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THE STORY Or' A SHORT LIFE.
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-CIfATRzl I.

"Arma virurrque cano."-Enscid.

gras (a.d ths horseradis iostbiting when
gratcd."ý-jean Paut Richier.

"I Most annoyisg 1" said the master of the
liuse. His thick eyebrbws vera puckered

just thon witi the vexation of his thougits ;
but the hnes of annsoyance on lis foreiead
were te soine extent fixed lines. They
lselped te make limloolcolder thai lis age
-ho was not forty-and they gathered
into a fierce frown as his elbow was softly
touched by his littla son.

The child was defiantly like his father,
even te a knittéd brow,.for iis whole facc
was crumipled with th vrigor of soie re
solve which he found it liard ta- keep, andi
which was symibolized by his lolding th
little red tip of his tangue betwixt fingeu
and thumnb.

"Put your hands down, Leonard ! Put
your tongue in, sir ! What arc you af ter
Wliat do you want ? Wiat ara you doing
iere ? Bo off te the nursery, and tel
Jemuima to keep you there. . Your mothei
and I are busy." ~

Far beliind the boy, on the wall, huint
the portrait of one of his ancestors-,r
youth of sixteen. The painting was by
Vandyck, and it was them ost valuable o
the many valuablo things that strewed asd
decorated the roomu. A very perfect ex
ample of the gréat msaster's work, and un
injured by timse. The young cavsalier'
face was more interesting thani handsome
but so eager and refined that, set off as i
was by pale-hued satin and falling hair, hm
mnigit have bcon called effem.inato, if li
brief life, which ended in tho field of Nase
by, had net donte mora than common t(
prove his manhood. A coat-of-arms
blazoned in the corner of the painting, lac
seme appearance of huving been adde
later. Belowr this was rudely isnscribed, iu
yellow paint, the motta whieh also deco
rated the elaborate stono mantel-piece op
posite-Letus sorte inea.

Leonîard was very fond of that picture
It was known to his childisi affections a
" Uncle Rupert." He constantly iwishse
that lie could get into the frai and pha
with the dog-th dog with th upturne
face and melancioly Oyes, and odd resen
blanca te a lon-haired cavalier-on whos
faithful ieaid Ulscle Rupert'salender finger
perpetually reposed. -

Though net able to play with the dog
Leonard did play with UnelW Rupert-ths
game of trying to get out of-the reach c
his eyes.

"I play 'Puss-ins-tie-cornîer' with him,
rise child was wont ta explain ; "but whicl
aver cerner I get into, his eyes come afte
me. The dog looks at Unele Rupert a
ways, and Uncle Rupertilools at imo." .
"To sec if you uare growing up a good bo
and a gallant younîg gentleans, such as h
wras. Sa Leonard's parents and guardiam
explainised the matter to him, aud le d
otiy believed thein.

Mausy an- aider and bass croduhous apei

tator stood iii the liglit of those paisited
eyes and acknowledged their spell. Y.ery
marvellous wvas the cunning whicli, by habs
and streaks of color, iad kept the spii of
this long-dead youth te gaza at his descsmid-
ants frois a sheet of canvas-ansd stir tie
sympathy of strangers, parted by i.ore
than two centuries fron his sorrowsithi
the mock melancholsy 6f painted teirs. or
whether .the painter had jst oveds>ne
somne trick of representing their liquicless,
or whether the boy's ayes liad brimsssmed
over aâ lie -was staiding for his poitt it
(his father and elder- brotier.had diei in
the civil war before his), there reins use
tradition ta tell. But Vandyck ii-ver
paiiited a portrait fuller of sad dignity, ewenc
in those troubled times.

HIappily for his elders, Leonard invareted.
for himself a reason for the -obvious teais.

" I believe Uncle Rupert knew thatiliey
wero going te chop tie poor king's lead.
off, ansd that's why le looks as if he: rera
going te cry."

It was partiy because the child liniiislif
looked as if ie were going te cry-anlsd
tîsat net fractiously, but dospita a atxsu-lo
wits isisecf-tsat, as hoe stod aseftn ise
master of th hliuse, ha iigit save -cen
that other msaster of the saisme house cDlie
to life again at six years of age. His hosig,
fair hair, the pliable, nervous fingers, vi iels
lue lad put down as lie -was bid, th stre=nu-
eus tension of his litt-le figure under amiuse
of injustice, and, above al], his beratziful
ayes, in 1hsic tle tears 1sow brimsned vr
tise eyeiaslses .a tise waters of a lake i-voll
up through the reeds' that fringe its Lstks.
Hre was vety, very like Uncle Rupertiviies
lie turned tise eyes on iîis sîsother in liute
reproach..

