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MATT.

A TALE OF A CARAVAN.
(Continued.)

¢ She shook her head.

« ‘I‘l’s fiteen year come Withsundaytide,’ she explained, ¢ since I come
ashore.

** Although T was not a little curious to know what this ¢ coming ashore ?
meant, I felt that all my conversstion had been categorical to mono-
tony, and I determined, therefore, to reserve further inquiry uatil
another occasion. Observing that my new friend was now looking at the
caravan with considerable ioterest, I asked her if she kpew what it was,
and if she had ever seen anythiog like it before. She replied in the nega-
live, though I thiok she had a tolerably good guess as to the caravan’s uses.
I thought this a good opportunity to show my natural politeness, Would
she like to look at the interior ? ~ She said she would, though without ex-
bibitiog much enthusiasm.

1 thereupon led the way up the steps and into the vebicle. Matt fol-
lowed ; but, so soon as she caught a glimpse of the interior, stood timidly
on the threshold. What is there in the atmosphere of a house, even the
rudest, which plsces the visitor at a disadvantage as compared with the
owner? Even snimals feel this, and dogs especially, when visiting strange
premises, exhibit most abjzct bumility. "But I must not geacralize. The
bearings of this remirk, to quote my friend Captaia Cuitle, lie in the appli-
cation of it. Matt fora moment was awed.

“<¢«Come in, Matt ; come in,’ I said.

* She came in by slov degrees ; and I noticed for the first time—seeing
bow neat her hat was to the roof—that she was unusually tall. I then did
the honors of the place ; showed her my sleeping arrangement, my culinary
implements, everythiog that I thought would interest her. I off:red her the
army-chair, or turned-up bedstead ; but she preferred a stool which I some-
times used for my feet, and, sittiag down upon it, looked around her with
obvious admiration.

¢ ¢ Should you like to live in a house like this¥' iasked, encoursgingly.

¢ She shook her head with decislon.

¢ Why not{' X demanded.

* She did not exactly know why, or at any rate, could not explain,
Wishiog to interest and amuse her, I banded her a portfolio of my sketches,
ckiefly in water colors. Mer manner changed at obce, and she turned them
over with little cries of delight. It was clear that Matt had a taste for the
beautifal in art, but her chief attraction was for pictures representing the
buman face or figure.

** Among the skciches she found a crayon drawing of an antique and
blue-eyed geotleman in a skull cap, copied from some Rembrandtish pic-
ture I bad seen abroad.

‘I know who this Is !’ she exclaimed. ¢It's William Jones' father.’

“ I assured ber on wy honor that William Jones' father was not person-
ally known to me, but she szemed a litle incredulous. Presently she rose
to go.

** I can't stop no longer,’ she explained, ‘ I've got to go up to Monks-
hur.t for Willlam Jones.’

‘¢ Monkehurst? Is that where the polite Mr. Monk resides?’

“* Yes ; up in tho wood, she replied with a grimace expressive of no
Httle dislike.

 ¢Is Mr. Monk s fricnd of yours '

* Her snswer was a very decided pegative. Then, slouching to the
door, she swuog herself down to the ground. I followed and stcod on the
threshold, looking down on her.

‘¢ Don't forget that I'm to paint your picture,’ Isaid. ¢ When will you
come back ?'

¢ To-morrow, maybe.'

‘¢ shall expect you. Good-bye !’

¢ * Good bye, master,” she teterned, reaching up to shake hands.

I watched her as she walked away towards the road, and onticed that
she took bold strides like a boy. Qa reacking the rcad she looked back
and laugaed, then she drew herselt together and began running like a
youpg deer, with little or nothing of her former clumsiness, until she dis-
appeared among the sapad hills.
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“ Thursday.—This morning, just after breakfest, when I entered the
caravan to prepsre my materials for the Jay's painting, Tim appeared at the
door with a horrid grin, )

* ¢ There's a young lady asking for ye,' he said.

*I had forgoiten for thc momeat my appointment of the day before,
and when I lesped from the caravan, I perceived, standiog close by, with
her back to me and her face toword the lake, the figure of a young woman.
At first 1 failed to identify her, for she wore a black bat and white featber,
a clotb jacket and a dress which almost reached the ground , but she turned
round as I approached her and I recognized my new acquaintance.

* 1 capnot say that she was improved by her change of costume. In
the first place 1t made her look several years older—in fact quite young-
womanly. In the second place, it was tawdry, not to say scrvant-gally, if
may coin such an adjzclive. The dress wss of thin silk, old and frayed,
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and looked as if it had suff.red a good deal from exposure to the clements,
as was indeed the actual case. The jackol was also old, and seemed made
nf the rough materia! which is usually cat into sailors' pes-jackets, which
wat(;i the case, uiso, The hat was obviously new, but just as obviously home-
made,

“*So you have come,’ I said, shaking hands. ‘Upon my word, I
didn’t know you.’ .

