
10 An Adventurer of the North

ernor forbade, adding, with an air, a phrase

with philosophical point. I, proud of the chance

to show I was not a mere backwoodsman at such

a sport, capped his aphorism with a line from

Shakespeare's Cymhcline.

" *Tut, tut!' said the governor smartly: * you

haven't it well, Mr. Fawdor ; it goes this way,'

and he went on to set me right. His nephew

at that stepped in, and, with a little disdainful

laugh at me, made some galling gibe at my
* distinguished learning.' I might have known

better than to let it pique me, but I spoke up

again, though respectfully enough, that I was

not wrong. It appeared to me all at once as if

some principle were at stake, as if I were the

champion of our Shakespeare, so will vanity de-

lude us.

"The governor— I can see it as if it were

yesterday—seemed to go like ice, for he loved

to be thought infallible in all such things as well

as in great business affairs, and his nephew was

there to give an edge to the matter. He said,

curtly, that I would probably come on better in

the world if I were more exact and less cock-a-

hoop with myself. That stung me, for not only

was the young lady looking on with a sort of

superior pity, as I thought, but her brother was

murmuring to her under his breath with a pro-