Lady Jano came to his defence.
"I think Leonard meant te be godL I

made hii promise mse te try and cure lxims-
self of the habit of speaking te yo riienu
you are speaking te sone one else. But,
dear Leonard" (and shle took the hanl that
iad touchîed his father's elbow), "1 1l-on't
think you wearo quite on ionor r-lien

you. interrupted father with this iiand,
thsoughs you were holdingyour toigauoevitlh

- the other. Thatis what iwe call keeljg a
promise te the car and breakig it te tue

e sense."
Al the ca~valier dignity caime unstarcied

i Leonard's figure. W'ith a red face=, le
answered bluntly, "'mi very sor>-. I

i meant te keep my promise."
" "Next time keep it well, as a gentlemssan

1 should. Now, what do you want f"
r "Pencil and paper, please."

"Thora they are. Takze thom ta tIs
g nursery, as father told you."

Leonard looked at his father. Ho 1usd
not been spoilt for six years by an irrtable

f and indulgent parent without learming
those arts of diplomacy iii whisich chilc.lren
quickly becoma experts.

- "Oh, lie can stay," said the maslrr of
s the louse, "and lie nay say a word -now
, and then, if lue doesni't talk tee muchi. Boys
t can't ait muichance always-cani tdhoy,
e Len? Tiere, kiss your poor old father, and
s get away, and keep quiet."
- Lady Jane made cise of maiy froizless

efforts on boialf of discipline.
, 'I thiik, dear, as you told his 1l go,

d hse had better go n5ow."
d 'He will go, pretty sharp, if ho ,sni't
s good. Now, for pity sake, let's. taIlk out
- this affair, and let nme get back te mny
- " Have you beau writing poetry thuis

imorning, father dear " Leonard inpsaired
urbaneiy.

s lie ias now.lollingagainst a writing.Iable
1 of the first empire, where shoets of p-aspei
y lay like fallen leaves among Jas.nese
d bronzes, old and elaborate candletclzs,

-grotesque letter--lips and paper-weiglits,
e quaint pottery, big seals, and spring iînvers
a in slender Venetiani glasses of mnany c~aors.
- "I wrote tlsree lines, and was internepted

four times," replied his sire, with b-ittei
e brevity.
f "I thinc I'll write sone petry. ILon'

mind being interrupted. Maty I lis-vo you
iuk ?"

s- "No, you may not !" roared the mate
r of the liouse and of tha inicpot of prie=les
L- china which Leonard lad seized. "uow>
. ba off te th nursery !".
y I woi't touch anîythinig. I ai goinq
le te draw out of the wmndow," said Loniarc
s calmsy.
e- H ad practised the art of being tsluble

seme te tie verge of expulsion sevr =iic
- ie lisd had a wim of eis own, and as siil

fully as ho played other gaules. HO was
seated amnong the cuillions of the oriel vii-
doi-seat . (colored rays froin coats-of-arms
ini the upper panes falling on his fair hair
with a fanciful effect of canonizimg iun for s
his sudden goodness) almost before his
father could reply.

" I advise you to stay thera, and to keeps i
quiet."

Lady Jaine'tooCk uU tho broken thread of
coiversation in despair.

SHave you ever soon himji"
"Yes, years ago."
"You know 1 never sa-w either. Your

sister was much older thanl you ; wasn't
$lhe Tl'-

" The shadows: iovo so on the grass,
ail. tho elis have se mssanly branches, I
think I shall turn round and draw the lire-
place," nurmured Leonard.,

" Ten years. nYou miay 'b sure, if Ihad
been growns up I should never hava a]lo wel
the imarriage. I cannot think what pos-
sessed my father-"

" I an doing the inscription I can print
old Englisi. What les L diplithoig
£-T-U-S--nean T" said Leonard.

"It means joyful, contented, happy.-I
was at Eton at the timte. Disastrous ill-
luck 1"

Are there any children " •

" One son. And te crowi all, his regi-
ment is at Asholt. Nice fanily party !"

''A young man ! Has he been well
bôught up '

What does-"
" Will you hold your tangue, Leonard ?

-la lie likely te have been well brought
up ? However, he's 'in the Service,' as
tley say. I wish it didn't Make aie think
of flunkeys, what with the word Service,
and tie liveries (I mean uiiifornis), and the
legs, and shoulders, and swagger, and tag-
rag, and epaulettes, and th fatiguing
alertness-and attentiveness of ' men iii tie
Service."

The master of the house spoke with the
pettish accent of anc wlo says what hie
does not mean, partly for lack-of soeunthing
better te do, and partly to avenge sone ini-

.ward vexation upon lis lierers. He
loiuged languidly on a couci, but Lady
Jane satupriglit, and lier eyes gavo an un-
wonted flash. Shse came of an ancient
Scottisi race, that had shed its blood lice
water on many a battlefield, generations
before tie family of lier Englishs lusband
lad becone favorites at the Court of tie
Tadors.

"I hava se many nilitary baloiginîgs.
both in the past and the present, that 1
have respect for th Servic-"-

}e got up and patted lier head and
sniled.

