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BY CELIJA'S ARBOUR.
«A. l- )OVEMLT-

BIr WALTER BESANT AND JAMES RIcE, AUTHORS OP " REÂDY-MONEY MORTIBOY,"
IlTEE GOLDEN BUTTERFLY." &C.

CHAPTER XXI.

TEE WORLD AND TEE WORD.

"Corne to us Cis, for a day or two," I said.
"'It will be a littie change if it <only keeps you
out of the way of your persecutor. "

It was a custom of old standing for Celia to
spend a day or two witl the Captain-it did us
good in brigltening up the dingy old busne.
When Cslia wus coming we put flowers on tIc
mmtleslislf, the Captain went round rigging up
the curtains with briglit ribbons, sud le callsd
it hoisting the bnnting. The usnal soverity of
our daily lare was departed from, sud the Cap-
tain brought out, witl lis oldest flask, lis
oldeat stories.

ad e follows me about," sbe rsplisd. "I1
csu go nowhere witlont meeting him. If I go
ruts sa shop le is at the door when I corne ont
-it is as if I was slready lis property."

"oBut le says nothing-le slows no im-
patience."q

'«On Sunday evening I spoke to him. I asked
him to give up lis pursuit. I appsaled to bis
honour-to his pity."

",He lias no pity, Cis,"
"'To lis very love for me, if le really loves

me. I told him that it was impossible for me
te give my consent. 1 burst inte tesrs-wliat a
sharne te cry before him t-sud le only laugled
ansd called me is littie April girl. 1'Laugh, miy
little April girl, it rejoices me to see thes cloud
followed by thsesunshins.' TIen lie asksd me
te telli Mm what I wauted him to do sud lic
would do it. ' To tell my father that you have
mie,n p yonr project-to go away sud leavem. e said that'le would do snything but
qven îl te projeet ; that lis hope was more
frmly grounded than ever, and that time wonld

overcorne my luat objections to making him bhap-
py. What kind of love eau that lie whicl looks
te a way of making onsself hiapyes

That lied been my kind of love not eyln
before.

'« I cannot speak to my father, but 1 ses tîat
he in changed. Not in lis kindneas to me, not
tlat-but Ire is irritable : lie drin ks more wine
than hie shonld, sud lie is ail thc evening ini lis
office now-and sometimes 1 see bis eyes follow-
ing me-poor Papa 1

" Wlat is tlie meaning of it, Laddy ? Peo-
ple do not nsnally promise tîcir danglitera to
old men wlen they are eiglit ycsrs of age. Yet
this is wlat le said Paa did.Why did le do
itt Do you îhink lie len t PGapa moneyY You
know we weîe not always so well off as we are
now."

" I dans say monsy las something te do witli
it," 1 replied "It seems te me that monu h as
to do wîth everytbing that is disagresable.

"«It bua," lie said. ««Why cannot people do
witloutrnoney altegtler?1 But, if that is ail,,
Aunt Jane snd my lncle Pontifex lave plcnty
of monsy, sud they wonld lelp me, I arn sure."

" We caunot go te them for help yet. Pa-
tience, Cis--patieuce for a fortigît; we will
tel leonard wlien lie cornes home, sud perlaps
the Captain teo."".Patience," she ecloed. " Ose tries to be pa-
tient, but it is lard. It is not only that 1 could
neyer love Herr Raumer, Laddy, but the very
thouglit of psssing my life witl him makes me
shake snd tremble. 1 arn afraid of him, bis
manner ie asmotl, but lis voice is not, sud lis
eYem are too bright sud keen. I have seen him
wleu lhe did not thmnk it ueoessary to keep up
tht appearance of gentleness. 1 know that lie
d espisesomen, becanse I once Isard him miake
a cruel littis enter about us. And le pretends
-ho pftteude te be religions, te plesse Mamma.

Wh&t sort of life slould I lave witl himt
Wlat an end, thon, would there lie to our talks
sud liges 11

I xnuMUre oînthing weak about the bigler
life be*ing possible under ail conditions, but 1 did
net believe it. Life with Herr Râumer-tlie man
who believed religion to be the invention of the

prst-that tlns ifs wss the beginniug sud the
sud; tt tIers wasnothing te be looked for from
min sud womankind but from love of self-no
honour, no çirtue. What conld the future of a
girl expoaed te the daiîy sud homelY influences
of mucl s man b. ie?1

Love of self?1 Would it lie, then, for love
of self that Celia would accept him?1

