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MY AIJSTRALIAN COUSIN.
(Cm18iei c.)

"Don't you really like lawni-tennis, jini F" ahc says ane afternoon, as
we are aitting under a magnificent beech waiting for sorte neigbbouting
lunatics ta arrive and exhaust themselves.

1 amn going ta say 1 detest it, but one bas ta bc cautious, sa 1 su àvoly
murmur that, thaugb a charming relaxation, literature takes up 50 niany
hours-and I certaînly do spend à great deal of tume in the club readistg-
roarr-that 1 have neyer had any apportunity ai practising.

She is interested.
IlI thougbt ail Englishinîn were lawn-tenni8oniaus," she sa>a. IlBut

you are literary. I)a tell me aIl about it l
Il I i8 a very large sut;j.ct," 1 reply, vaguely remembering Mr. l'ick-

wick's remark to Counit Smirltork.
IWehi, tell uec sometbitig abuut a bit ai it," she answcrs, and I rather

think thtue is a satitical gleamn under bier long cyelasbes.
"What shahl 1 tell you ?" 1 say, looking as iutellectual as possible.

Telme your omrn experiences."
.N>' experienccs hav-e chieily bee» comprised in pubiebing one volume

af paems at niy ovra cxptnsc which didn't seli, and in writing verses for
variaus ncwly-8tarttd pcriodicals wbicb didn't pay. But ibis bare stato-
.mcnt of lact wouid bc simpiy repulsive, s0 I draw on my imagination and
Sreatiy interest my cousin.

IlAnd do )ou Write soa ai the articles in the paper ?" Ilshe says.
Titis is sale ground, thanks to the anonymous system ina England. Sa I

~bnldiy avouch myschf a daiiy and weckly leader writcr, mysteriausly re-
amarking that it is a rule not ta idcntify oiîe's productions, but tbat she
.ofîcn reads mine without knowing il.

IlOh, bow delightfui, ui! I had no idea," shc sayé, ber cyes spark-
ling with enthusiasm, Ilthat 1 had a great English Iilttraztcur as niy cousin'
1 must tell papa ; hc'll bc s0 interested!"I

This is awkward. To ask lier flot to tell my uncle ivbfl look as if 1 did
flot car.fidc in L.im , ta letci er telli bu gives tht. chance of bis ptirsuing tht
subject toa zealous.y, and bc is a painfully literaI man, I fled, witb very
littie imagination about bum. However, on the wbale I decide to let events
taire their caursc. Iesides, even if sise said ahe wouldn't tell him, ai
course shse would.

", ra ust be a fine tbin)g ta bave a talent for writing," says Amy medi
tativeîy. I think inwardiy it is a far finer tbing ta bave gond pay for ii
but 1 say notbing, onîy contcmpîate earncstly and z;tbetically a rosebud
abe bas given nie as a Ilbuttonhole."

-WhaI are yau atudying in that rosebud sa intently ?"I she says at last,
1U i ctended sise sbouid.
As Ma»y tbings, my pretty cousin," I say drearaily (now is the tinît ta

ISomec Miy waoing); parîicuiariy the charnis of the girl Who gave ià ta

She docsn't blues or droop ber face. Na, 3he laugbs-rathcr laudiy
too.

IlOh, J ins, how sentimental Sou arc."'
" Il is a sentimental bour," 1 answer, Iland the genius of the place and

time is sitting besidc me. Da yau ibink, my cousin Amy-"
"l Hcrt o ail are !"is bawled behind me, and the tennis-psrty camne

into view.
Amy riscs Ia greet hcr friends. I ami introduced, bow very coidly, and

sestimc my place an the seat, wbilc my cousin and tht other players range
t:.e1nsrlves for the fatiguirng pastime. The gond-looking lacal doctar, Wtho
is a craick player, ii ai Amys sdc. What idiots thcy ail look, ru3h.ng
;about ina ibist wy 'And Amy is as mad as any £f itcm. .1 hope .Mac
lavisb is wrong, but it ccutain'y stemis as if she valued physical marc than
mnrtal gaits. lbut 1 have grcat failli in niy own powers ofi persuasion, and
we shaîl sec. Mcanwhiic I recline gracefully under the becb and look

%4y uncle strides up. lic always %walks lake a dragoon.
"Goad news,Juim Thc sc.rses wil! l., lacre by rmidJ.ay train ta maorrow.

