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THE TRIOMPHS OF DUTY.

CIIAYTER ML,
THEK OLD MANOR COURT NOUSE.

fhreo years ofter the disclosures
medo in our first chapters, our young
herv, baving finished with great success
his atucies in Paris, and his classical
tour with o tutor, then visited Eng-
land, in the spring of 1833. Bomo
weoks wero dovoted to pleasant eight.
seeing round the coast, some more to
investigation of all the principal dock-
yards, harbors, and arsonals, then more
weoks to mauufactures and mining
districts, aod still Arthur was aot
wearied.

Eoglaud continued a lend of postry
sod romanco in contrast to lrance,
which being the country of all the
prose reality of his life, he loved in a
deop, earnest, and a practical mauoner,
as the Arthur Bryce of Marseilles.
This namo he was obliged still to ro.
tain in ita simplicity, for reasons which
will declaro themselves in due time.
London had been seen merely in passing
from ono railway station to anotber,
but now ho was to visit and resido for
some monthsinour immensemetropolis,
where, after seting with deliberate at-
tention, the many ohjects of the great
capital, be was to finish his education
by the study of as much law, az Mr.
Oldbham, the family lawyer, might
judge proper. This substantial clderly
gentleman continued to be the only
person to whom Arthur was permitted
to give his confidence ; for Lord Charle-
ton, anticipating the time when his
grandson could sslect his young friends
from bis true position in life, bade bim
content himself for the present with
guides, directors, inspectors, and all
official persons ; and, with the asbove
exception, to outpour his feelings in
letters to himself alope. Arthur had
been residing in London about four
months, when Mr. Oldham imparted to
him that, after the most apparently
capricions conduct, the present owner
of Woolton Court secemed determined
to dispose at once of the property, and
had requested Mr. Oldham, by letter,
to go immediately to confer with bim
on the spot. * Now, sir,” added Mr.
Oldham, “I have written, in reply,
that I will have the honor of waiting
on Mr. Sanderson on the evening of
the twenty fifth of this wmonth of
August, and of remsining ons wholo
day at Woolton Court. That as his
jovitation wos to remsin ten days ora
fortnight, to clear up some complicated
affairs, with which request, it was im-
possible for me to comply in my owa
person, I proposed bringing with me a
gentleman who would rowain to act
for me, in all that Mr. Sanderson
wished to intrust to my skill and zeal.

« Aud that profound lawyer is Mr.
Arthur Bryce 1 said our hero, swiling.

s It is,” replied Mr. Oldham. *Your
grandfather wishes you to sco the place,
and I think this appears a good op
portunity. As for depth of law re-
quired in arranging Mr. Sanderson’s
papers, you have acquired knowledge
more profound than those will require ;
besides, you can write and consult me
about any difficalty that may prolong
your stay. This is the 10:h of the
montb. In six days, then, I shall
have the honor of conducting yoo to
Woolton.

Mr. Oldbam departed, and Arthur
soliloquized : ¢ Yes, this is Eogland'
romantic, dreary England! What an
unreal life mino is7 Do T wish this
to continue, or to end! T know not?
T way say with Hamlet, «* To bo, ornot
to be, that is thio question.

A letter from Mr. O'dbam to Mr.
Bryce, senior, at Marsei'les, imparted
the approaching visit to Woolton Court.
He thus concladed : It is still quite
£8 Decossary as over, to keep the secrot
of the nawr and history of him who
wishea to possegs the place Mr.
Sanderson is one of those geantlemen,
who have a jealous antipathy o thoss

in a atill higher class of socioty. Ho
bas also a nervous dread of being ad-
vised and porsuaded into any measuro ;
g0 that, howover favorably inolined he
moy boe to & project, ho will relinquish
it if advised—still moro if urged to re-
main constant to it I have fully ap-
prized Mr. Arthur Bryce of this bias
of charactor in the presout owner of
Woolton Court, &c.” The uext letter
received by the venerable merchant of
Marseilles was from Arthur, as followa:

# My dear grandfather, to know
that you will read with emotion the
fact, that [ am at \Voolton Qourt,
gives me a sympathetio feeling, from
the reverence and affection I bear you.
From your description, I bave identi-
ficd many parts of the house and
grounds. It all strikes me as solidly
grand, and noble, and worthy of you,
As for myself, a8 connected with this
place, I cannot believe it. The future
is too uncortsin—the present too un-
real. But I must relate the facts of
our arrival. Mr. Oldham, and *Mr.
Arthur Bryce, an intelligert lawyer,’
recommended by hir, travelled to
gether from London by railway, as far
a8 Congleden, Thence in a vehicle,
mirnan~d a *Fiy,’ to the entrance
lodge of vWoolton Qvurt. We bad as-
cended gradually for the last mile or
more, and now we descended still more
slowly the inner side of the mountain,
or hill, into the littlo valley of \Voolton
—a scone of great beauty. Alternate
rock and verdure; higher mountains
inthedistance ; the peacaful little lake,
nestliog in tho depths ; a great variety
of fino timber; and, abruptly rising
trom the vslley, on a platform rock of
ita own, the mansion of Woolton Counrt.
The natural causewny from this rock
to the side of the mountain, which we
were descending, brought us on level
ground, and our poor little fly then
flew with some speed, til we found
ourselves before the huge portals of
the outer archway of the court. We
were expected, and immediately admit-
ted, through ioner courts, and halls,
and anterooms, to the ,comfortable
little parlor. whersin sate the domestic
trio of Mr. Sanderson and his two
sisters. Rather pleasant and kind
people. especially the elder sister  But
there is in the house a most charming
person ; a daughter or sister of the
Marquis of Scaham, who lives near,
and comes from time to time to Wool-
toon, to copy some of the pictures in
this gallery, for ber own family seat
in Cheshire. The cottage they have
on Windermere, is, I hear, very well
worth seeing. You bave, I think,
mentioned that family when talking of
old timeg. The family name is Cham-
berlayne. I leave Mr. Oldham to re-
port progress, should there be any,
towards the re-possession of this place.
The conversation last night seemed
favorable ; but this morniog Mr. Old-
bam’s looks did not, betoken much ad-
vance; indeed, he was e0 inwardly
fretted that ho was compelled to vent
it on his dry toast at breakfast, by
gcrapiog and stabbing it, as though it
had been the effigy of Mr’ Sanderson’s
irresolute self-will. In s few days I
will write again, &¢.’ )

On the third morning of Arthur's
visit to Woolton, he roie early, and
with sowe vague feoling of cxpected
pleasure in viewing the living as well
as departed beauties in the great pic-
ture gallery, bent his steps that way.
Ho perceived Lady Clars Chamber-
layne already eeated at ber easel, and
ho gradually made his way towards
her, preserving, however, aiter the first
compliments of respectful greeting, o
profound silence. Lady Clara bad
passed that first bloom which is gup-
poted to hover botween fifteen and five-
and-twenty, but o consequent increass
of intelligence ond dignity, had given
to ber bezuty & still greater charm.
Awmongst her many talents tho art of
portrait painting in oils hed boen ono
of the most cultivated, and Arthur
boheld with admiration the fidelity
with which sho conveyod to her own

canvas tho lovely originsl, a Lady
Sybilla Woolton, in tho costume and
style of Bir Potor Lely. At length the
natural polite inquiry of whother his
admiring gazo on her work wero in-
trusio ocourred to Arthur, and roceiv-
ed the courtaous reply, that it would bo
vory nccoptable to an amateur to bear
tho obsorvations of one who, from his
visits to forcign gallories, aud the in-
structions he hnd reccived from tho
first wasters, must be a good judge of
pictures, especially heada Then fol.
lowed an animated conversation on the
comparative merita of the galleries of
Dresden and Florencs, in tho first of
which Lady Clara had studied, in the
lattor, Arthur. At longth he ventured
to observo that, beautiful as was the
picturo her ladyship was copying of the
fair Sybilla, thers wero others in the
gollery that he would have preforred to
possess.

“[ do not copy the Lady Sybilla
because she is beautiful, but becauss
she belongs to our family as well as the
Wooltons, and ought to baog in our
gallery at Mareden. Shs is laballed
here the Lady Sybilla Woolton, for Sir
Peter Loly must have painted her when
very young. She afterwards wmarried
wy great grandfather, tho fifth Mar.
quis of Seabaw, and thero is a melan-
choly pleasurein securing that all shall
not be forgotten of the Earls of Oharle-
ton.”

“That is very kind, very generous
in you, Lady Clara,” exclaimed the
young mau, energetically. You are not
ono to trample oo the fallen. Theline
of Woolton can boast of dauntless
courage, of heroic endurance. I have
heard of tho last of that race—the last
konown in England. My grandfather
was intimate with bim abroad. Oh!
how I wish you knew him.”

Lady Clara loocked at the speaker
with a smile of intelligence, then lay-
ing aside hor brush, she gave a small
book open into his band, saying, as she
pointed to the various namea of the
owner on the blank leaf. “I thank
you much for the perusal of this work.
I would have detained it longer, bad I
not already thought it better to warn
you, that, although to the world in
general, Arthur William Bryce may be
the more obrious interpretation of the
initial *+ W.,” yet in this house, especi-
ally in this gallery, where the Wooltons
can never be forgotten. yoa risk the
discovery of your secret.”

“Have I a secret$” said Arthur,
prudently.

Lady Clara replied, * You had better
trust me. You will never repent it.”

