That Man That Knows it All

Washington Post :
Bing hey, the men who knows it all !
ho hasn't heard him prate ?

He loves old stories to recall,
And spins them while you wait ;

His good advice he scatters wide,
Tells what will sure befall,

Unless you let him be your guide—
The man who knows itall |

Bing hey, the man who knows it all
There's nothing can rejoice

Hig soul, unless it forth may call
The music of his voice ;

What fearful crushing grief would come
To fill his life with gall,

Should he some day be stricken dumb
The man who knows it alll

UNCLE PAT

CHAPTER I.

DALCHOSNIE.,

‘ It's an abominable naisanoe ! "’

The speaker, old Pat Monsell, wag one of
$hose ocoasional men one ‘* honors at sight.’
8ix feet two in his home-knit hose, big in
proportion, with she head of a lion (a some.
what aged and humorous lior ), with shaggy
white eyebrows and black pie ccing eyes, he
looked, as he jumped up to re till his pipe in
the Dalchosnie smoking roon , the inoar-
nation of hale, vigorous old age, and every
inch a gentleman.

*I don’t see it in that lig t,” rejoined
Mr. Dawleigh, a wiry little » .an of some
thirty summers,* it seems to e about the
jolliest thing that could have nappsned.”

“Ah!" said Mr. Monssll, with a sigh
that was almest a grosn; “ y.u see, Daw-
leigh, you don't quite know--you don't—
comprehend the—she situatio. Thereare
difficulties. There are comp ioations. In
the first place, shere is hec oconfounded
Harry.”

““ Well, he is ooming, of oourse. The
more the merrier. By the way, who is this
Harry Wynter? "

“Whoishe? Heisa cousin of these
Hanovers | ”’ the old man blurted out with
an intonation which indioated a different
feeling from the half-humorous discontent
with which the conversation had hitherto
been oarried on.

“Ah! Now we are getting at it! A
oousin of the Hanovers. 7These Hanovers !
and therefore regarded with soant ceremony
by Mr. Monsell. Now what on earth is the
meaning of your unreasonable hatred to
poor Hanover?”

For a moment the shaggy white eyebrows
were drawn down in a heavy frown, and
$here was a stern light in the old man's
black eyes, but it was for a moment only,
and Mr. Monsell refrained from any more
definite answer than might be gathered
from these vague intimations.

‘“He is & harmless old plutocrat if ever
there was one,” Dawleigh ran on,“and to
tell you the truth, I feel at times a sort of
Bneaking pity for him. Poor beggar!

. What's the good of millions, after all, if
you have neither heart nor health to enjoy
shem ? "

*No! Idon'tthink he doesenjoy tham ! '
said Mr. Moneell, reflectively. * However,
‘we were speaking of Wynter. Itisa curious
faot, Dawleigh, that nowadays youngfellows
who oan do nothing else take. to the Arg
business, just as the old ones take to the
wine business. Harry Wynter hasfollowed
#uit. He belongs to the New School ; he ig
one of Messieurs Les Impressionistes. Turn

Wynter's pictures one way and you have the
ghost of a landscape and sky piotare; turn
16 topsy-turvy snd you have the speotre of a
#ea and ocload picture, Well, well! for all
this he is an honest, good-natured, good-
looking boy. By-the-bye,” and the old gen-
tleman leaned across $0 Dawleigh in & oon-
fidential manner,* it may interest you to
know that once upon a time he was remark-
ably sweet on Mies Joanna Hanover.”

“Indeed!”

“Yes! Calf love, of course, but there
Wwas no mistake about it! No mistake a$
all, Dawleigh,” and Mr. Monsell repeated
the last words with & grim smile of amuse-
ment, as he notioed & swinge of annoyance
on his companion’s face.

“Is he as rioh as his golden cougin ? "
asked Dawleigh.

‘“Four hurdred a year, all $old! D'ye
know, Dawleigh, I have observed that more
young fellows go to the devil on that sum
$han on any other!"

“It has been done on less, sir, I assure
you. Btill, when it comes to marrying on
1%, City office, Camberwell stucco——"

“Tuat! tut! Fanny will never want!"
rejoined Monsgell, quickly. * I ghall take
care of that. It is nos the money, and I
8m not sure it is the man. bus I— The
faok is, I can't explain it to you, Dawleigh.
As I said before, there are ocomplioations,
but I don's like she matoh, and I don't oare

about these swo coming here, but I could
not help myself. How on earth could I
know these Hanovers werehere till I came ?
Then atter the rumpus at the reotory your
aunt took the matter in hand and go the
girl is coming.”