I suppose for strong natures life miglit b.
made te yîseld the fruits of the mont sublime
Christianity anywîere, even in a convict lul;
but most of us require more ftting conditions.
It is hippy to think tht no man il tried beyond
hie strength te bear, aithougl in tIsse latter
days we have goes ad te the old plan of mak-

heart so puret Sbould tIc clear current of a
mountain stream lie mingled witli the turbid
water of a river in wlicli no fiaI can live, foui
from contact with mauy s factory by whidh it
las wonnd its wsy, snd from whidli it lias
brougît notbing but thc refuse sud the scum ?
Are tliere not some men-I arn sure Herr Rau-
mer was oue-who as tlicy journey tîrougli thc
worid gather Up ail its4 wickedness ont of which
tley construet tleirown philosophy of existence!
And this phiiosophy it was whichlile proposed
to tesdli Celia.

"I shail instruct that sweet sud unformed
mmnd," lie said te me one evening in bis lordly
way, as if aIl was quite certain to come off that
lie proposcd, "lin the realities of the world.
She is at present like a garden full of pretty
delicate flowers-your plsnting, my youug
friend; they shail al lie pniied Up, sud we ssl
love iustead-wsll-tioss flowers wlicl go to
make a womsn of the world."

ilI do not want to ses Celia made into a wo-
min of thie world."

"You will not lielier lusband, Ladislas Pul-
assi. You only love lier hics a brother, you
know. Ha! lia! And that is very lucky for
me. And you do not know wlat a woman of
the world is."

"Tell me wlat sIc is."
IlI shail not go on living bers. I shal ive

in London, Paris, Vienna, somewhere. My
wife sIal libe a woman who sîsîl know from my
tesching liow to desi with men sud how to find
ont women. As for tIc men, she shaîl play
with tliem like a cat with a niouse. SIc shail
coax their littie secrets ont of tliem, especially
if tlsy are diplomats ; she shait miake tîem tell
what she pleases."

"Wliy sliould tbsy teliliher wlat aspleases? Whst secrets would Celis wisî to hear?
"«Jeune premier - Cherubink-yon Inow

nothing. TIey wull lie political secrets, sud my
wife will learu thein for me. It is oniy Francs
sud Russia whicl rsaiiy understand the noble
gamne of féminine intrigue. I shail take my
bride swsy, train lier carefully, sud witli ler
take my proper place."

Always in the Grand Style : aiways this tatI
about dîpiomacy, secret service, sud intrigue,
sud sometimes betrayiug, or perliapa ostenta-
tiously shewtng, s cnriously intiniate acquain-
tance witli Courts sud Sovereigns. WIat, 1
wondcred, was the prsvious history of this
strange man 1

ilCcleliasa everything to learu, sud a good
deal to unlearn," le went ou thougltfnlly. I
do not blame you in sny particular, Ladislas.
You lave dune yonr best. But she lias to for-
get the old-fashioued provincial-or insular
--axioma."

"'God forbid."
He lsugled. "lYou forget that you are not an

Englishman, but a Slav. Tliey are vsry pretty
-tIsse insular notions-tlat people marry for
love-that people must alwsys suswer trutlifuily
wlatever coures of it-that if you wsnt to get a
thing you ouly lave to mardi strsigltforward-
that you must let your friends know aIl you in-
tend to do-that men cars for anything but tliem-
selves-that---" He stopped for waut of
breth.

IlPray go on," 1 said ; d'let us have the wlole
string of virtues dismisssýI as insular. "

"1Marriage for love ! Was tbsrc ever greter
nonsense? The best union of tIc worl dthst
bistory speaîs of was that of tIc Saline
maidensq carried off by the Romans--carrisd off
by perfect strangers. Picture to yourself tIc
feelings of s proper En glisl lady under sud oiïr-
cumstauccs. Celia will certainly nover love me
but in time-in a short time-yon shaîl sec.
When a girl secs that a man is lu sarnest, that
if she appeals te lis pity le langîs ; if to bis
mercyUh laugîs ; if te sudh trifles as disparity ofrel Yigion or of age, le iaugls--wly, you see tlat
womau suds by giving in. Besides it is a com-
pliment to lier. I kuow that 1 bave not your
influence or good wisles. I did not sxpect tliem,
and cau do witlout tliem. You are as roman-
esque as yonr pupil-Ça va sans dire. But I lave
lier fatîer's. SIc looks very pretty--very sweet
indesd-wlien sIc gives me one of those upward
loks of lers wlicî mesu entrcaty. Wliat will
slIc le whsn I lave trained lier to use those
disyss for political purposes 2"

It reminded me of s boy witl a mouse in a
trap. You know Iow pretty thc creature is,
its eyes brigît witî terror sud des p ir, looking
at you tîrougli the bars wliich ae bas been
franticall~wiiig aIl tIc iiglit. Sîsme sud
pity t kiL t tIc pretty thing. One miglit tamei
*ier. So Herr Bâumer, hike thc sclioolboy, ad-1

IlWhat trouble can you have that your friends
cannot get you ontof? I won't asIc. There are
troubles enough of ail sorts. Ail of tim corne
fromn somebody disobeying orders. Have you
followed instructions, my dear ?