Arthur seized the hand she extended
to him, and pressed it to his lips, ex-
claiming, *I do trust you;I am s
Woolton ;" then added, “but tell me,
how do you know me ¥’

“J own that I am pugzzled,” replied
Lsdy Clara. * The last Lord Charleton
has been traced—not in the spirit of
bailifis and constables, but with the
purest wotives of friendship—to Onen,
to Paris. The marriaga of his son, as
Viscount Stavmore, proved that the
ear] still lived in 1831. But that son
died childless in 1832. His bereaved
father can no longer be traced. I must
suppose you to be the descendant of
one of the two younger sons of the
ninth Earl of Charleton, who fled to
America in the beginning of this cen-
tury, as is recorded in certain family
anpals at onr old placo in Cheshire,
setting forth how QGilbert Woolton
wooed 8 certain Lady Jacqueline
Chamberlayne, and how the gay do
ceiver fled from his word and his love
to the woods and wilds of America;
and how tbe Lady Jacqueline wrote
verses, Oh ! Gilbert, Gilbert, in shyme
to filvert, and far-fotched Mechlin to
Jecqueline, giving a clae to otherwise
mysterious emblems in her portrait at
Marsden.”

+The scoundrel I” cried Arthar, “he
18 oven worko than I thought him.
Thank heaven, I am not descended
from him.”

“You shall tell mo from whom at
another timo,” snid Lady Olars, sud-
donly resuming ler painting. ** Tho
prosent owners of \Vooltou Court will
oxpeot Mr. Bryce, the lawyer, to attend
tho breakfast table, The boll is sound-
ing, and my most punctual attendant
is advancing with my little trny.”

“ But whon,” demandod Arthur,
“shall wo again meet without inter
ruption? Will you finish your eketch
from tho lake this evening?”

“ I will provided I can provail upon
my hoapitable friends bere to have an
carly dinner, You shall row me to
the spot. Of course, you can row, and
swim and dive, like a proper Ligu-
rien 1"

“ Do you wich me to perform all
those feats ¥ inquired Arthur, laugh-
iog ; * because if you do, I should like
to be in proper costume.”

“ Mr. Bryce,” said Lady Clara, with
a grave warning look, as the maid
arrived by tho easel, «* I will accept
with pleasurs your professional assist-
ance, but only for the first point men-
tioned ; and I beg you will recaive my
thanks for tho information you have
already conveyed to me in this book.”
Arthur, recalled tn prudence, bowed
with respect, and received his little
book of legal hints, which might, or
might not, be discovered by readers in
general ip Lamartine'z beautiful poems.
With spirits raised by the conversation
of the morning, and its hoped-for re
newal in the evening, he descended to
the femily brenk{ast.

CHAPTER 1V.
INDECISION,

It was more than a week since the
return of Mr. Oldham to London,
during which our hero bad to undergo
the penalty of being so uble and rising
a young lawyer, by remaining closeted
each day, after breakfast, with Mr.
Sanderson, during a couple of bours,
looking over the same papers, and
hearing the same observations.

A few days more, however, and from
aome domestic cause, unknown beyond
the family trio, the owner of the
dwelling determined to remove; and
commissioned Mr. Oldbam by latter to
close with the offer mado by bis corres-
pondent, the Eoglish gentleman 1n
France. Arthur had to make a copy
of this letter—a light task he performed
most willingly ; and with greater
courage foresaw another wet day that
would postpone tho row on the lake,
the sketck, and the history of the three
last heirs of the estate.

The following dey, still a soft inter-
minable rain. Arthur buried bimself
in the library, for Lady Clara bad
deserted the picture gallery. The
evenings, however, were always ples-
sant, and a8 Arthur was convinced
that Mx, Oldham would reply by return
of post, he obsyed with alacrity the
summons on the following moraipg to
the study, where he found the expected
letter open in the hand of Mr. Sander-
80D.

“So—well, pray 1Mr. Bryce, have
you received any letter youreelf from
Mr. Oldham i Xo—really—~becnuse I
do not much relisk tho fast way in
which he is driving on, just a8 if I had
definitely made up my mind to the
thing. Horo he is respectfully offering
hie congrstulations on the unheard.of
offer he bas closed with for Woolton
Qourt-hounse and lands. Why, sir, no
one can force me to tign the transfer
againgt my will, There ir nothing
definitely done. There can bo nothing
done without my sigoatare. Why,
gir, no ono can force meo to sell the
placa i”

“Most assuredly not,” said Mr
Bryce.

“Jt secms exactly,” continved Mr.
Sanderson, “ as if the old families of
the neighborhood had combined to got
one of their own sot into ths place,
and were holping bim with tho cash to
make a tempting over.”

“*This might possibly occar wath
reason to you, sir,” observed the confi-
dential lawyer, ““bad you been the



