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CHAPTER IIL.—Continued.

She had struck to some purpose, for
his lip was bleeding, and in lleu of
every drop that trickled from the
. wound he imbibed a fierce drop of
rancorous hatred towards the girl he
professed to love. He swore that she
should pay dearly for her scorm, and
that he strove hard to keep his oath
we shall see. Should she ever be at
this man’s mercy it-is like to.go hard
with her.

And she, too, it is.scarce probable
will forget that afternoon. One of
her -many rings is  broken, and two
of her delicate fingers sorely cut she
finds, as, -trembling all over with’ in-

dignation and ekcitement, she regains|

her own room. She will not tell her
guardian, she thinks, ol the insult
that has been passed upon her. It
might be awkward and troublesome
for him. She has a gallant spirit of
her own, this child of seventeen, and
she fancies, not without warrant, that

Rolf Laroom will trouble her no more.

She is so far right that he rarely

crosses her path afterwards, and then
only with distant and respectful bow,

which she as distantly = and most
haughtily asknowledges.

/. Such 'was the love-passage upon
which Mr. Laroom brooded this night
so .sullenly—not quite one of -those
_golden hours that the most cynical
of us can but look regretfully back
upon. Men - of Laroom’s "stamp, in-
deed, can have few love-dreams - to
recall with satisfaction. Such earthly
passions - as  they contract are best
buried in oblivion.

Mr. Laroom, standing with his back
to the empty grate, thinks that he is
rapidly approaching the. fructification
of certain schemes that have occupied
him these four years past—the date
that of his fatuous strawberry-pick-
ing, and subsequent loss of command.
He smiles as he. pictures that delicate
little. flgure kneeling to him, and,
while the tears roll down her fresh,
fair cheeks, imploring him to save all
she ‘ loves from ruin. He pictures in
“his own mind that sweet face, turned
up flushed and tear-stained to his
own, pleading to him for forbearance.
He sees, with unctuous, vindictive
chuckle, the shiver that runs through
her frame,as he names trinumphantly
the price at which he will stay his
hand. What will she, who so scorn-
fulty -rejected his kiss.once, say then?
He sees her cowering in the dust as
she entreats that her eternal grati-
tude may be his recompense. He pic-
tures her, with a  flash of her old
spirtt, demanding flercely whether he
is base enough to take to wife & hand
that has spurned him, a_ heart that
bears no love for him. He conjures
_up all this scene with intense satis-
faction. He has toiled for it, plotted
for it, lied for it, these four years, and
the coarse, sensual lips wreathe with
satisfaction at thé idea .of the venge-
ance he is -about to take upon -a. girl
for her righteous . indignation at his
unwarranted - presumption. ‘..

But the play is not played out vet,
and perchance that final. scene Mr.
. Laroom so glorigs.over }s not ‘destin-
! ed to be enacted.:: The griginalic
_photograph may rove Ofyie
“terfal than he deems'Her. -
sibly, too, that her friends may scorn
* to accept safety at such a sacrifice;
that they know not the hidden side of
Mr. Laroom’s character, they may
have more manhood than to purchase
their salvation byepressing an unwill-
ing girl to the altar.

This view of the case was infinitely
above Mr. Laroom’s comprehension.
He could not call to mind the man,
or woman either, that he would hesi-
tate to sacrifice, should his interests
require it.

CHAPTER 1V,
The Original of the Photograph.

We are proud of- our homes, we
-English. We are wont, and with some
justice, to glorify the Englishman’s
* fireside. It is a pretty, if poetical,
idea, that sweet sanctity of the do-
mestic hearth, that even if never
achieved, is, at all events, believed in
by quite four-fifths of the women of
England; and those that do not be-
Jieve in it, although doubtless most
estimable women, with tendencies to-
wards the amelioration of their
.gex, political reform, dress, rouge-
et-noir, and_ interchangeable flir-
tation (pard®n the word, but the
kind I mean are really all of one
pattern), are not the fraction that the
best wives are won from, be their
station what it way. I am afraid this
Jaudation of our Lares and Penates is
somewhat overdone. I am cognizant
of firesides where they yawn; I have
been a favored guest at a hearth
where they quarrelled continuously;
and there are houses in which, when
the head of the family should snore,
you. are expected to speak with bated
breath, or turn your newspaper as it
in the reading-room of the Amalga-
mated Veterans’ Club—an institution
in which, as we all knew, it is treason
to. make any but bronchial or sternu-
tatory noises. Still there are bright
firesides in this England of ours all
_the same, and very pleasant to look
back upon are the hours that we have
sauntered through by such. .

We are about to look in upon as
bright a family circle as can be well
pictured. Scene of this picture, a
handsome, well-furnished house in
Portland Place; the windows of the
drawing-room are open, to admit as

_much as possible of the warm summer
air. On the sofa is seated a hand-
some elderly lady, who has reckoned
at least half a century. Such a sweet
face, too, with a delicate bloom on
the cheeks even yet, although the hair
js shot with silver—soft grey hair, al-
most as luxuriant as when she stood
a blushing bride at the altar, a little
more than thirty years ago, and she
retains still the figure of her youth.
,As one looks at the clean-chiselled
features and tender blue eyes, one
realizes where Dainty Ellerton derived
his girlish face and somewhat femin-
jne manner. For this is his mother
we are looking at, and, like many an-
other younger son, Dainty is still, and
has ever been, that-mother’s darling.
One of those sweet, sympathizing
faces that are, thank heaven! not so
rare quite as some people deem. them
—a woman if you knew her, to whom
you would turn irresistibly in time of
trouble—a woman, too, who would
have listened to your story with tears
standing in her still luminous eyes,
and then poured such balm into your
bleeding wounds as only women of
her type are capable of.

