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TRUTH.

TWO DAYS IN A LIFETIME,

IN EIGHT CHAPTERS.
By T. W. PEIGHT.
CHATIER VL

Presently the wwse came and carrid
off Mus Luey and  her doll. Lady
Dimedale 100¢ and  jomed Mra, Bo-
wocd.

A minute Jater, a servant came and
presentad the aiptam wath a eard.  The
Intter put on s spectacles, wd read
what wag written on the cad aloud:
«Qfr. Garwoud Biovher, Theatre Royal,
Ryde.” Dent hrow im. Never heard
of the mun bdore,” smd the Captam em-
phatically. . .

“The gentluman js waiting in the
Wy, gir, " tard the renvant,  “Says he
Wwants te fev Yeu en very paticular
business.”

“Humph ! Tcohot for business of any
kind. Too many fhes about. Must seo
him thieugh, I suppose.”

The savant  ctited ; and presently
the Captam followed him_into the house.
Mis. Bowoud and Lady Dimedale linger-
ed for & few minutes, and then they too

went indoors.

As Cuptain Bowood entered the library,
Mr, Liocker vesc and made him a pro.
found bow. Ile was a stoutly-built man,
between fifty and siaty years of age.  He
wore shees 3 gray trousers, very baggy
at the knees; a tightly buttoned frock-
ceat, with a velvet collar; and an old.
fasdizened black satin stoek, tho ends of
which hid whatever portion of his linen
might otherwise have lLeen expused te
view. A jet Mlack wig covered his head,
the long tamgled ends of which floated
mazly over his velvet collar behind, His
clusely shaven foce was blue-black round
the mouth and chin, where the razor had
passed over its surfaco duy after duy for
forty years. The rest of his face looked
yellow and wiinkled, the continual use
of pigments for stage purpeses having
long aga sparled whatever natural fresh-
Ness it might ence have possessed. M,
Bicoker had abLold aquilme nose and
bushy Lrows, and at e¢ne time had been
accounted an cininently handsovine man,
cspeetally when viewed faom before the
fouthghts ; but lus wwust had dizappeared
yaus ago, and thele was a general an
about him «f running to secd. When
Mr. Brooker chiose to put on lis dignified
air, he was vay digmicd.  Fanally, 1t
may be sand that every ono in *‘the pro-
fession” who Laew **eld Brooker,” hiked
and esteagned lnm, and that at least he
was & thorough gentleman,

Having made lus buw, Mr. Brooker
advancad one foot a little, buried one
hand in the breast of his frock-coat, and
let the other rest gracefully on his hip.
It was (no of his favorito stago atti-
tudes.

«Mr. Brooker (7 gaid tho Captain in-
terrogatively, as he come forward with
tho other's card m his hand.

“AL yoursetviee, Captain Bowood."”
Tho voice was ducp, almest sepulchral
in its toncs, it was the veice of Hamlet in
his gloomicst mements.

“Pray, be seated,” xaid the Captain in
]li? offhand way asho tock a chair him-
sclf.

Mr Brocker slowly deposited himself
upon another chair.  He would have pre-
ferred sy g what he had to say standing
as giving more scope for graceful and ap-
Proprinte gestures; but e gave way to
arcumstances. e cleared Ins vouee,
and then he sawd @ I am here, sir, ths
mormng as an ambssador on the part of
your nephew, Mr. Charles Wardan,”

“Don't Luow any such person,” said
the Captaun shortly.

“Parden me—I cught to have said
yous ncphew, Mr. Charles Sununers.”

“Taen ita a paty thet you did not
come on A better erraad. 1 watit notlang
to do with the yeung vazabend in any
way. He and 1 aro strangers. Eh,
pow "

“Ilo is & very clever and talented
young gentleman ; and It mio tell you,
;;i_r. that you ought to bo very proud of
um,”

“Proud of my nephow, who is an
actor !—an actor ! Pooh !” ~ The Captain
spoko with & considerablo degreo of con-
tempt.

“]1 am an actor, sir,” was Mr.-Brooker's
withering reply, in his most sepulchral
tones.

Tho Captain turned red, coughed, and
fidgeted.  “Nothing personal, sir—~noth.
ing persomal,” ho spluttered. I only
speko in general terms.”

“You spoke in dopreciating terms,
sir, rcspectini something about which
you evidently know littlo or nothing.”

Tho Captain winced. o was notin
the habit of being lectured, and tho sen-
gation wes not a pleasant one, but ho
felt the justico of the reproof.

‘Ah, sir, the actor’s profession is ono
of the noblest in the world,” resumed
Mr. Brooker, changing from his Hamlet
to his Mercutio voico ; *“and your neph-
aw bids fair to become ono of tho shin-
ing ornament in it. { know of few young
men who have progressed so rapidly in g0
short a time, and the press notices he has
had are somothing remarkable. Hero
are a faw of them, sir, only a few of
them, which I have brought togu.her.
Oblige mo by casting your eye over them,
sir, and then tell mo what you think.”
Speaking thus, Mr. DBrooker produced
from his pocket-book three or four sheets
of paper, on which had been gummed
sundry cuttings from different news-
papeis and handed them to the Cap-
tain.