So yau and Amy cars cxpîorc aur Dzvon ae"
G;ood ncws: I rbudd-r .ts I make a glaastly attemîli at a smilo of coil y-

ment. Well, I h %te riddcn, and I cati, 1 suppose, du su ab.ain ifi1 cao pick
Cult aio tht brutes that is cnfebled and fatigucd by bis railway journcy.

",Dan't>oup~.ay lawn-tencis I Tbought ail you Engîish 3our.gsters
.did." continues my uncle, eycing me samcwbax curiously.

IlNo, 1 neyer praciiscd il," 1 answrer.
il Fane hcaliby extrcisc-braccs every niuqcIe ; I like ta sec it," hc

'rjine, IiShting a very full flavourtd cîgar, and takin.- a seat "but for
~cecisc, ni' boy, you should camne ta Australia; bc ina tht saddle tram
dawn îa daik ; rido sevcnty miles ta visit a neighbour. Ah, we ahould
bave made a mian of you there," hie adds good.naturedly, as bc, I suppose,
thinks.

1 consider il impertinence. Bûit whai can you say ta a rich uncle when
you vant la marry bis daugbter ?

Darkness ends tht match. liigh-tea-whicb is birbarous, as I tbirsk-
and a good deal of tastiîc nairth fuliow. Then we adjjus s tu, tht lilliaid-
roani, tite ladies Ioaking on. The dictor and tht lawyer thînki thecy cals
play, Thcy'vc bath gat moîacy, and I dcîcrmine ta case thcm af a Etile.
1Il play datik Ilaccordingly, as a pircliminazy, iben say carclcssiy:

- Vhat shal we play for? Il
"4For lave," says my uncle decisiveîy. 'Il nu my be prejudice, but 1

dans't likc cithier card or billiard îlaying for mancy-in my hou!c, at any
rate. You agrec with ne, Jim, 1 know, as 1 rciember thc other day you

spokie as tbey dcserved of the billiard-aharpers in London, and vcry pro.
perly expressed your batrcd of making a gain af the game."

Confound him ! what a memory hie bas.

CHAPTER III.

Sanie wceks bave passed. I have had terrifie exporiences. I have
riddcn about the country with my cousin on a chestnut mare of most un
certain teniper and fiend Rire treachery. Sooeehow 1 have managed, ;n
general, to stick on. But on one aftcrnoon the marc took to kicking near
a duck-pand, and ultimateiy ahot m: over ber head into it. Amy screamed
-lut with sympathy, but writh laughtcr But 1 have endured this and
the dogs-when I'mi master lit Beechlands we'll pretty soan have an alteri.
lion thcre in thiat rcspect-wbich arc like so many demons, and the lawn.
tennis, in which I have sprained my tendons as il seems ta me cn iiia$ts,
and tho pigai, bullocks, and poultry, and 1 have reaped the reward of rry
pcrscverancc. Amuy anid I are enga-c-4 , and as tar aa a fcw judicious
enquitrs go, I thir.k, even during xny uncle's lifetinie, we shail have a
very nice jaîcomne. Mlorrover, hz bas agreed with me that tbough we are
to live wiîh him, a London bouse for the season is a necessity. And my
literary labours- for, I. ai course, lay mîicb stress an the self-respect which
will nul permit nie ta ]ive idie on my wçife's money-vill afford me plenty
af opportunities ai running up t0 town.

Oiae immnediate gaod resuits fromn the engagement. 1 can go and
triumphantly crow over Mactavish. Sa I look in again at bie rooma, find
hims as usual smoking and rcading ane of lais 8tupid atbletic papers, and
astonjah bu by rny news so much that bie drops bis pipe.

"lY,.u're a fortunate man," he ays dryly. The Scotch and whisky
stage bas flot yet set in, and Mlactavisb is a sarcaatic Sauthern af the mast
coniventional type. "lA particularly fartunate man."

I venture ta think thst Amy is alsa a fortunate woman," 1 remark,
somcwhat camplacently.