Little wonder this woman -was
adored by her sons. They were but
two; no better men, perchance, than
hundreds you will‘meet with in- your
journey through life—one of them, in-

finitely worse. But on one point they
did agree—very sacred to them both
was the name of mother.

No great charge to be preferred
against either of them as yet. Dainty
‘twas true, after the manner of hus-
sars, had succeeded in ‘“going” what
he termed.“a mucker,” but his offend-
ing was of no greater magnitude than
the :falling into that oid-established
military error, peculiarly noticeable
in- the Brigade and Light Cavalry—te
wit, “the spending half a crown out
of sixpence a day.” -But Maurice El-
lerton had- come gallantly to the res-
cue. If they made little parade of it,
strong were the bonds of ‘love and
amity that. knit those brothers.

Maurice Ellerton lounges in an easy
chair opposite his mother, lazily skim-
ming the leaves of a periodical. He
is taller than Dainty, with a frank,
honest face, but, to a keen observer,
marked with a slight want of decis-
ion; the mouth -in particular  shows
signs of infirmity of -purposé. --A well-
looking .man, just the wrong- side of
thirty, neat in his dress, but by'no
means the dandy that “his ‘hussar
brother is.

The tea is as yet not poured out,
and stands upon the table, while from
the inner drawing-room Trings out a
clear, fresh contralto voice," and. some
of Auber’s delicious music. floods the
room.

Mrs. Ellerton drops the embroidery
work she is engaged upon, Maurice
lets the magazine fall unheéded to the
floor, and still through the room floats
the - plaintive melody. A pause,  a
crash on the keys, and the sweet, but
now deflant tones, change into the
trumpet-like “Marseillaise.” Another
crash of the keys, and the singer is
warbling. the “Land of the Leal,” as
if her heart was breaking.

“Come away, child,” cries Mrs. El-
lerton, “come away. Do you want to
send us to bed with tears in our eyes,
and no tea? Rosie, you little demo-
crat, come here and attend to the
tea-table?”

“Ah, my mother, I know you well.
It is requisite to melt you after I
have developed my innate Republican-~
ism. I get scolded otherwise.”

The speaker paused, laughing, in
the folding doors that separated the
two moms. A little fairy-like figure,
her head crowned with masses of
chestnut hair. - The prominent traits
that first riveted your attention in the
fair, saucy: face, were. the deep-blue
liquid eyes and the mutine mouth—
original of that photograph that Rolf
Laroom had mused so bitterly over.

“So you want your tea, mother, do
you?” she continued, gliding swiftly
to the ‘table. “Why didn't you call
me before, and not allow me to go on
maundering over what that irrever-
ent Dainty calls my musical box. Ah!
and there's Maurice, too, grown sick
of my singing. How rude of you,
sir!” she continued, with a little pout
as. she busied herself about the tea-
ocups. <
~'i'No) Rosie,” - said Mrs. Ellerton,
smiling, “I.don’t think that is quite
the -case. Few- people enjoy your
singing more than jwe do.”
/,f'!’esﬁ;gou,; mother. - You know it's
yéur - bounden dufy fo enjoy what
pléases Any. of -us #and so we impase
upon you to your immense delight’to
unlimited extent. But Maurice there
—how dare you feel bored when I
was singing? If I'm snubbed by
Dainty, recollect he does it for the
family, and T'll submit to it from no
one else.”

Maurice’s only reply was a lazy
smile, as she handed him his tea, anéd
a quiet—

‘“You know
always, Rosie.”

“There it is, my mother,” laughed
the girl, as she seated herse!f on a
low stool at Mrs. Ellerton’s feet. “He's
one of the advanced thinkers. He's
succumbed - already to female agita-
tion. He recognizes how clever we are.
He'd paraphrase Kingsley’s line -to
me this minute if he dared. L4t
wasn't that he is afraid T'd throw
lumps of sugar at him, he'd spout sol-
emnly:

‘Women must work,

‘While men_ they sleep,

So.gn end to political groaning.’
Thank goodness, my lord,” she con-
tinued playfully, “we have not quite
arrived at that quandary yet. And if
you don’t come and turn over my
music for me tomorrow, T'll sing you
no songs.” .

“Very lazy of him, Rosie, was" it
not?” said Mrs. Ellerton, as she fon-
dled the chestnut locks now deposited
in her lap.

“Lazy, mother!” cried the girl, her
eyes dancing with mirth; “it was
worse,” and as she spoke the riante
face assumed an expression of mock
solemnity indescribably ludicrous—"it
was demoralizing.”

“Hold your tongue, you little tor-
ment!” cried Maurice, laughing, “or
T'll carry you by force to the piano,
and make you play the Anmen Polka
for the next two hours.”

“That’s the tune they came out of
the Ark to, isn't it?” retorted Rosie,
nibbling a bit of bread and butter.
“you rude old monster, I -believe you
were there and heard 14 5ig

“Send her to bed, mother; she’s get-
ting past bearing tonight,” cried Mau-
rice Ellerton, laughing. “When. she
nestles into' your petticoats in that
manner, and you give her, as you are
doing this minute, encouraging pats
on the head, I have always noticed a
bad attack of impudence supervenes.”

