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THE CRITIC:

MARJORIE DURANT.

CHAPIER I

It was dreary in Daybridge town, where the pavements were covered
with a greasy compound, sticky in some places, and slippety in others;
and where the air was a wixture of smoke, chemical fumes, fog, and drizzle;
but the streets were lively when compared with the high-road skirting the
comimon. It was ot far enough away to be beyond the black pall of
smoke which overhung the town, and the keen north wind swept over the
coramon, driving wayfarers along the unsheltered road as unceremoniously
as it drove the fog and rain.

The path was made with furnace refuse, and the rain had turned this
into wet, black grit, which crackled uopleasantly under the feet of a man
who was walking towards the town. e seemed unconscious of the
weather, and walked sicadily on with his gsze fixcd a long way ahead,
rather as if he were looking into the future than at anything in the actual
world around him. So deep was he in thought that he did not notice a
private hansom, which cams bowling along al a smart pace, until its
occupant had hailed him several times.

¢+ Hi, Bothwick ! DBothwick, I say! Why on earth don't you pull up,
Watson? Bothwick!"

The young 1nan came out of his dream with a start as the cab stopped
by the side of the path.

«“ Why, doctor, is that you1"

 Of course it is,” said the new-comer testily. ¢ What on earth are
you doiog here a day like this? *

4 I've been for a walk,” newered the youog man.

“.Oh! It's anice sfternoon for a walk. Something up, I suppose.
You had better jump in, and tell me sll about it over a bit of dinner.”

The young man scrambled into the hansom, and as soon as it had
started, the doct r became absorbed in a note-book which he held in his
hand. Bothwick understood his ftiend’s ways, and koew that he was ex-
pected to hold hi, tongue until the doctor was ready to give him his atten-
tion.

When the cab rcached the town the driver turned down a long street of
good sized houses, redolent of middle-class respectability, and stopped at
a door to which was affixed a brass plate, bearing the inscription, ¢ Dr.
Greshawm, Surgeon.”

Bothwick was hurzied into the house, relieved of his overcost, and
shown into a room where there was a good fire, while Dr. Gresham went to
the surgery to give instructions to his assistant. By the time he returned
dinner was ready, and the doctor would not hear s word of his friend’s
story until that was finished, but kept up a perpetual flow of small talk,
which won the younger man from his gloomy thoughis in spite of himself.

At last the table was cleared, and the doctor, baving filled Bothwick's
glass, said :

“ Now, go ahead, youogster.”

d“ I]'lvs done it,” answered the youngster tersely. ¢ Left home for good
and all.’ .

¢ For good? That rzemains to bz seen. How did it come about 1”

¢t My father and I quarrelled this moraing, and I thought it beat to cut
the whole thiog there and then.””

* What did you quarrcl about 1"

Bothwick hesitated for a2 moment, and thea said with a tioge of embar-
rassment io his tone :

¢ About the usual thing, but if you don't mied I would rather not go
into partticulars.”

Dr. Gresham nodded gravely ss he answered :

1 understand. A casc you did not approve of. \Well, now, Hugh, I
am going to give you some advice—you won't taks i, of course, but it is
my duty to give it to you ncvertheless. Go back 1o your father and make
it up with him. If you cut yourself adrift it will be forever, Mr. Bathwick
wiil do nothing for you outside the business, I supposc 1

 Absolutely nothing.”

. “ Then, my lad, go back. Smother your prejudices and make the best
of it

“ No, sir; I will never go back.
have nothing more to do with it."

¢ Stuffl ! You taik like that because your father deals with hundreds
instead of thousands. Onc man is called a financier and the other 2
money-lender, but where is the difference except in the nawmet”

¢ Jf a thing is not honcst it must bo dishonest,” said }ugh doggedly.
*¢ 1 cannot live out of the niccessities of my fellow-creatures.”

 Necessities be hanged * What else do I live by, if you come to that?
People don't pry me five shillings a visit just for the pleasure of my society;
they scad for me when thoy can't do without me, and peopls go to Mr.
Bothwick whea they can't do without him."

Hugh played impatiently with his wineglass.
was arguing quite against his owa coavictions.

¢ Pesple come to you 1o be healed,” he said ; ¢ in the other case--—"
an oloquent shrog finished his sentence.

Probably Dr. Gresham knew rather more of the estimstion iz which
Mr. Botbwick was held than did his own son. It was undeniable that he
belonged to the vampire tribe, and such names as # Old Sixty per Cent.,”
¢ Shylock,” and others of an uncomplimentary nature were freely bandied
about whenever Bathwick senior was mentioned. He had given his 2on a
good cducation, seading him 10 a first-class achool near London and after-
wards to Germany. The 1ad speat all his holidays away, so that on coming
home at the age of cighteen everything was stiange {0 him,

Itis a dishonest business, and [ will

He knew Dr. Gresham

His mother had died when he was a baby, broken-hearted at her hus.
band's disgrace ; for Mr. Bothwick was the son of a clergyman, and had
gradually drifted from bad to worse ; till at last after narrowly eacaping im-
prisonment for a disreputable money transaction in connection with a bill,
his family cast him off and disowned him altogether, He then left London,
and after drifting for some time finally settled at Daybridge. .

