )

« For love," says my uncle decisively.  * It may be prejudice, butl
don't like cither card or billiard playing for moncy—in my house, at any
ratc. You agrec with me, Jim, I koow, as 1 remember the other day you

Jat what can you say to a rich uncle when

spoke as they deserved of the billiard-sharpers in London, and very pro-
perly expressed your hatred of makinog a gain of the game.”
Confound him ! what a memory he has.

CHAPTER III

Some weeks have passed. I have had terrific exporiences. I have
ridden about the country with my cousin on a chestout mare of most un
certain temper and fiend like treachery. Somehow I have managed, in
general, to stick on. But on one aficrnoon the mare took to kicking near
a duck-pond, and ultimately shot ms over her head into it. Amy screamed
—nut with sympathy, but with laughter But I have endured this and
the dogs—when I'm master at Beechlands we'll pretty soon have an altera-
tion there in that respect—which are like so many demons, aod the lawn-
tennis, in which I have sprained my tendonsas it seems to me en masse,
and the pigs, bullocks, and poultry, and I have reaped the reward of my
perseverance.  Amy aad I are engage?, and as tar as a few judicious
enquirics go, I thirk, even during my uncle’s lifetime, we shall have a
very nice income. Moreover, he has agreed with me that though we are
to live with him, a2 London house for the season is a necessity. And my
literary labours — for, I. of course, lay much stress on the self-respect which *
will ot permit me to live idle on my wife's money—will afford me plenty
of opportunities of running up to town.

Ouse immediate good results from tbe engagement. I can go and
triumphantly crow over Mactavish. So I look in again at his rooms, find
him as usual smoking and readiog one of Lis stupid athletic papers, azcd
astonish him by my news so much that he drops his pipe.

“Y.u're a fortupate man,” he says dryly. The Scotch and whisky
stage has not yet set in, and Mactavish is a sarcastic Southern of the most
conventional type. ‘ A particularly fortunate man.”

] venture to think thst Amy is also a fortunate woman,” I remark,
somewhat complacently.

* Undoubtedly she is,” he replies coolly, ** if she bs as pretty and as
well dowered as you describe,” as if she had no other reason whatever for
being so considered. *¢ It appears to me that the young lady has m:=de
rather a hurricd choice, but perhaps its range was limited in Devoashire.”

“If it had been unlimited,” I say warmly, * the result, I flatter myself,
would have been the same.”

* Ah, I dare say you do,” says Mactavish, mixing himself some
whisky, and passing the bottle to me. He takes a mighty gulp, and reiter-
ates: “I dare say you do.” Then meditatively: *“* Did you say your
uncle’s name wis Ferdinand? "

* Ferdinand Wilson, the Bzechlands, South Devor.”

“ Then an old chum of mine, Fred Hillerton, was in Australia some
years ago, and was very thick with bim.”

*Indeed,” I reply, somewhat supercilionsly. ** I dare say he had many
colonial friends.”

“ But this is not a colonial friend. Fred Hillerton's in the Civil Ser-
vice, like myaelf, but tried his hand first in tho colonies. And his brother,
the literary swell, you've of course heard cf, seeiog you're all ia the swim—
or ssy you are."”

Disregarding the nasty insinuation that lies in that last remark, I snswer
that Hillerton’s name seeins familiar, though I cannot st that moment
identi’; it.

“ Why, yec gomerfl ! "--he is now getting disagreeable and whiskified,
also Scotch—* ye gowh! George Hillerton, Ned’s elder brother, is editor
of The Slasher ; everybody, I should think, knew that, and surely you, who
are always jawing aboot your intellectual pursuits, know it well. I must
tell Hillerton where his Mr. Wilson's to be found.”

I don’t pay much attention to this. If I had, probably the result of this
story would have been different.  But I begin to think I bate Alister Mac
tavish, and wonder how our intimacy began. Great, red moustached,
clumsy giant: with no poctry in his soul. But he had lost a good many
sovereigns, which I had won at pool, and hence, perhaps, I have regarde!
him in a different light.

“ You won't see much of me, young man, wheu I'a married,” I men.
tally .ohlcquise, *“and precious goud care I'll take DIeechlands dow't
harbour you as a visitor.”

1 supposo there'e good partrid ;¢ shooting rouvd Beechlands 2 he
resumes, after he had fitled the room with a cloud of horridly strong
Cavendish.

1 understand this remark , but no, Mictavish, I'm not quite s0 green as
you suppuse.

“ Vory little, to my uncle said,” 1 answer carelessly.

This is—well, not quite correct, but all is fair in love and war.

“ Iudeed,” be says, with as much interest as I should feel in 2 new gem
in blue china. ** Why, I've heard that the shooting is fine—fine, sir, all
round there.”

« I don't know ; 1 have higher pursuits,” I cay coldly.

He needa’t “ spoll  for an invitation ; I'm a0t going to introduce him
to wy cousin, who has so much admiration for open-air accomplishments.

*“Bah 1" he roars with a brutal concentration of scorn in his strident
voice. *“ Look here, Jimmy Wilson, what'll you bot you don't sce me at
Beechlands m September. Ly you ten to one in sovereigns I'm there.”

This is too good an opportunity to lose, sceing wy influence is, of
course, sufiicient to provent the bet being won.

** Done," I ssy, and book it.

1 have more whisky, which locsens my tongue, and I rally the big
Scotchman playfully on my triumph, pointing out to him that the men of
brains usually leat the men of musclo after 2.1,

“ Bab ! yc clavering.loon ! ™ e roars out aguin, after he has heard me