“ She laughed delightedly, and glanced down at her atlire, which clearly
aftorded her the greatest satisfaction.

‘¢ I put on my Sunday clothes,’ she oxplained, *’cause I was golag to
have my likoness took. Don't you tell William Jones.'

* I promised not to betray her to that insufferable nuisance, and refraloed
from informiog her that I thought her ordinary costume far more bscoming
than her seveoth-day finery.

* ¢ That's a pice dress,’ I said, bypocritically. ¢ Where did you buy it

%¢ ] dido"t buy it. It come ashore.

“¢What! when you * come ashore " yourself ¥

“‘No fear I' sbe answered. ¢ Last winter when the big ship went to
bits out there.’ . ,

“¢Ob, Isce! Then itwas a portion of a wreck{'

‘! Yes, it come ashore ; and look ye now, this jacket come ashore, too.
Oa a sailor chap.’

* ¢ And the sailor chap made you a present of it, I suppose.’

“ ¢ No fear I'she repcated with her sharp shake of the bhead. ¢ How
could he glve it to me when he was drowned and come ashore f William
]oge§ gave it to mc, and I altered it my own self—look ye now—to make
1t fit.

“ She was certainly an extraordinary young person, and wore her mys-
terious fivery with a coolness I thought was remarkable, it baing quite clear,
from her explanation, that all were fish that cams to her nef, or, in other
words, that dead men's clothes were as acceptable to her noprejudiced taste
as any others.  However, the time was basteniog on, and I had my promise
to keep. So I got my crayon materials and made Matt sit down beforc me
on a stool, first insisting, however, that she sbould divest herself of her
head-gear, which was an abomination, but which she discarded with extreme
reluctance. Directly I began she becams rigid, and fixed herself, so to
spesk, as people do when bting photographed—her eyes glariog on vacancy,
her whole face lost in self-salisfied vacuity.

“¢You needn’t keep like that,’ I cried ; ¢ I want your face to have some
expression.  Move your head about as mucl as you like, laugh and talk—
it will be all the better.

‘¢ Last time I was took,’ she replied, ¢ the chsp said I mustn’t move.’

“* Ah! I suppose he was a travelling photograpber ¥

‘¢ He hnd a little black box, like, on legs, and a cloth on top of it, and
he lcoked at me through a hole in the middle. Then he cried * now,” and
held up his hand for me to keep still asa mouse; then he counted fifty—and
I was took.

“¢Ahl Indeed! Wasita good likeness ?’

“ ¢ Yes, master. But I looked like the black woman who came ashore
last Easter was a ycar.

“ With conversation like this we beguiled the day, while I proceeded
rapidly with my drawing. At the end of a couple of hours Matt had be-
come #0 fidgety that I thought it advissble to give her a rest. She spruog
up, and ran over to inspect the pictare. The moment her eyes fell onit
she uttered a rapturous cry.

*** Look ye, now, ain’t it pretty ¥ Master, am I like that. '

** 1 answered her that it was an exceilent likeness, and not too flatiering
Her fac: fell, however, a little as she proceeded.

‘¢ Are my cheeks as red as that, master?’

‘“* You are red, Matt,’ I replied flippantly ; ¢ 50 are the roses.’

* She looked at me thoughifully.

‘¢ When it's finished, will you give it to me to keep ¥’

‘¢ Well, we shall seo.!

‘* ¢ I gave vother chap a shilling for his, frame and all, but I'va got no
more money,’ she continued, with an insiouating smile, which, as a2 min of
gallsntry, I could not resist.  So I promused that, if she bzhaved herazif
properly, 1 would 1o all probsbility make her the present she coveted.

‘¢ You must come again to-marrow,’ I said, as wa shook hands, ‘aod
T'll finish the thing off?

¢ All right, master, I'll come.

“ And, with a nod aund a bright smile, ahe walked away.

“ Daring the whole of the interview Tim had ot bsen unobservant,
and 50 soon as I was left alone ho looked up from the work he was engag:d
upou, viz., potalo-washing, and gave a knowing smile.

‘¢ Sure she's a fine bold colleen,’ be said.  * Doss your honor know who
sheis?

‘¢ I have not the slightest idea.’

‘ ¢ They're saying down bsyant that she’s a say-fondling, and has neithet
father nor mother, ncr any beloogings.’

‘¢ Pray, who was your informantt”

‘¢ The man who picked her from the say—Willlam Jones hisself.’

“That nams again. It was becoming tao mach for flach and blood &7

bear. From the first moment of my arrival I had heard no other, and [
bad begun to delest its very scund.
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