Of all this Hugh knew nothing. He had scen so little of his parents
that the family bistory was a sealed book to him. Finding bis home so
uncongenial he was thrown entirely upon his own resources. He read
much and thought much, girding at his life every day, and making several
ineflectual struggles to escape. Tho sight of the people who came to his
fatber's office was intolerabla to him.

\Who ever they were, and whether the sum obtained was smsll or large,
the end was nearly always the same. The feoling of horror and disgust
which Hugh cxpericnced when the full knowledge of his father’s business
dawned upon him baffles description, and by the frequency of his remons-
trances, his father saw the mistake he had made in preparing him for the
post he intended him to occupy. Still, be would not alter bis plans.

« If you leave me I have done with you for ever,” he aid. I will
neither give you nor leave you a shilling.”

Dr. Gresham knew this, and while he secreily sympathized with the
young fellow, he always tried to make him more contented with his lot.
Now, however, at the age of tweaty-two he had done what he had so often
threatened, and the doctor did not know what to say to him.

s If his father meant to make & swindler of him he should not bave
gi\n:nl bim the education and companiooship of gentlemen,” he thought
angrily.

ot Marjorie Durant is at the bottom of this, I suppose,” he said aftera
pause.

“You will do me the justice to own I always objected to the business
before I knew Marjorie,” said Hugh quickly.

“Qh yes. But, nevertheless, it is she who has put the finishing stroke.
May I enquire if you propose to marry Miss Darant on absolutely nothing
a year, and whether she has consented to this wise arrangement? " asked
the doctor ssrcastically.

Bothwick reddened.

** No," he answered ; * I don't propose to do that; but she would not
marry me with iwenty thousand a year earned in my fither’s office. MNr.
Durant bas no objzction to me personally, but has a very strong one to my
present occupation. As soon as I have a yearly income of f{our hundred
pounds he will give me Marjorie.”

He spoke with such hope, such trust and confidence, that the doctor
had not the heart to laugh, as was his first impulse, though he knew the
sooner Hugh was shaken out of his dream the batter it would be for him.

** Four hundred a year! How do you imigine you can earn that!
Hugh, can't you see that Mr. Durant was lettinog you dowa softly 3—that
such a propoeition was recally a refusal 3 You are too old to waste time ia
studying for a profeasion, even if you had the money to live while you were
doing so, and you have neither capital nor experience with which to start
2y business. You paint very well ; you can rattle off a few verses when
you are in the mood ; you waltz like an Austrian, aad have a very fair
baritope voice ; but none of these accomplishments. have any marketable
valae. Nothing remains but a clerkship, which means seventy-five pounds
a year to begin with. My lad, my lad, you are throwing away your chances
for 2 dream.  llow loog do you suppose Marjorie Durant will wait for youl
Aad do you thiok it right to ask her to doso 1’

“1 don't ask her. She is not bound in any way. It would not be
right for me to wish it. But for all that, she knows how I shall work to
win her; and she loves me and will wait,” said Bothwick.

“ I doubt it,” said his host bluntly. I have known her longer than
you have, and I am an older man and have had more expenence of men
and women, ard I say that Marjorie will soon forget you when she ceases
to see you, and you will find one day that you have quarrelled with your
bread-and-butter for the sake of a shadow.”

* You may understand people in general, but you don't understand
Lhtjoti':," answered Marjorte’s lover.  “ She 1sas {ar above all insincerity
as_.'

“ As thcangels 1 Doa't say it, there’s a good fellow, it has been said
so often before,” interrupted the doctor, whilo he thought : * Ah, thesa
young people, with their faith and trust in hnman pature, and their hopes
and cnthusiasm ! What a pity it cannot last.  Idon't say Miss Darantis
not in carncest now,” he said out loud, “or hint that she does not mean
every word she says ; but what is the good of that if she is cquslly sincers
in the opposite dircction this day month. Give 1t up, lad ; stuck to your
father ; throw away your dreams as stuff that will only burden you in yoar
race ; and presently marty some woman with more balance than this hittle
butteifly. If you want 10 get on in the world you must be practical and
commonplace.”

* J3ut I don't thiok 1 do want to get on ia the world,” answered DBorth-
wick, sailing ; “ notin the way you mean. If I can cara coouga to make
a comfortable home for Marjoric I don't want anything more."

Dr. Gresham threw up lus hands in despair.

“*You young idiot 1" he cried.

Hugh laugbed.

** Ah, doctor ! " he said, ¢ that sittle bit of a girl's bright eyos hold all
my world, and your commonplace young woman with more bilance wovld
fnighten we todeath. I want 1o win the girl I love for my wife, and not
have one chosen for me by circumstances. I wantmy own place in the
world, and to stand upright on my owa feet. I want to hold out a help-
ing ]und 10 my {cllows, and not to give them a push whea they are alicady
rolling dowa hill. I want to keep before me some of the bright and good