‘' The dear girl, Chief. Come now, you
koow it is the dear girl,” said Mr. Daw.
leigh, as the old man rose and paced the
Toom uneasily.

‘' Bo it is, Dawleigh!” gaid the old man,
gladly, a lock of tenderness brightening
his rugged face. *I wish it had been any
other place but this !"

t- “ I daresay she will be glad enough to be
quit of the Reotory for a time, sir,” said
Dawleigh.

‘ She would have been happy enough
there but for Mrs. Baldew," rejoined Mon-
sell, gharply. “ I might have known there
would be a rumpus some day or other. Any
girl of spirit was bound $o break out sooner
or later. This is the result! "

‘ A very proper and natural result $oo.
I oan't undersiand why it upsets you.
Why, as long a8 I can remember you have
been in the habit—an exasperating habis,
let me tell you, Chief—of raving about this
Faony. To my ocertain knowledge you
oarry Her letters in your bacoy-pounch, and

fetoh 'em out when yon think I am no$
looking ; and now that she is coming ——''
He stopped- suddenly, for here the door
opened and Miss Dawleigh appeared on the
threshold. Mr. Monsell jumped up and
offered her a chair without a word. Like
her nephew, she was small and actively
built—built for fighting, he used to 8ay.
Her face was redder and her eyes more im.-
perious than his. There was a combative
look about her mouth and she held herself
as straight as a dart.

“ Don'’t move,” she said. I never invade
your sanctum unless I havesomething par.

her in Edinbargh and she comes on here
the next day.”

‘* Bless the man! D'ye mean to say yon
are not going to meet her yourself ? "'
“You see

‘ Well, I had nos thought of if.

she travels with her maid, and——
““Of course you must go and meet her
Your parson brother and his wife ought to
have geen to this. Upon my word, every.
thing seems to have been muddled a¢ the

Reotory.”
“ I'll gee to it, Miss Dawleigh. I'll seeto !
it,” said Mr. Monsell, nervously.

“To he sure you will. I want to'knowi
the rights of this engagement. Oh, it's no
use asking you about is,” she ran on, with
good-natured contempt. ‘‘Men don't
underatand these things. I shall agk Fanny
hergelt. But you can tell me about young
Wynter." 5
“‘I've just been telling Dawleigh, ma'am,
that your frisnd, Miss Joanna Hanover,
used to take an interestin him,"

‘' Many years sgo, I should think,” she
interposed, sharply. ]
““ Well, yes ; of course, it was before Miss
Joanua letv Camden Town. Before she was
oalied to the exalted duties and splendors
of Upper Brook streef.”
Miss Dawleigh s:00d looking abatractedly
at her nephew. Bhe was a very shrewd-
sighted livtle lady,indeed, and this reference
to Mise Josnna suggested some intoresting
points of speoulation. .
“I will wais for the rest $ill Fanny
comes,” she said at last with a brisk little
nod, and s sharpening of the combative
look about her mouth. * As you are going
by the firss train you will have to make an
early start, so I'll wish you a good night.
Everything in apple-pie order.”
“1 am off, tco," said Mr. Dawleigh, with
& yawn. * Good night, Chief. Another
peep at the secrets of that baoccy-pouch,
and you will have pleasant dreams.”
As soon as Mr. Dawleigh left him, the
old gentleman procesded to light _another
pipe—first of all, however, removing Miss
Fanny’s last letter from his tobaocco-poach
for're-pernsal :
* DEAR UNcLE Par,—* Hurrah! Itisall
settled ! Busan and I start on Wednesday
morning, and Harry will meet us at _the
Waverley station. I am so glad, for since
the ‘ row’ I can't bear the Rectory. Every-
thing is changed. It was awful while it
lasted ; but I could not help it.” Mrs. Bal.
dew went on like a mad woman about that
horrid Mr. Marshall, till at last I gave her
a bit of my mind, and eaid that Harry was
worth a dozen of her Marehalls. Then she
lost her head entirely, and—oalled me—
what do you think? ‘Nobody's child!’
Never would she have dared say vhatif you
had been there. Never ! I felt dreadfally
ill and cold. I believe all my color must
have jumped on to' Harry’s cheeks, for he
came up flaming, and told ber to her face
she was a oruel woman, Fanoy that from
Harry ! Then he kissed me—and we are
engaged. Oh, dear, I wish you had been
there ; you are so ssrong and good. I re-
member how you used to carry me about ag
if I was ababy in that fever. But I am
coming! I am coming! My heart's in
the Highlands already !