"I have tried to, Captain."
Then there will be no great harm donc, be

sure. ' Like a tree planted bv the rivers of wa-
ter, his leaf shall ot wither.' Now I tell you
what we wiil do. We will blow some of the
trouble away by a ssii up the harbour. First let
us have tea."

'Il remember," the Captain said, whezI he
had finished lis tea; Il remember in the ac-
tion of Navarino, which you may have heard of,
my pretty-. Laddy, what are you snigger-
ing at ? 0f course Celis has heard of Navarino.
Very weli, then, you' shail not hear that story,
thougli it niight be brouglit to bear upon the
present trouble. The best of sea actions is the
use they can lie put to in ail sorts of private
affairs. That is flot generally known, Celia, my
dear : aud it makes an action the more interest-
ing to read. Nelson's example alwsys appiies.
Lay your guns low-nail your colours to the
mast-pipe al lisnds for action: and then-
alongside the enemy, however big she is. As to
the rest, that's not your concern-and it's in
good hands."

I wish I knew wlist iy duty was," said
Celis.

diI wish you did, my dear. And you will
know, turning it over in your own mimd. I
thank God my life has been a simple one. I
neyer saw any doubt about the line of duty. My
orders have always been plain. My children,"
lie added, solemnly, " we all start in life witli
sealed orders. Some men, wben they open them,
find tim difficuit to understand. Now the
way to understand tliem-tliey are ail here"-
hie laid lis baud upon a certain book on the
smsll table beside him-" is to remeinher, first
of ail, that duty lias got to be donc, and that
we are not always ont on a holiday cruise in pleas-
ant waters."

"«I know," ssid Celia, I know, Captain"-
the tears standing in lier eyes.

" They talk about cliurcli.going and ser-
mons," the Captain went on, «I Well-its part
of the discipline. Must have order ; churcli be-
longs to it-and Pi a plain man, not asked for
an opinion. But Cis, my dear, and Laddy,
there's one thing borne in upon mie every day
stronger. It is that we've always got a inodel
bet ore us. As Christ iived, we must live ; those
who lived most like Him, talk the least, because
they thini tlie more. I read once, in a book, of
a 'statue of Christ. Now whoever went to
sec that statue, no matter how tal he wss,
found it just alittie taller than himself. It was
a parable, Celia, 1 suppose. And it means that
the nearer you get to Christ, the more you find
that you cannot reacli Him. Be good, my
children. And now, Celia, if you will put on
your liat, we wili start. lt's a fine evening,
with a fair breeie, and we need not be back be-
fore nine. No more talk about troubles tiil to-
morrow."

CHAPTER XXII.

A NIGET UP THE HARBOUR.

The sun was still higli, but fast sloping west-
wards ; there was a strong breeze blowing up tlie
harbour from t.he south-west, the tide wss full,
the water was briglit, its wsvelets touclicd by
the sunshine, esch one sparkling like a diamond
witli fifty facets, the old ships, bstlied in the
soft evening liglit, looked as if tliey were restink,
fromn a long day'8 work, the liammers in thé
Dockyard were quiet, and tliough the beach was
crowded, it wss with an idle throng wlio congre-
ated together to tslk of slipa. and they natural-
y tended in the direction of 'the beach because
the ships were in siglit as illustrations. We
kept our oars and mast witli the running gear in
safety in one of the houses on the Hard behind
a shop. It wus a strange and picturesque shop,
wliere everything was sold that wss useless and
interesting-a museum of a shop; in the win-
dow were Mslay creases taken in some deadly
encounter witli Pirates in the narrowaeas; clubs
richly carved and ornamented for some Southi
Ses Island chef ; beads4 worked in every kind of
fashion ; feathers, bite of costume, everythingr
that a sailor picks up abroad, brings home in his
chest, and selis for nothing to such an omnivor-
ous dealer as the owner of this shop. He, in-
deed, wus as strange as lis shop. He liad at one
time been a purser's clerk, sud in that capa-
city had once as strange an adventure as I ever
hlea-I rd. e t-d.t3 e m on evnigwien b

Fate holds ont tlie golden apples of success, and
one only gets tliem.