Chat gentleman having put on his
glasses, read tho cxtracts through deli-
Derately and carefully. *‘Bless my heart {
this is most extraordinary !" he remarked
when ho had dene.  “And do all these
fine words refer to that graceless young
scamp of a nophew of mine

“Every ene of them, sir; and ho de-
serves all that's said of him.”

Liko many other people, Captain Bo-
wood had a great respect for anything
that he saw in print, ore especially for
any opinion cnunciated by the particular
daily organ whose political views happen-
ed to comncide with lis own, and by
whose Jeading articles he was, metaphoni-
cally, led by the nose. When, therefore,
ho came across a Jaudatory nutico anent
his nephew’s acting extracted from his
favourite Teleplione, ho felt under the
nccessity of taking out his handkerchief
and rubbing bis spectacles vigorously.
“Thero must be something in the lad
after all,” he muttered to limself, * or
tho Telephone wouldn't think it worth
while to make such a fussabout him.
But why dida’t ho keep to tea-brok-
ing "

’?‘I am much obliged to you, sir,” said
the Captain, as handed tho extracts back
to Mz, Brooker.

“I am afraid that I mako buta poor
envoy, 8ir,” said the latter, “sceing that
as yet I have furnighed you with no rea-
gon for venturing to intrude upoen you
this merning.”

“Youhave amessago for mo 1" remarked
tho Captain.

] havo, sir; and I doubt not you can
readily guess from whom. Sir, I have
tho honour of being the manager of tho
travelling theatrieal company of which
your nephew forms a component part. 1
am old cnough to Lo the young man's
fathor, and that may be one reason why
ho chose to confide lhis troubles to mo.
In any case, I have taken the liberty of
coming hero to torecde for him, Thero
are two peoints, sir, that he wishes me to
Iny before you. The first is his desire—
1 might, without cxaggeration, say his
intense longing—to be reconciled to you,
who have been to him a3 a seeend father,
sinco his vwn parentsdied. o acknow-
lcdzes and regrets thatin dayageno by ho
was a great trouble to you—a great werry
and a great expense.  But ho begs me to
assuro you that ho has now sown his
wild-oats, that ho is working hard in
his profession and that ho is determined

to riso in'it ;and that he wiil yet beacro-
dit to you and overy one connected with
him—all of which 1 fully endorse. But
ho cannot fecl happy, sir, till he has
been reconciled to you—till you have ae-
corded him _ your forgivencss, and—
and” ——

Here tho Captain sncezed violently,
and then blew his noso. “I know it—1

gaid 8o,” ho remarked alond. ‘Thoso
confounded draughts—ygive evorybody
cold. Why noti” Then addressing

himself directly to Mr. Brooker, ho said :

% Woll, sir, well. [ have listened to
yonr remarks with a considerable degreo
of patience, and I am glad to find that
my graceless nephew has some aenso of
compunction loft in him. But as for re-
conciliation and forgiveness and a1l that
nonsense—pooh, pooh !—not to Dbe
thuught of—not to bo thought of !"

“Y'am sorry to hear that Captain Bo-
wood—very sorry indeed.”

“You made mention of some other
point, &ir, that Mr. Summers wished you
to lay be.ore me. Eh, now ¢

“I'did sir. It is that of his attach-
ment to a young lady at present staying
under your roof~—Diss Brandon by
name."”

“Ah, I guessed as much !”

“Heo desires your sanction to his en-
gagement to tho younglady in question,
not with apny view to immediate mar-
ringe, Miss Biandon heing a ward in
Chancory, but’——

“Confound his impudence, sir !" burst
out tho Captain irately. ‘“How dare he,
sir—how dare he make ISve to a young
lady who is placed under my charge by
her mnearest rolative? What will Miss
Hoskyns say and think, when sho comes
back and finds her nieco over head and
cars in love with my worthless nophew ¢
Come now "

‘It may perchance mitigate to some
extent the severity of yonr displeasuro,
gir,” remarked Mr. Brooker in his bland-
cst tones, “whon I tell you that in my
pockot 1 have a lotter written by Dliss
Hoskyns, in which that lady sunctions
aiour’ nephow's engagement to Mis Bran-
on.”

Tho Captain stared in open mouthed
wonder at the veteran actor. This was
the strangest turn of all. He felt that
tho situation was getting beyond his
grasp, so he did to-day what he always
did in cases of difliculty—he sent for his
wifo

Mrs. Bowood was almost as much
surprised as her husband when she heard
the nows. Mr. Brooker produced Miss
Hoskyn'sjletter,:the genuineness of which
could not be disputed ; but she was still
as much at a loss as before to imagine by
what occult means Master Charley had
succeeded in causing such a document to
be written, Nor did she find out till
some timo afterwards.