‘“ Your loving Faxny,
** P. 8.—Desr uncle Pat, you must tell
me whas Mra. Baldew meant."
He conned it over #ill his pipe was
finished, and theneat gazing abstractedly
at the folded paper. Lhere was very deep
trouble in the old man’s faoce. Fanny's
proposed visi¢ o Dalchosnie filled him
with vague alarm and anxiety. The half-
humorous petulance he had expressed so
Dawleigh was a mere mask to a paseionate
emotion which he could not wholly con-
trol into silence. The one happiness of
his life (for years now it had filled his
world with the brightness and gladness of
& dream) seemed a$ last to be slipping away
from him, and old sgs lay before him,
solitary, oheerless, without a gleam of san-
shine
And yet what could he do ? Nothing but
hope. Hope and try to persuade himeelf
that he was suggesting the danger he fore-
saw. ‘
With a heavy sigh Mr. Monsell retarned
the letter to his ponoh, and lit his bed.
room oandle. Oa his way upstairs helooked
into her bedroom. Everything was as trim
and neat, as aweet and cosy, a8 & woman's
hand could make it.
He parted the lace curtains and threw
open the window. Late as it was, the day-
light ot the northern summer still lingered
in that tender luminous ocirole along the
hilla which is oalled the weather gleam—
& pure grey green brightness between the
dark ridges and the dull statuary clouds.
Here and there a thin film of vapor fioated
motionless, and the eye rested on it as on
some happy isle in some celestial sea.
Before him rose the black ridge line of
Bchichallion, with its great quartz cone
islanded in the tranquil light, and beside
the peak a mlitary star shone clear and
gilvery.
It would be difficult to pick out a man as
little affected by his surroundings as old Pat
Monsell. His interest was centred in men
and women and the incidents of actual life.
Landscaps and atmospherio effect did not
ooncern him. And yet to-night as he looked
up at Bchichallion there was something in
this still and magicsl picture whioh in a
vague way arrested him.

Schiehallion! In his school days, the
very name had been a dreamy sort of
poem. And what was it that he scarcely
now remembered, that invested the moun.
$ain with a ourious mystery ? In an indis.
tinct way he began to recall the long.
forgotten lessons. Ah, yes! it was on
Schiehallion that sumeone made experi.
ment on the sttraotion of mountaing—and
was not the lead of the plumb.line sucked
in o the great rocky wall? He did not
quite understand the matter even now. In
those days he remembered, Schiehallion
seemed 10 belong to those terrible en.
chanted mountaine which drew ou$ the
iron rivets and bolts of passing phips, and
littered the outlying reefs with wreckage
and the whitened bones of mariners,

As these dim old fancies passed through
his mind, the clear solitary star shone
placidly in the grey green light about the
big cone, and the mist gathered deeper and
whiter among the pines.

What strange presentiment was this that
had begun to steal over him ? What if,
indeed, Schiehallion possessed some weird
power of attraction, and was drawing
Sogether in itsshade the lives of men and
women ?

Hanover, tke one man he hated and
dreaded, was there—he himself was in the

tioular to say. Now—what about meeting
Fanny to-morrow ? "'
“All arranged, ma'am. Mr.Wynter meets

w—Fanny and her lover were com.
at deitiny had the future in store
for them ?

t

He looked up at the stern peak with a
momentary feeling of eeriness, then laughed
at his own foolishness, and the clear soli-
tary star shene $ranquilly in the weather

gleam.
CHAPTER II.

CONCERNING MR, MONSELL.

The Monselis were kaown asa dead-level
family. There had been dootors, lawyers,
clergymen, county squires, aushors, and
university professors among them, but un-
til the advent of this Patrick never a Mon.
sell stepped out of the dead-level rut. In
Patriok, however, the dormant dash and
devilry of the family seemed to have
concentrated.