The girl bounded to her feet with a

ringing laugh.
exclaimed, “if it

«“Wretch!” she

wasn’t unladylike, mother’s presence
should not prevent my avenging my-
self! I should bury my scissors in
your shirt-front if I wasn’t afraid of
the police and dark cells—eEpecially
dark cells,” she continued, with a lit-
tle shrug of her shoulders. ‘“We like
warmth and sunshine, my mother, do
we not?” and Rosie suddenly. pressed
her pouting lips on Mrs. Ellerton’s
cheek.

“Yes, little saucebox. Go and sit
down. What a tease it is!” But the
loving look that followed the girl. as
she tripped across to the table showed
that such teasing was very sweet to

I enjoy your singing

her.

Although Rosie Fielding calls Mrs.
Ellerton mother, the latter-is'in real-
ity only her aunt; still she is the sole
mother the girl has ever known. Mrs.
Fielding died fifteen months after her
marriage, when Rosie was but a few
weeks old, and it was to the great,
loving heart of his sister-in-law that
the bereaved husband confided his in-
fant daughter. She grew up the pet
and plaything of Mrs. Ellerton’s two
sons, and as she approached woman-
hood, tyrannized over them in  her
ewn fitful, arbitrary fashion. But
there was a considerable difference in
the way they ‘bore it. While Maurice

deed, as we shall see, sad to say, in+ J

was ever her slave, and, though some

dozen years her senior, always ready
to abandon his own occupation to
humor her childish caprices, Dainty
constantly treated her commands with
contemptuous indifference—did, in-
deed, upon occasion, box her ears
sharply for interfering with or tra-
versing his boyish machinations.

The consequence of this is obvious.
The younger brother stood much
higher in Miss Fielding’s estimation
than the elder. She loved them both
very dearly, but it was with the deli-
cate distinction that, whereas she
loved Maurice in good, honest, sister-
ly manner, her affection for Dainty
had a strong cousinly taint in it
There are cousins and cousins—those
that hate and those that love; but the
cousinly sentiment, as we all know,
is always liable to ripen into some-
thing warmer. I don’t mean to say
that it had at present—nothing of the
sort. Rosie herself could not have ex-
plained how it was that she regarded
them with dissimilar affection, and
vet she was dimly conscious that she
did do so. She would probably have
replied;, could you have questioned her
upon the subject:

“Well, you see, they .are different,
and I suppose that’s the reason I don’t
quite love them both in the same
way.”

When Rosie was about ten years
old, Mr. Fielding a'so crossed the
“Lonesome Bridge, which,” with its
golden gates, spans: the River of
Moaning,” and followed his beloved
wife to the “land of the leal.”” Rosie
was left a very considerable heiress,
and Maurice Ellerton and his father
were named as her trustees. . Ellerton
senior has now been dead two years,
and Maurice consequently is left sole
trustee of Rose Fielding’'s fortune.
This is enough, for the present, to en-
able the reader to understand Miss
Fielding’s position in- the Ellerton
family.

Suddenly a sharp, authoritative rat-
tle of the knockér causes the inmates
of the drawing-room to - lift their
heads in mute astonishment. A light,
quick foot on the stairs followed the
opening of the door, and Rosie, has

barely time to ejaculate, “Why, it’s

Dainty, I do believe!” ere that young
gent'eman presents himself.

The mother’s delicate cheeks flush,
and her eyes glisten, as that scape-
grace dragoon stoops down and Kkisses
her. She loves her eldest son passing
well, and very dear to her is Rosie,
but the whole wealth of her deep, lov-
ing heart has been reserved for that
youngest son, and he knows it. Al-
beit he is not much given to senti-
ment, and far from demonstrative in a
general way, yet Dainty always makes
much of his mother.

He nods pleasantly to his brother,
shakes hands with Rosie, and then ex-
claims:

“I am awfully hungry, and have told
Benson to send a tray up here with
whatever they can scrambie up quick.
Shocking desecration of your draw-
ing-room, mother, but I can’'t eat
downstairs by myself, and am not go-
ing to bother you all to come down.”™

“Nonsense, Dainty,” replied Mr. El-
lerton: *“I must go and see about
something: for you.” i

“¥You -must do nothing of-ithe kind.
It  isn’t manners, you  know; to run
away directly I come to see you. if
Benson don’t appease my unholy ap-
petite in- some shape, it is possible
there may be a coroner’s inquest on
Benson. Don’t fidget, mother, I shall
get plenty to eat.”

“Quite right to have it up here,”’
laughed Rosie, with a saucy toss . of
her little head. ‘“We might not have
taken ‘the bother’ to:come down, you
know.”

“You would. Such a chance of
some one to chatter to you’d never
have missed.”

“I don’t know about health, mother,
but we ought to congratulate  him on
the stock of impertinence he has laid
in at the seaside. A most unnecessary
addition, surely, to what he had on
hand.” .

Mrs, Ellerton only smiled. She was
too well used to the badinage habit-
ual between these two to pay much
attention to it. Besides, here the tray
made its appearance, and was it not
necessary to see that Dainty was fed?
That nonchalant dragoon seemed  to
require a considerable amount of at-
tention, requesting his mother to pour
out his wine for him, and perform
other small offices during his repast.
But Dainty was no novice in making
much of his mother, and knew she
wouldn’t have been half satisfied un-
less he had exacted a good deal at
her hands.