IlUndoubtedly sise is," hie replies coolly, Ilif she b: as pretty and as
Weil dawered as Sou describe," as if she bad no atber reason whatever for
beis2g sa, cons.idercd. Il Il ppears to me that the young lady has m:sdc
rather a hurried choice, but perbaps ils range was limited in Devonsbire."

IIf it bad been unhimuîed," 1 say warmly,"I the resuit, I flatter myscîf,
would bave been the sanie."

"lAh, I darc say you do," says M1iactavish, muzing biniscîf sanie
whisky, and passing the bottle ta nie. He takes a mighty galp, and reiter-
ates : IlI dare say you do." Thon meditatively: Did you say yonr
uncle's name wis Ferdinand?"

"Ferdinand Wilson, the B.-echlands, South Da-voc."
"Then an aid chuni ai mine, Fred Hiillertin, was in Australia somte

ycars ago, and was very thîick with bum."
IlIndeed," I rcply, somcwbat supercilionsly. "l 1 dare say hce had many

colonial frienda."
",But this is not a colonial friend. Fred H1ilierton'a ini the Civil Ser-

vice, like myself, but tricd bis hand first in the colonies. And bis brother,
the literary swell, you've of course heard cf, seeiog, you'rc aIl in the swim -
or say you are."

Disregarding the nasty insinuation thai lies in that last remark, I answer
that Hillerton's naine secini familiar, tbough I cannai si that moment
identi'; il.

IlWby, yc gaurnei ! "- -he is naw gething disagrecable and whiskified,
also Scotch-" ye gowh! George Iillerton, Ned's eIder brother, is editar
of The .Slaslier; cverybody, I should tbink, kncw that, and surely you, wha
are always jawing aboct >-our intellectual pursuits, know il wcll. 1 must
tell Hlillerton where bis Air. Wilsan's ta bc found."

I don'î pay much attention ta bis. IfI ad, prabably tberesuitoaithis
story woulJ have be» differcnt. But 1 bcgin ta think 1 hate Alister Mac
tavish, and wander bow aur intimacy began. Great, rad monstacbed,
clumsy giant: wi.b no poctry in bis sout. But bie had bast a good many
savereigns, wl'icb 1 had won at pool, and hence, perhaps, I have regarde,'
bini in a différcent light.

IlYou wont sec much of me, yaung man, wheu Vi' mirricd," I men-
tally ..olilrcquise, Iland preciaus goud carc l'Il laake 1'e.ectlands dou't
harbqur yau as a visitor."

Il suljqaoso therc'c good partridje sbuotiing ro>und Beechlands ?" lic
restâmes, aiter bce liad filied the rooni with a cloud ai harridly strong
Cavendish.

I understand this remark , but no, Mlsctavisb, I'mn fot quite s0 green as
Son suppvse.

Il Ve 7y litfle, k0 My uncle said," I inswer care]essly.
This is-weil, not quite correct, but aIl is fair in lave and war.
IlIudeed," bc says, with as ranch interest as I shauld tel in a nov gem

in bisse ch~ina. IlWhy, I've beard that the shooting is fine-fine, sir, aIl
round therc."

IlI don't know ; 1 have bigbcr pursuits," I say caldly.
l lc needn' l" spoll1" for an inritati')n ; I'rn noi gaing to introduce bisa

ta rny cousin, wha bas so much admiration for open-air accomplishments.
"lBah 1" hlai roara with a brutal concentration of scorn ina bis strident

voice. I ook bitrc, Jimmny Wilson, what'll you bet you don't sec me at
Ileechlands in Septembcr. Li) you ten ta ane ina savercigns l'in there."

Thbis is loo good an appartunity ta lose, sccing nay influence is, ai
course, sufrncient to jîrovent the bet being wan.

Il ])one,"~ 1 saiy, and book il.
1 have mare Whisky, which loosens my tangue, and I rally the big

Scotchman playfully on my triumph, pointing ont ta bum ihat the men of
brains usually leat thc mecr ai muscle mitcr;J.1

"lBah ! yc ciavcuin 8.ioon 1Il bch roaz out again, a(tcr hc bu heard mc