His mother was Irish, and that might
have had something o do with it ; but
then, again, his brother J ack, the Parson
at Peckham (she living was an appendage
advowson belonging to the family), glided
into the dead.level business with conserva-
tive inertia.

Pat was a wild boy at school, where he
fought himself into lasting friendships, and
still wilder at Oxtord, where he reversed
the traditions of the family, and became
known as ““Mad Mongell.” Acoording to
accepted history his esoapades had been
bad enough to earn him the title ten times
over ; but how far they had been planned
a8 & protest againet certain undergraduate
grievances or by way of reprisal for certain
wrongs, will never be known. Those two
uneasy ladies at Peckham—Parson Jaok's
wife and her sister Mrs. Baldew—had so
enlurged and colored them for the benefit
of their hearers shat poor Pat shared with
Napoleon and other distiuguished person-
agea the honor of owning a legend.

Though no one could sell what he had or
had not done, every one knew that he had
been sent down, and shat forthwith the
Wanderlust had seized him and hurried
him over half the globe. He had tracked
the lion's spoor on the snowfields of the
Himalayas ; he had bought blue and soarlet
fish from Oingalese fishermen perched far
out at sea on the outriggers of their
oatamarans ; he had run down wapiti on
the sandy plaine of the North Platte ; he
had sipped mate with Banta Coloma
during one of those fiery ontbreaks in the
Banda Oriental ; he had sledged under the
weird glow of the midnight sun. If it so
happened that any old schoolfellow had
come to grief, if any friend had had the
misfortune %o get on the shady side of the
skreet, Pat was gure to be there or there.
about to help him, not only wish his purase
(for he was a rich man), but with all his
heart and soul.

But Woman, the ideal Woman, was his
weak point. In his reckless and uncompro-
mising championship for the sex the knight
of Lia Mancha was nowhere.

He oame back to London at forty every
whit a8 young as he had lefs it—just as
indomitably energetio, just as ready to be
up and doing something for somebody.
There was plenty to do. They were hard
times. Want and misery orept and
cowered on all sides of them. He conld
not be idle, so he took to what has since
become the fashionable pastime of slum.
ming.

Ho gave his money freely, and no doub
was a8 freely saken in, but he had the satis.
faction of knowing that he had at leass
snatched one family from destitution and
death.

There they were—three of them, man,
wite and child, refined people, literally dying
of starvation in & poor garret, within half
a mile of the rectory gates.

And this was their story.

A younger brother, clerk in the great
house of Hanover & Co., had been acoased
of embezzlement. Now old Hanover, a
*‘ dour " sort of man, whose soul was in
the oity and oity ways, had never liked this
young Burford. He was the * Idle Ap-
prentice "'—a fellow who liked to cus she
dash and roffle it with others who oould
jingle ten times his money in their poockets
s fellow who would dress up to the latest
mode, ride in the row, talk of his sporting
clab, and flatter his race.book in your face.
In short, according o Mr. Hanover's idea,
he was travelling the well-worn road to
ruin in the most approved fashion.

Burford’s father, a Manchester man,
had started the very businessthat Hanover
had built up into such gigantic propor-
tions. He was poor and dreamy ; Han-
over wag rioh, unscraupulons and energetic.
Barford sowed the seed and Hanover
reaped the grain. Some said old Burford
had been badly used. Others that Han-
over had long squsred any balance by
baving borne so long with the Idle
Apprentice,

Af any rate Hanover was glad of this
chanoe of getting rid of him. Doubly glad
when the migerable inquiry disolosed the
startling fact shat his own and only son—
the man in trust—had not only winked at
young Burford's  defaloations, but was
actually married to his sister !

Ol!d Hanover, the man of action, grasped
his nettle at once. Absolutely and uncon-
ditionally they must akide by his deoigion,
or the law must take its course.

Burford must be sent abous his business;
the rest of the family must clear out of
London ; and as for the recaloitrant son he
$00 should go to the right about. No half
measures for Hanover pere/! The offender
should be sent straight off to Bermuda, and
there stay at the tyrant's will and pleasure
to look after the West Indian properties
belonging to the house. He muss go with.
out his wife, too, for there must be nothing
to hamper him in retrieving his position,
Moreover, there should be no nonsensical
leave.taking—no scene—no stipulations.
The thing must be stamped out then and
there.