Miss Fielding also understood  this
perfectiy, and was especially careful
never to jest on such occasions, other-
wife Frank Ellerton had not been
spared a laughing commentary on his
laziness; but Rosie was blessed with
a quick perception and honest wo-
manly sympathies, and, with all her
love of fun, wouldn’'t have interfered
between those two for the world.

“pDid you tell them to get your
room ready, Frank?’’ inquired Mau-
rice, as Dainty’s meal came to an end.

“No, old fellow, because I am sorry
to say I don't want it. I'm off again
by the eleven-thirty train. Leave’s
ap, and I've promised to ride a horse
for Tom Corrance in the Bibury
Stakes. - Greatest brute out, I'm told,
but they don’t get rid of me very of-
ten, and, one consolation, I fall very
light when they do.”

«] *wish you wouldn’t ride races,”
said Mrs. Ellerton.

“«Pooh! mother, this is only on the
flat. I can’t me more than kicked off,
and that never does injury, except to
one’s personal vanity.”

«well, I hope, Dainty, it won;t take
place in front of the stand, at- all
events,” said Miss Fielding.

“Ah! we'll have a bet, Rosie, if you
like. You owe me half-a-dozen pair
of gloves, remember.”

“Gloves, like oysters, ma belle
cousine, are getting rapidly unattain-
able, except. by those whose . purses
know no bottom. ‘We hand-to-mouth
livers can no longer afford to let mon-
eyed young women like you escape
their liabilities.”

«well, I'll pay. But what’s our bet
to be?” .

«A dozen pair of gloves that I'm
not kicked off.”

“you!” replied Rosie, with a most
contemptuous moue—*“as if that were
likely. Besides, do you think,” she
continued, with a winning smile, “that
1 should like to get gloves out of you
in that fashion? Don’t you know I
should be as mortified as yourself?”

«“Well, yes; I don’t think you’d care
to see me come to grief, Rosle. We'll
pback the mount for a fiver between
us—will that do?”

“Yes, that’s a deal better; and don’t
come near me if you don’t win, be-
cause I shall know you are only on
dunning intent,” retorted Miss Field-

ing, gaily.

“Well, now ‘I must be off,, God
bless ‘you, mother!” exclaimed Dainty,
as he clasped her in his arms; and
with a warm pressure of his hand to
his brother and cousin, Frank Ellerton
took his departure.

CHAPTER V.
With a Brogue in It

If ever a man should be wooing in
earnest, and wish to test the progress
of his suit, let him be assured that a
short absence will stand him in good
stead. It showld be just long enough
to. enal?le the object of his homage to
miss him sorely, without extgnding to
such length as to teach her ce more
to do.without him. If her face don’t
te'll him what he would fain know on
his return, he is either a bad physi-
ognomist, or can prepare himself for
extended travel without delay.

Jennie Holdershed, though nothing
more than a little piqued at Dainty’s
indiﬁgrence about their parting in the
first u}stance, now thinks of him more
than is judicious for a maiden who
would still keép fancy free. Trout-

‘Aishing, certainly, is not half the sport

it used to be a fortnight back, and
there are a certain pair of somewhat
stained kid gloves, which she had
laughingly confiscated to her own use
one afternoon, that Jennie seems to
take great care of—in no hurry ta
wear them out, apparently, albeit they
do not fit her shapely hand so very
badly, for Dainty’s extremities are
quite of a feminine type. Her basket,
too, is by no means so. well filled as
heretofore. It is not likely. - She had
not_only enjoyed the benefit of his ex-
perience as to what fly to use, but his
rod had always contributed liberally
to the storing of her creel. - Still Jen-
nie continues to fish; it amuses her
a good deal, if not-quite so entertain-
ing as it used to me, and, thanks to
Dainty’s  instructions, she is now. 2a

_very fair proficient in the art.

One fine afternoon, Jennie, pursu-
ing her favorite diversion, arrived at
a bend in the stream where a tiny
promontory jutted out, covered with a
clump of alders. She seated herself,
for she felt a little tired, and gazed
dreamily on the stream. Her tall,
well-rounded, symmetrical figure
made a pretty picture as, throwing off
her hat, she leant back on the soft
turf, with her head upon her hand.
She had been there some ten minutes,
when her attention was aroused by a
man’s voice the other side of  the
alders, lamenting his. ill-luck in tones
half petulant, half humorous.

“Faith, and 't gone ye are now!”
he 'soliloquized, in most racy Irish
brogue; “and if ye were but my own
property, it’s mighty . little I'd fret
about that same.. It's the first time
ever I came trout-fishing, and, by my
sowl, I think it'll be the last; and
Dainty Ellerton, .the importor, he
swore it was great diversion! I'd like
to see what he’d think of it this min-
ute, if he were in' my shoes.”

Jennie, her curiosity thoroughly ex-
cited, sprang .quickly to her feet and
made her. way romnd. the little ~alder-
clump. Standimg on the bank, with
the butt of a‘fishing-rod in his' hand,
and gazing ruefully at the top' joint,
which was floating in the stream, was
a tall, athletic .young  fellow, some
twenty years or so of age. He re-
joiced in hair which even the mother
who bore him must have admitted to
be red; a pair of 1light grey eyes,
which twinkled  with fun- and . high
spirits; mouth- large, and -furnished
with strong white teeth: a frank,
good-humored face, though most de-
cidedly not a handsome one.