I beg your pardon, ny child. .t eo
-and. he looked at Unclo Rupert, wio
looled sadly back again ; 'but you must
cisn.lco allowances for mie. Asiolt casp has
been a thorn in iiy sido fromns the first.
And now te hava the barrack-inaster, and
tie youngest subaltern of a marching regi-
ment-"

" He's our nepliew, Rupert t
" Mine-not yours. You'vo, notling te

do with hins, thank goodness !"
" Your people are ny people. Now, do

iot worry yourself. Of course I shall cali
on your sister at once. Will they ba here
for sone timos V'

'"Five years, you nay depend. He's
just the sort of Mai to wedge hiiself iito

i a snug berth at Asholt. Yoii're an angel,
Janse ; you always ara. But fighting an-
cestors is ane tlsnsg ; a barrack-master
brother-in-law is anotier."

Has lie done any fighting .'
" Oh, dear, yes 1 Binedalledi like that

_ Guy Fawkes Gencral in. the pawsibroker's
window that Len ias so charmed by.

s But, my dear, I assure yo-"
''I oily just want te kiow wliat S-0-

R-T- - -Eg--mans Leonard
lastily broke im. "I've donc it all now,
and shan't want to know auything muore."

"'Sorte ica' is Latin for 'My fate,' or
'My lot in life.' Icetus sorte nca' means
'BHappy iii mylot.' It is our fanily motto.

r Now, if you ask another question, off you
s go 1 After all, Jane, yoi smust allow it's

about as liard lines as could be, te have a
fev ancestral acres and a nice old place in

g c1ne of the quietest, quaintest corners of old
i Ensgland ; and for Governmecnt to cone and

plant a Camp of Instruction, as they call it,

- and pour in tribes of savages in war-pamt
e to build vigwaims within a couple of miles,
- of yourlodge-gates !"

1~
J..

Sho laughed heartily.
"Dear Ruperti You are a born poet 1

You do magnify your ..woes so grandly.
Vhat was the brother-in-law like when you
aw lmhi ;"

"Oh, the regular typo. Hair cut like a
auper,.or a convict" (the master of th1e
ouse tossed his own 1ocks as lie spoke),
'big, swaggerimg sort of fèllow, swallowed
herpoker and not digested it, rather good
fatures, accmiinatized complexion, tiglit fit
of red-hot cloth, and general pipeclay."

" Then'he muust' be a sa per 1" Leonard
,nnounced, as lie advanced with a firn step
and. kindling eyes froi the window.
'Jenmima's other brother is a guiner. He
Iresses in blue. But they beth pipeclay
heir gloves, and I pipeclayed mine this
morning, when she did the hearth. You've
no idea how nasty they look -while it's wet,
but they dry as white as snow, only mine
fil aiong the cinders. The sapper is very
kind, both to lier and to mie. He gavo
her a brooch, and lie is makiig mn a woodens
frt te put.ny camion in. But the gun-
ner is such a fuinny main i I said te Imini,
Gunner, w'hy do you wear wihito gloves '
md lie said, Young gentleman, why does a
nullerwear awhitel iat?' He'svery funny.
But I think I like the tidy oae best of all.
Fle is se very beautif ul, and I should thinIc

he must be very brave."
That Leonard was permitted to deliver

iiniself of this speech vithout a check cau
only have been due te the paralyzing na-
ture of the shock which it inflicted on his
parents, and of which lie liinself was pleas-
antly unconscious. lis whole soul was in
tie subject, and ho spolke with -a certain
graice and directniess of address,and with.a
clear and facile enunciation, which wero
along the clild's most coispicuous marks

of good breeding.
"This is nice !" said the iiaster of the

louse between his teeth with a deepened.
scowi.

Te air felt stormy, zind Leonard began
to coax. Ho laid his curls against lis
father's arm, and askcd, "Did you ever see
s tidy one, father dear i Ie is a very
splendid sort of nissu."

s" What nonsense are you talking? What
(o yon ncan by a tidy one ?"

Thera was nso mistako about tlie storms
now ; nd Loonard beganl to feel lielpless,

id, as usual ins such circumssstances, turned
to Lamdy Janei0.

" e Mother told se V" li gasped.
Tie issaster of tho lOuse aîlso turnied te

Lady Jano.
"Do you mena yous hava heard of this

before V,
She shook lier sead, and lie seized his

sois by the shoulder.
" If that wonans has tauglit yous to tell

untrutis-"
Lady Jane firmly interposed.
' Leosnard never tells untruths, Rupert.

Pleasa don't frighsten hiin insto doinîg se.
Now, Leonard,. don't b foolislh and
coiwardly. Tell mother quite bravely all
about it. Perhaps se has forgotten."

(To bc Conutnited.)

THE DULL BOY.
Be patient witî your dul boy. Smae

mids are like Norregian pisses. Tly
are.sioir im grawt, but tley utike tîsir
roots deep. Dryden and S 1itIs were dul
boys. So was Goldsmiith ; so was Gibbon ;
so was Sir Walter Scott. Isaac Barrow
was se stupid un lis earhy. years that his
father once said that if God took away any
of his children he hoped it would lie Isaac.