It would appear that our two young
people had fallen in love with cach
other during the month they had spent
at Roscmount the precceding summer,
and that during the ensuing winter,
Charley had contrived to worm his way
into tho good graces of Miss Heskyns by
humouring her weaknesses and playing
on her foibles, of which tho worthy lady
had an ample steck-in-trade. But no
one could have been mmoro surprised than
the young man himself was, when in
answer to his letter, whichhe had written
without the remotest hopo of its being
favourably) considered, there camo a gra-
cious response, sanctioning hisengagement
to Miss Brandon. Tho fact was that,
while in Italy. Miss Hoskyns had allowed
her elderly alfections to become entangled
with a good-looking man some years
younger than herself, to whom she was
now on the point of being married. The
first persual of Charlio'a letter had thrown
her intoa violent rago ; but at the end of
twenty-four hours her views had becomo
considerably medified.  After all, as she
argued to hereelf, why zhouldn's young
Summers and her nieco make n match of
it1 Yo came of a good family, and would
incontestably bo his uncle’s heir; and

Captain Bowoed was known to bo a very

rich man, And then caweo in another
argument, which had porhaps moro
weight than all the rest. Would it be
wise, would it bo advisable, to keep hor-
self bampered with a nieco who waa fast
dovoloping into a really handsome
young woman, when she, tho aunt, was
about to tako a good-looking husband so
much younger than herself { No; sho
opined thut such a course was neither
wiso nor advisable, Henco it camo to
pass that tho lotter was written which
was such a source of surprizo to ovory
one at Rosemeunt.

“What am Ito do now %"’ asked the
Captain a little helplessly, as Mrs. Bo-
wood gave back tho letter to Mr.
Broolter, *

That lady’s mind was mado up on tho
instant. *‘Thero is only ono thing for
you to do,” she anid with decision, “‘and
that is to forgive the boy all his past
faults and follies, and sancdon his en-
gagement to Elsic Brandon.”

“What—what ! Eat my own words—
swallow my own leck—when I'vo saiu a
hurjred times that"——-—

“Remember, dear, what you said
in tho drawing-room last evening,” in-
terposed Mrs. Bowcod in her quictest
tones,

Then the Captain called to mind how,
in conversation tho previous evening with
his wifo and Lady Dimsdale, ho had
chuckled over the tricks played by his
nephew, and hud admitted that that
young gentleman's falling in love with
Miss Brandon was the very thing he
would have wished for, had he been con-
sulted in the matter.

The Captain was crestfallen when these
things were brought to his mind.

Mrs. Bowood gave him no timo for
further reflection. Rightly asswmng
that the young pocplo were not far away,
she opened a door leading t- an inner
room, and thero found themin closo
proximity to each other on the sofa.
“‘Come along you naughty children,” she
gaid, “‘and reccivo the sentence due for
your many crimes.”

Thoy came forward shamefacedly
enough. Master Charles looked a little
paler than ordinary ; on Elsio's faco there
was a lovely wildrose blush.

Mr. Brooker roso to his feet, ran tho
fingers of one_hand lightly through his
wig, and posed himself in his favonito at-
titudo. Heo felt thut just at this point a
little slow music might have been eoffec-
tively introduced.

The Captain also rose to his feot.

Charley came forward quickly and
grasped one of the old man's handsin
both of his. “Unclo!” ho said, looking
straight iuto his face through cyes that
swam in tears.

For a moment or t vo the Captain tried
to look fierce, but failed miserably.
Then bending his whito head, and laying
a hand on lus nephew's  shoulder, he
munnured m a broken voice : “M—m—

my boy !

Sir Frederick Pinkerton was slowly
pacing the sunny south terrace, smoking
vne cigaretto after another in a way thas
with him was very unusual. He was
only half satisfied with himself—only
half satistied with tho way in which he
had treated Lady Dimsdale. Tho in-
stinctz of a gentleman wero at work with-
in him, and thoso instincts whispered to
him that he had acted as no true ygentle-
man ought to act. And yet his feclings
were veiy bitter. Had not Lady Dims-
dalo rejected him 1 -had &he not scorned
him —had she not treated him with a
contumely that was only half veited !
Still more bitter was the thought thit if
ho acted as his conscienco told  him
ho ought to act, ho would releaso
Lady Dimsdale  from  the prom-
isc hohad imposed upon her, and stand
quictly on ono_side, whilo another
anatched the prize which, only a fow
shert hours agoe, ho had fonldy devmed
would be all his own. But this was a
sacrifico which o felt that he was not
magnanimous cneugh to make. ‘1 havo

dono the man a grcat—an incstimablo