“Well,” he continued, “I suppose I'm
bound to go in. Old  Sherringham
would be in a pretty taking about the
loss of the rod. Onmne comfort, wet
clothes’ll ‘be pleasanter, mayby, than
dry ones to sit in this weather. Here
goes!”

“I'm afraid you’ve got into diffi-
culties,” said Jennie, with a merry
smile. Since he had mentioned
Dainty’s name, .she felt . irresistibly
impelled to address. this man.

The discomfited fisherman — turned
quickly as her voice met -his ear,
gazed at her for a moment with un-
mistakable admiration, then, raising
his hat, replied, with all the gallantry
and readiness of his countrymen:

“'Deed, I thought so a moment ago;
but difficulties always vanish when
such bright eyes as yours condescend
to take an interest in their being
overcome.”

The perfectly natural, respectful
manner in which the compliment was
paid prevented its being the least of-
fensive.

“What’s the matter?” inquired Jen-
nie.

“Ah! then, it’s the first time ever I
tried fiy-fishing, an’ I've whipped and
whipped, an’ never rose .a fish the
day; an’ at last I thought I'd try a
long cast, and, by the powers, T've
hooked the opposite bank, I fancy!
Troth!” he continued, with a gay
smile, “it’s a blessing, ye know, to
hook something, anyway.”

“It won’t be very good to land,”
laughed Jennie; “and I don’t see how
I can help you.”

“Oh! yes, you -can,” replied the
fisherman; “ye can stand on the bank
while I go in -about it. Sure, ye can
scream murther if I look in danger of
drowning.”

“I don't think' you run much dan-
ger,” retorted the girl gaily.

“Faith, and I'm much of the same
way of thinking, or I'd perhaps not be
so bould. ' But -it’d be a blessing,” he
continued, as his eyes twinkled, “to
have some one  to screech directions
about one’s burying to, you know, ave
the stream proves deceptive. T'll leave
you my watch and hat to take care
of; and faith, if I was making & reg-
ular will, and leaving ve sole legatee,
ye'd not come into much more.”

With this he dashed into .the
stream, and, though he got wet con-
siderably above -his waist, succeeded
in rescuing his rod, though at the cost
of his flies, which were inextricably
entangled amongst the weeds.

“Thanks,” he said, as he regained
the bank. “Mighty ungallant of me
not to have stayed there for googd,”
he continued, laughing and pointing to
the stream. “It’s being ill-mannered
enough to dispute the legacy, isn’t it?
Had it been but a little bigger, T'd
never have ventured to be so rude as
to, come out.”

Jennie was immensely amused at
her new acquaintance. His perfectly
frank, unembarrassed manner attract-
ed the girl greatly.

«1 don’t know where you are going,”
she said; “but I live in the village
just above here, and if you would like
to dry vyour wet clothes a little, and
take a glass of brandy-and-water af-
ter yvour bath, my uncle, I know, will
be glad to see you.”

‘Not that that's often,

Bibulous old gentleman, little doubt
of that. Any one in search of ‘“nor'-
westers” he invariably ‘took an inter-
est in.

“You really are very kind,” said the
young man, with ‘a courteous bow.
“An’ if ye'll allow me, I'll trespass on
your hespitality. I ought ‘to tell you
who I am. My name’s' Weaver. I be-
long to the regiment quartered at
Portland; an’ the divils—och, I beg
pardon, it’s me brother officers I mane
—usually call me Tim.”

Mr. Weaver's brogue always became
very pronounced when he got excit-
ed, but though it never quite left him,
there were occasions when it became
almost imperceptible.

“Well,” replied Jennie, making des-
perate efforts to suppress her laugh-
ter, “we shall be very glad to help you
in your necessities, Mr. Weaver.”

But the quick Irishman perceived
her amusement at once, and purposely
exaggerating his natural accept, ex-
claimed:

“Is it the length of the diminutive
amuses ye?’ Bedad, the crathurs are
that lazy they’d make it shorter ave
they only knew how.”

“Excuse. me,” suddenly returned the
girl, “but I was an involuntary cone
fidante. of your remarks on your diffi-
culties by the river. You mentioned
Mr. Ellerton’s name. Do you know
him ?” i

“Know him! Faith, I've known
Dainty since I was the height of a
walking-stick. I know him and all his
people well. They're very kind to me
whenever I happen to be in London.
for it’s very
few pounds I have to spare, and, as a
rule, I stick pretty close to the regi-
ment.”

This speech was very characteristic
of Mr. Tim Weaver. That light-heart-
ed Irishman never made the slightest
concealment of ~his affairs to the
world. He would confide his loves,
embarrassments, etc., not only to the
mess, but to any stranger that he
might be thrown in contact with. And
the perfect naivete with which he did
it was irresistibly judicious. It was
almost impossible to upset his imper-
turbable good~humor, and he would
join in the laugh against himself with
inconceivable gusto. Still he had once
given evidence in his corps that it
was possible to rouse him, and shown
such a perfect recklessness of conse-
quences upon that occasion, that no-
body had ever questioned since but
that, far as the laugh might be car-
ried against Tim Weaver, there was
a limit it would be dangerous to pass.