Bo utterly cowed was the young man by
thib buret of parental anger, so afraid of
being cut off for ever from London, frem
his Club, and from all that made life so
delightful, that he yielded without a
struggle.

Never was s0 abject a cur! Within
$wenty-four hours he actually sailed for the
West with no more leave.-taking than a
letter preaching patience and submission
0 his young wife.

The idls Apprentice was hustled off to
Augtralia, where he shortly died, and the
dispersal wag completed by the elder Bur-
ford (who had already pinched himself in
keeping the prodigal from utter ruin) taking
his small household to the village of Beck-
enham,

This was not remote enough toplace him
beyond the reach of the great man's ran-
cour. They were fairly pelted with insults
—whipped with obloguy. They had in-
veigled bis son into this marriage. They
had participaied in the plunder. He even in-
tercepted letters between husband and wile,

and then formally proposed s separation. To
such a length did go carry his perseousion
that when the child was born they deter-
mined he should not know of it.

And henever did ! There was no diffi.
oulty in keeping it from him, and she deash
of the unfortunate mother, whioch happened
some ten days after, pusan end to his hos-
tilisy.

Now a8 the young wife had never hinted
one word abous the expected baby to her
husband, intending to keep it as & tender
surprise and an irresistible living appeal
to the grandfather, it go happened shat the
poor soul was buried there as Beckenham
without the father or grandfathsr having
the slightest notion of the ohild's exigs-
ence. Burford took charge of is with
the solemn injanotion that it was to be
kept from old Eanover. The father—in
8pite of his weakness, his selfishnese, his
desertion, she loved him still—the father
would return and claim it, bus sill shen
no one must know of it.

Burford's resentment leaped with the
dying mother's wishes. He had never
taken to young Hanover; events had
proved him a poor, spiritless egotist, with-
ont even sufficient pluck to defend either
himselt or his wife. And now the wite lay
dead and oold, the tie that boand them to
the Hanovers was broken forever No
Hanover shonld ever have the ohild !
None! None! They had been the bane of
the Burfords from first to last. Now les
them rot !

Aocoordingly, with all posgjble speed, the
baby was sent to an om.of}he-wny farm.
house in Essex. Barford sold his scanty
furniture, returned to London, and settled
down under the assumed name of Pentland.

And a tough job Mr. Pensland had of
it! He could paint in a niggling way and
8ot a niggling price for his produoc.
tions. What ocared he, thoogh, o
long as his wife ocame back from
her little pilgrimages to that Essex
farm-house and oould tell him thas the
baby was orowing and growing and becom-
ing the very image of her mother.

When fever seized him the wile took
up the bresd-winning, and then began the
struggle in grim earnest. No one would
have recegnised Burford's wife in the
shabby, hollow-eyed woman that tramped
about with the poor sketches. Bhe never
despaired, thjough ; she had abundant faith
and patiense. As long as little Fanny
throve it did not matter ; and, with the
proud obstinacy that belongs to hyper-
sensitive pecple, they sought help from no
one.

Then cams the dark hour when she could
$ramp no lorger, when there was no food or
fire in the house, when the trembling lips
ocould soarcely cry patience. Hambly and
earnestly shs prayed for help ; and lo ! one
fice morning, in stalked thair big, burly
deliverer, and her prayers were heard. The
papers wereteerhing with hard oases, but
Pat Mongell firmly believed this partioular
caseto be the most pitiful thas had ever
come to light. In a couple of days they
were in gocd, olean, airy lodgings ; and
there, as regularly as she sun, came the
sapplies for the day; not merely the
necessary beef and matton, but what is so
iaexpressibly dear so the invalid, fresh
Iruit and flowers ; and, perhaps the most
precious of all, the strong, rugged face of
sheir big, breezy, bustling savionr.

Small wonder they took fresh life and
hears ! It was daring convalesoence, when
an extraordinery friendship had already
begun to spring ap between the two men,
thas Monsgell heard the story and gnashed
his teeth at it.

Young Hanover have the child, after
that ! Never! Anda huge drop splashed
from the eyes of the recording angel, as
for form's sake he insoribed Pat’s mighty
protestation. No! What they would do
would be to take she ohild to some quiet
country place, and there bring her up as
Pentland's own. Why, bappy thoughs !
he was building a yachs as Gosport. There
was a large, red brick oottage at Btok s
Bay, with a ocapital garden, to be let 3
thither they could go, and Pentland could
look after she embellishments snd fitsings
of the boat.