We took our sculls and sails from the sliop,
and rigged our craft. She was buiit something
on the lines of a wlieri-y, for sesworthiness, a
strong, serviceable boat, not too lieavy for a pair
of sculls, and not too light to sail under good

Sress of canvass. Everybody knew us on the
escli-the boatmen, the oid sailors, and thie

sailors' wives who were out witli the chidren
because the weather was so fine. Alhad aword
te ssy to the Captain, touching their forelocks
by way of preface. One carried our oars, another
iannched the boat, another sent a boy for a cou-
ple of rougI ses rugs, because the wind waa
higli, sud the young lady might get wet, snd in
tlie midst of the general excitement we jumped
in sud pushed off.

Celia sat in the stern, one of the rugs serving
as s cushion, sud held the rudder strings. The
Captain sst opposite lier, sud 1 took tlie sculls to
row lier clear of the beach, until we couid hoist
our ssii.

"This is what I like," said the Captain, drag-
giga littie more of the waterproof over Celia's

feet inlis careful way. "A brigit day a breeze
af t, but not dcad aft-Laddy, we shall have some
trouble getting back-a tiglit little boat, and s
pretty girl like littie Cia in command. Abs!
Catch an old sait insensible to lovely women.

Blow high, blow low, let tempe8s ttar
The mainmast by the board:

My heart with thoughts of thee, m) dear,
And love well stored.

Celis lsughed. Her spirits rose as eacb dip of
the sculls ieugthened our distance from the
shore, sud made ber certain of escaping, st least
for one evcning, from lier persecutor. She wore
some pretty sort of brown holland stuff made
into s jacket, sud braided witl a zig-zag Van-
dyke patternr in red. 1 do not know 'how I re-
member that pattçru of the braid, but it seems
as if 1 remember every detail of that evening-
her brigîht sud animsted face fiushed with thc
pleasure sud exeitement of the littie voyage,
rosy in the evening sunshine, the merry eyes
with which sIc turned to meet the Captain's lit-
tic compliment, the halo of youth and grace
which lay about lier, the very contour of lier
figure as she leaîied aside, holding botli the rud-
der stringa on one side. 1 remember the littie
picture just as if it was yesterdav.

Outside the ruck of boats whidli came sud
went hctween the opposite shores of thie port, we
were in free sud open water, aud could ship thc
sculls sud hoist on sii for a mun up liarbour.

The sail up, 1 came aft, sudsast down in the
bottom of the slip, whiic the Captain held tIc
rope sud Celia thc strings. And for a space
noue of us talked.

Our course csrricd us past the I)ocks sud the
shore-line buildings of the Dockyard. There
were the white wharves, the cranes, the derricks,
sud ail sorts of cspstans, chaîns,sud other gear
for lifting sud hoistiug ; the steam tugs were
lying alongside ; ail as deserted and as quiet as
if the yard belouged te some old civilization.
Bright as the evening was, the effeet was rather
gliostly, as we giided, sulent ssve for the rippling
at the bows, along the itent bank. Presently,
we came to the building sheds. Some of them
were open sud empty ; some were closed ; with-
in esch of the closed sheds lay, we knew, the
skeleton. the lslf-finished frame, of s mighty
man-o'-wr-some of them but just begun ; some
ready to be launcbed ; some, the deserted sud
negiected offspring of some bygone First Lord's
experirnental ignorance, lying as they had lain
for thirty ycars, wsiting for the order to lie fin-
ished off sud laundhed.

"Think of tihe twiight solitude in these great
empty sheds, Cis," I whispered. Think of
the glost8 of wrscked ships h snting the places
where tley were buiit when the moonliglit
streams in the windows. Fancy seeing the

tranParet otline of some old trse-decker, sy
the geat Vctory, as she 'went down witl s
thoumand me aboard, iying upon the timber-
shores--"y

IlWith the ghosts of the old shiphuilders,"
said Celia, "walking about with their liands
behind them, criticising the new-fltshioned
modela."

"lMore liksiy te be swesring st'ste&m," said
the Captain. "lTIc new-fashioned modela1 Wliere
are tlicy now, the shi ps whicl were on the slips
twenty years ago ? Thc Duke of Marlborough,
the Prince of Wales, the Royal Fredericl, the
Royal Soverign-Wlierc is last year's snow?1
They are harbour ships, ships cnt dowu snd al-
tered into ironclads, sud of a date gone out of
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