Most schoolboys in their earlier
days idealize some boy of superior
standing in the school to themselves,
and elect him their hero. The delu-
sion may sometimes not last long, at
others it often extends over years,
nay, even a lifetime. Now this was
exactly Tim Weaver's case. He had
been originally, as a very small boy,
at Lasterton with Dainty, who at that

time had attained the dignity of “the.

fifth.” Some distant cousinship ex-
isted between them, 1 helieve. At all
events, Dainty had been besought to
throw the aegis of his protection over
the ,;ed,—ha,ired little Irish boy. Dainty,
stepping . down from’the” Olympus-like
slopes ‘of “the fifth,” “to take ‘care of
him; which he did in” curt, haughty
fashion, ‘'seemed, to the imaginative
Irish child, like direct interferenece; of
the gods in" his behalf. Dainty was
always kind to him, and in" return,
warm-hearted, hot-blooded Tim al-
most worshipped his protector.

This . hero-worship had continued
ever since. What was there Dainty
couldn’t do? Who  could ride like
him, shoot like him, swim like him?
Who was so clever as Frank Ellerton?
Tim himself, par parenthese, was not
a very trustworthy authority on this
point. In-short, in Mr. Weaver’'s eyes
Dainty was not only a beau sabreur,
but an Admirable Crichton to boot.
He believed . thoroughly and implicitly
that there was nothing  beyond
Dainty’s capabilities, and he gauged
all his acquaintance by this ideal
standard that he had erected for him-
self.

Now, when a girl has conceived in
her breast such germ of love for a
man as to like him, esteem him, and
think a little about him in his ab-
sence, no higher forcing power can be
applied to such germ than to ‘meet
one who already idealizes the being
she is unconsciously preparing to wor-
ship. Jennie Holdershed could hardly
have picked up an acquaintance more
likely to nourish this as yet embryo
love of hers. The seed was sSown,
though she was a long way off ac-
knowledging it as- yet. She is of a
type that by no means part with their
hearts lightly; but when they do, it
is aye for ever. Whatever may be
their destiny—and they often marry,
and make good wives, too—they never
love twice. Ah, well! you think such
things cannot be—that there is no ro-
mance- left in this material world of
ours. You mistake; there is plenty
of romance still, when you once pene-
trate this veneer of civilization we so
much affect.

But we must refrain from further
speculation on . such psychological
phenomena, and leave Jennie to take
care of her own heart for the present.
Ten minutes’ time, and these fishers
have arrived at the Upway cottage,
and are genially welcomed by Captain
Holdershed, who informs them _that
the Channel Fleet has put into Port-
land Roads. People not enjoying the
advantage of that telescope of the
Captain’s said that one sloop of war
had passed the entrance of the break-
water; but then, what reliance could
be placed upon men who didn’t own a
glass at all, and were not gifted with
a nautical eye to look through it,
even if they. did?

The Captain welcomed Mr. Weaver
cordially, his cordiality increasing up-
on learning that Mr. Weaver was wet,
and would have no objection to a
“nor’-wester.” The Captain betook
himself very seriously to the composi-
tion of this specific for the benefit of
his new and damp acquaintance, and
with that consideration that marks
true politeness, mixed himself another
to keep his guest ' in countenance;
compounded them, teo, of unusual
strength, on the principle ‘that Mr.
Weaver, having been well watered ex-
ternally; required less in, and that it
was beneath his dignity as a host to
drink milder fluids than the stranger
within his gates—an idea this last
ever uppermost in the Captain’s mind
—part, we may say, of the code of
honor of that bibulous mariner. Al-
though Mr. Weaver was young, he
had graduated in whiskey-toddy in his
own country. If you have mastered
the alphabet of that in ‘“the west,” it
will take a good deal of the Saxon’s
brandy and water to trouble you. The
Captain was charmed at the ease and
affability with which his guest dis-
posed of the tumbler he had com-

pounded for his” delectation.

“I like you, sir—you’re a good fel-
low. "Your clothes ain't half dried yet.
Stop and have some supper with us.
Jennie, tell that” (great redundancy
of language here) ‘never-to-be-for-
given fool to broil an extra rasher, or
something or another.”

'The young man hesitated; but Jen-
nie interfering. with a bright smile
and quick little nod of endorsement,
he replied:

“Faith, Captain, to say no to a good
offer is against all canons of polite so-
ciety, more especially when one meets
a gentleman with such an illigant
turn for the mixing of the spirits as
yourself.”

That supper was a very cheery
meal. The Captain was delighted
with his new acquaintance, and Jen-
nie much amused with his good-hu-
mored naivete; while,”as for Mr.
Weaver, he possessed that happy
knack of incorporating himself with
whatever society he might be thrown
into, which must always be regarded
as one of the most desirable attri-
butes vouchsafed to man. Nothing
ever upset Mr. Weaver's Irish self-
possession; whether conversing with
country girl or countess, he would
have pleasantly’ confided his personal
history and hopes to their ears; nor
would it ever have occurred to him to
doubt that they could be otherwise
than interested in his narrative.
Plenty or humor and quick perception
all the same in this wild Irish lad,
and though not what is called ready
of fence, yet his droll remarks.often
turned the tables on his assailants.

“Ha! ha!” laughed the Captain, in
answer to some joke of Mr. Weaver’s.
“Good again, sir—good again. This
is a lad of the right sort, Jennie—very
different from that kid-gloved, dandi-
fied swab that you took nup with a
while back.” -And the Captain’s face,
between liberal libations and merri-
ment, glowed through - the smoke-
wreaths that surrounded it like a
tropical sun. “Here's ‘May we ne’er
want a friend nor a bottle to give
him.” Oldbuffers like me substitute
that for ‘Sweathearts and wives,’ Mr.
Weaver, on Saturday nights.”