So, with another turn of fortune's wheel,
the Pentlands found themselves one sunny
June established in snug quarters overlook-
ing the Bolent. The wife fetched the child.
Pentland arranged a studio after his own
heart, and Mr, Mongell bounded into all the
new arrangements with red hot sympathy
He knew no more about art than the man
in the moon, but he would sit and smoke
and nod away for an hour ata stretch
while his friend discoursed learnedly on the
merits of this school and that. And,
sirange to tell—such is the foroe of
sympathy—a veritable inspiration had
fallen on Pentland. Hig oanvases began
%o reveal poseibilities of actual genius ;
Monsell they were marvels of art; and
Pat, too, fels the happy quietude of the
place. He no longer chafed at a humdrum
life—no longer itched to g0 a-gadding ; he
became domestioated, worked like two men
in the garden, and began to take an uncom-
mon inseress in she child.

Baby Fanny made a lodging for hercelf
in his heart, from which, as long as thas
heart beat, she was nos to be ejested. He
was head nurge as well as head-gardener,
and the child wounld be quiet with him
when she would be quiet with no one else.

All these matters were discussed af
Parson Jack's rectory with no little heart-
burning by the ladies. Mrs. Baldew was
especially bitter. But what oared Pat
Monsell ? He was happy—when he came
%o think of it, he wondered when he had
been so happy. Then, suddenly, withont
warning, the end came. No one quite
knew how it happened.

He had parted with them one evening at
Bouthampten on his way to London. The
Tern was to drop back with the tide and
land them at Stokes Bay. An awkward
breeze sprang up though, and in the pitchy
darkness that overtook them the yacht’s
boat was capsized as they were landing.
Listle help on such a night as that! All
that mortal man oould do Captain Boyd
did. He flashed lighte—he threw life.
belts—he even beached the yaoht in hig
frantic endeavors o give some help —bus
poor Pentland was the only soul who man.-
aged to reach the shore alive.

The shock killed, him, though. And
Monsell arrived just in time the next morn.
ing to take his hand and hear his last
words.

Simple enough they were !

‘* God bless you ! Take oare of Fanny I"

Then Monsell went out and stared
vaosntly at the blue sea. Of late his life
had been o interwoven with theirs sthat he

' wondered he was standing there alive. The

soft round hills of the Iele of Wight
hazier and hazier when he reoslled the
poor fellow's. simple life, his misfortunes,
his brava wife's devotion, and their tra,
end. It did him good o repeat aloud the
uncomplaining words in which they had
epoken of their own tronbles and of their
undying gratitude to him.

In an hour he went in with his mind and
purpose set. He would break upthis home
of bitter memories and leave England ag
once. Baby Fanny should be bis life
charge. He would place her at the Reotory
with his brother and his wife, where she
would be tenderly reared as Pentland’s
child, and where he oould watoh her
growsh.

A message flashed up to Pamon John,
and Parson John came down,

“ John," said he to him, “don's talk
much, bus listen. You are a god fellow at
heart, and Mary is a good womin. I wané
you to take charge of Pentlud’s ohild.
Understand, T adops the childand it will
be my business to provide for hr, [ shall
give you £400 a year, and theonly condi.
tion I make is shat no inquiy shsll be
made about her parents. Teirs is the
saddess story in the world, ILet it be
buried with them. Agk yomwife if she
agrees. If she does, she must 2t a good-
tempered nurse and I will brig the child
to the Reotory myself. Attenshe funeral
with me to-morrow morning ad wire Yes
or No when you get baok.”

Mrs. John did not hesitate ong. They
were not rich, and here were fur hundred
solid ressons why she shouli acoept the
trast and respeot the condiops. Apart
from this, though, her womaly inssinots
had been touched. She was tildless, and
when her John came back anc with bated
breath told his  story,from thag
moment her heart yearneaiowards the
forlorn babe,

'Tis true she prepared eemart listle
speech for Mr. Patriok, bat wen, abont g
week after the funeral, he didome—a¢ the
very firat sight of the big, eicken man,
with the sleeping child in B arme—the
words died on her lips and shinstinosively
held out her hands.