“Ugh! you ould haythen!” retorted
the ensign, “what’d you be missing
out of women for-in that way, the
darlints? It's mighty mane I'd think
of the capacity of a man that couldn’t
drink the two of these toasts one
evening in the week. Faith, as the
song says, ‘Ye’d mnever do for Gal-
way.’”

“Wouldn’t I?” roared the Captain
—“tumbler for tumbler with any man
in the country!

As I sailed from the Downs In the Nancy,
y jib; how she smacked through the
breeze!
She’s a vessel as tight to my fancy
As ever salled on the salt seas.’

D've sing, ~Mr. What's-your-name?
That grog-renouncing fellow,
could tune up, to give the devil his
due.”

“Unele, you' had better stop throw-
ing hard words at Mr. Ellerton. It so
happens that he is a friend of - Mr.
Weaver's.” :

“HY§ {t Dainty Bfierteri? Troth, Cap-
tain, an’ @ivil ‘a greater friend I have
in the world than Dainty. Faith, he's
been pulling me out of the fire all my
life!”

“He's' a
that’'s what he is!” retorted the Cap-
tain sullenly.

“Hould your tongue, -ye oul omad-
haun!” exclaimed the excited Irish-
man,
live to hear Dainty called white-liv-
ered! Listen to' me,
beg pardon, Miss
your uncle’s talking nonsense.”

“Never mind apologizing,
Weaver,” replied Jennie smiling.
dislikes Mr. Ellerton, and abuses him
with neither rhyme nor reason.”

Mr.

“Iijisten to me  thin, the two of ye,
and judge whether Dainty’'s got the
_soft dhrop in him.

years ago now when I was
head and crop, a mere bit of a ‘gos-
soon,
think I ever

first, if he's ‘the ill luck to fall into

the hands of a bully. Ye may laugh,
Miss Jennie, looking at the big baste
I am now, but I couldn’t take care of
Well, the head
of my house was a big fellow called
HaWkins, and he just made my life a
Faith the blackguard

myself in those days.

misery to me.
had a talént for bullying and exer-
cised it freely.

bit;

tell him what a miserable little beg-
gar 1 was in) reality.

little wretched heart out. You

slip of a boy
help yelping. Dainty stopped and ask-
ed me all about it.

of me.

school was over.
found Hawkins, Dainty, and a

be a fight; that Dainty had told Haw-

kins, before all the Fifth, that he was
a cowardly, skulking bully; and that

chal'lenged him. o
His love has never been told—litt

then Hawkins had
Troth, I mind the thing well
Dainty called out to me before
stripped, and said, ‘Now, young un,
look after things. I'm going to settle
this matter for you. They didn’t look
a match, for Hawkins was a deal the
biggest of the two, an’ I know I felt
awful sorry;; both for meself and
Dainty. I thought he’d be licked, ye
see, and bedad if he was I knew T'd
cateh it. Well, Miss Jennie,” contin-

yet.

ued Tim, turning to the girl, who he

could see listened with great interest
to his narrative, “to cut a long story
short, they fought for three-quarters
of an hour—an’ a bigger fight was
never seen at the back of the Fives
Court. If Hawkins was the biggest
and strongest, Dainty was a deal the
most active, and quickest with his
hands. It was a hard fight, and to-
wards the finish Hawkins’ weight and
strength began to tell, and Dainty
was being gradually worn down. Still
knocked about, and growing weak as
he was, he wouldn’t give in. I sup-
pose he’d have been beat, but some of
the sixth interfered and stopped  it. I
can hear Dainty now, as, slowly put-
ting his coat on, he turned round to
nhis antagonist, and said, ‘Recollect,
Hawkins, whenever vou lift a finger to
young Weaver, youll have to fight
this over again, if it's six days -a
week.” What d'ye say now, Captain

Jennie,

white-livered milksop—

“Tear an’ ages, . that I should

thin—indeed, I
Holdershed, but

“He

It’s a good many
first

into a public school. I don't
was of a whimpering
sort, but to a boy fresh from home
the life ther® comes a bit hard at

Well, Dainty, I knew,
had been asked to look after me a
and at times he would stop me
and ask how I got on, and I always
said pretty well, for you see I couldn’t
go sneaking and whining te him, and

However, one
day he came across me howling me

see,
Hawkins had thrashed me within an
inch of my life that afternoon, and a
as I was then couldn’t

I didn’t like to tell
him at first, but he soon got it all out
He didn’t say much, but he
told me to meet him at the back of
the Fives Court as soon as afternoon
When I got there I
lot
more fellows of the upper school; and
then they told me there was going to

he

Holdershed?” cried the Iri
e i ishman,

mariner,
mind.

ly, “I say that w g
health.” we must drink

with extreme presence

was getting high time to
with the “nor’-westers,”
assent to this toast. She had lis

inter

story, so confirmatory as it was
he‘t‘- own estimate of Dainty Ell
Here's Mr. Ellerton’s health!’
then the Captain, much given
snatches of Dibdin in his mirthful ,
ments, trolled out: o

"Twas in the good ship Rove
I sailed the world grouud,r
Aridnfec:r tltureeg‘eﬂrs and over
er touched British gro
At length in England mmizedund'
I left the roaring main,
Found relations stranded,
And went to sea again.

The Captain had never been know
to sing a song through, but

out into  fragments of
sometimes -under
circumstances.

“Mr. Elerton’s a trump!-—you’
trump—we're all trumps! T\;Mi
have one more glass, ’cos we'r
trurpps. And the veteran
genially around him.

Dibdin,

‘t'eroxfsly captured the brandy hot
you've had quite enough tox{iglv
cle. AAnd I'm sure,” she cont
meaningly. “Mr. Weaver ‘
it high time
Portland.”

nie,” replied the ensign.

3 Fais
curious how ais

time slips away

ve, Captain,
ued, tqrning_ to the girl. “Mayt
not mind giving me a lesson in
fly-fishing some day?” )
“Whenever you like,” repli
§1rl, extending her hamdI T
V‘\"e shall‘be always glad to see
_}OUGot})((.i-gxght again, and thanks
your kindness, ast, & »
b P present,
vanished into the soft summer night
Jennie, "sleeking her dusky 1r:~

of Dainty Ellerton’s heroism.
CHAPTER VI

Symptoms of Trouble

ternoon, ner troubling his

Dainty says, laughingly, that it

80 handsomely proffered against or

-wise.

Chillingham. Dainty feels but

in accordance with agreement, ha
ventured between them.

would perhaps
of Clinch, Grant, and
with . considerably more sympathy.

Maurice Ellerton sits at his
his head buried
casionally he raises a pallid
bearing testimony to his agony—
despair.

tion.

the blow.

no longer juggle
knows that what he has

passion of a man in his prime,
love of whom, compared with t
of youth, is as fiery burgundy
sparkling champagne.

every side, of a profundity and d

they
all consciousness !

stricken mortal
now. he loses

dreamy speculation as to whether

a1l this means the negation of

she has been accustomed to—even
for a moment fades from out of th
tortured man’s thoughts. He
think of nothing but how a pdl
dancing blue eyes will look upon
folly—what a pair of laughing
will ‘have to say to his crime.

likely to be told now, unless it e

spair. ¢
—a man who, in a few days’ time,

e

but fair commercial bankruptcy,
Maurice Ellerton could have I

it may be, but now bowed to the ¢

from his mother and Rosie under =
circumstances, but now the halo ©
disgrace must surround them to0.
ponders over all these things in
4 dreamy fashion—thinks, even, of
blow it will be to that dandy hu=
brother who thinks so much ol I
Then he meditates whether it
not best to fly from all this disz
while it is yet time. To do him
tice, he is thinking far more of si
ing the feelings of those he loves U
of the consequences likely to ac
to himself when all becomes Kkn
But. shame upon him involves h
upon them. Should he 8o, while
portunity is yet vouchsafed him?
A sharp tap at the door bhreaks
thread of his musings. He rises, (
it, and admits Rolf Larooni.

(To be continued.)

tri-
“Say, sir,” replied that ever-thirs.

“Say, sir,” he repeated solej .

Even Jennie, albeit she thought i

with sparkling eyes to Tim Wes: r‘: ;

pleased he was continually break ,
and
very ~mal apropos

Ny A
No, no!” dried Jennie, as she dox.

“’Deed, and ye're right, Miss Jen.

self, as have been his this day. Bu
Dainty has hurt himself. little in tht

e.  He id nhow smoking. a cigdr on
the 'steps of the Bibury Club Stand,
and listening with placid indifference
to a friend who, having purchased a
-dally paper, is reading out an account
of the commotion caused by the sud-
den suspension of Clinch, Grant, and
( litt'e
interest in the reverses that have be-
fallen Clinch, Grant, and Chillingham.
He meditates more upon how disap-
pointed Rosie will be that he couldn't
get that kicking brute of Corrance's
nearer than second, and so failed to
land that sixty pounds to flve that he,
d
If Dainty
could but see into his brother’s priv-
ate room in King William street, he
view the misfortunes
Chillinghar

denied for the last year is true—tha
Rose Fielding is dearer to him tha
life—that he loves with all the fierce

aught else, and becomes involved in

8

must think
to be on his road 1,

the company’s pleasant! Good-night =
Good-night,” he contin.

fran

and LA
laughed the Irishman, as h-z

preparatory to going to bed, meriitat;:
a good deal upon this schoolboy story

Dair}ty Ellerton is riding a series of
most indifferent mounts at the Bibury
Club meeting this pleasant June af-
mind,
shameful to narrate, one iota a"’mu:
-his fair fellow-sportsman at Upway.
has
seldom fallen to the lot of a gentle-
man rider t_o have so many opportun-
ities of losing money, by yielding w©
the temptation of taking the long odds

m

L desk,
in his hands. Oc
face

S

He has locked himself in, so
that no man may witness his humilia-
For weeks he has been haunted
by a dread of this; now the crash has
come, and he literally cowers under
It is not for himself—it is
for the ruin in which he has involved
those nearest and dearest to him. In
this moment of supreme agony he can
with himself; De
steadfastly

¥

n

Even now, with ruin yawning all
around him—black abysses gaping Ui

sity only to be measured by the poor

concern—eVven

¢

will ever love him. Even that motl
er. so loved, so revered, and to whom
the

home, the luxuries, and the life that

e

him in a wild frenzied shriek of
What has he to do with ln®

cail forth scalding tears from all
are dear to him—the mocking laugh”
ter of the world he mixes in? Were!

things in the face, his head lowcrey

as now. He had dared ask sympa!
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