‘“ Thank you, Mary,” he &d, giving her
the ohild with secres elationa his hears at
this good augury. ¢« Thik you both.
John has told you my wishe We will go
to you lawyer to-morrow ad make the
arrangement secure. You sed be under
no anxiety as to the future :us remember,
write regularly—once a werat least—and
tell me how she is gesting o”

He came the evening bere he started
again on his wanderings ansaw the nurse
and saw little Fanny in heot. Then be
jaomped into a hansom andowled away to
oatch the Continental expri—en route for
Brindisi.

At that moment the sunsas weskering
over Bermuda, and young snover, sick of
his exile, was wondering b muoch longer
he would have to wais for ¢ cauntankerous
old boy's permission to retn to the de-
lights of civilization—oncesre a free man,

CHAPTER I.

CONCERNING MISSINNY,

Mrs. John kept her tru loyally, She
devoted all her energies sor charge, and
to Mr. Monsell's satisfact: and delight,
litsle Fanny throve apacend filled the
ll}itlherto sombre Reotory w new life and
18

Mre. Baldew was Mrs, dn's counsellor
and guide in all nursery tmles. She had
married two husbands ancas a lady of
immense experience. Mraaldow’s sym.
pathy was only equalled ther cariogity.
She dearly wanted to knowne rights aboat
the child and whether Patk’s money was
to go clean out of the fay. But Mra.
John wasocanny. Bhe key lively remem-
brance of the particnlar sion which her
bread was buttered, andnoreover, ghe
could say, and say trathfa thas she knew
nothing but what Mr. Patk had told her.

‘When Miss Fanny, at tlipe age of four,
choge to be very iil with nsles, these two
good ladies wore themselvait wish watoh-
ing and nursing. Bo ill vehe that Uncle
Pat had to be summoned.lappily, when
he arrived the danger wa er, bat he took
his tarn at the nursing, awhon the little
patient was able to sit upalf filleq the
nursery with toys. It wafavorite pas-
time with Miss Fanny toake him ack
every animal in the big N's Ark, from
the elephant to the mouediis wonderfual
impersonations of the latwith a string
tied to hia coat for a tail, d his extra.
ordinary equeak when shiag pulled, sent
her into paroxysmes of del;,

To the child there was me like Uncle
Pat, and Unocle Pat knew nd rejoioed.

These gcreams of laughand ‘the old
man’s never $iring playfss ges Mrs.
Baldew thinking more anore. At lass
a happy thought struck h¢ She had been
taking a look at Fanny age child lay
asleep, when suddenly #artling idea
flasbed upon her.

“ Mary!" ghe whieperecitedly, poing-
ing to the ohild with draic intensity,
‘““ do you see it 2"

‘“ 8se what, dear 2" palpes Mrs John.

‘“ Her mouth | If thai's a Mongell
mouth, what is it 2"

‘¢ Good gracious I"" exolad Mrs, John,
leaning over the child.

She looked and she g8z: She turned
her head this way and t way. Bhe
peered into the little sleepiface with its
small red lips half open, wlMrs. Baldew
held the candle over her hiike & second
Caseandra.

In the midst of shis in ted My, Pat.
riok himself. The strangeitude of the
two ladies alarmed him.

* Is she—is she worse ?"ngked, in an
eager whisper.

Whereupon the two Ia, oaught in
flagrante delicto, jumped upltily.

* We were noticing bquietly ghe
sleeps,’’ stammered Mrs. Jy as she took
refuge in a chair.

‘“ My dear Mary!” ui&rs.!tuldew,
afterwards, * the likeness iimi kable!
—and did you notice, myar, Fhat a
strange look he had when heke| if she
was worce? Mary! takey wrd for
it—"  And Mrs. Baldew fheder sen.
tence with a series of slc grae nods
which made her sister vagu unds Y.

Once on this mysterionnd j viting
track Mrs. Baldew pursuihe nquiry
with inexhaustible - ingenui bu hough
it was easy to mcoumulatiusgh ons, it
wag impossible $0 obtain meest Foof.

In course of time it waas coved , and
Mrs. Baldew made it shockily ¢rasive,

that Fanny was a dunce, tb Fiy was

rebellious, that Fanny hal h books,

shirked her lessons, and raléhebuse.
Bhe needed restraint and sci ne, and

—



