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1 feel 1 rnay be of use to poor Lady
Arden just at present.'

,Of course you will be of use; of
the greatest comfort to ber, and to the
girls also. Evy lias often said what a
comfort you are, when there is real
trouble any where.'

' Has she ? ' exclaimed Dyneley,
eagerly. Tien liastily added with a
deprecatory smile. 'XVell, you know,
wve clergy are stili believed in by the
ladies :our experience atnong the
poor is of use to us, for when there is
real surrow, human nature is the same
everywhere, and the same sources of
comfort-.' Here lie stopped, for it
was plain that lus companion was not
attending to hirn; ' What are yout
looking for, niy dear Greshani V'

' Your li'radsha(w.: I've got it now;
but, dear me, Salton Point is not ini it.'

'I1 dare say not; tlhere is probab]y
no station there. 1 don't tbinik I ever
hieard of the place. See bere in the map
-you must go to Saltonburg, and then
drive over-it looks about six miles.
You have just tinie to sit down and
get your breakfast ; and be in Mirton
to catch the rnid-day coach. I wil send
round the dog-cart f rom the stables to
pick you up) liere.'

' Then you are going to thie Hall at
-ince-wel, it is best to get these
things over. J amn awfully obliged to
vou for taking thie mat tel' off my
shoulders. J say-you'll u)ake it clear
to ail of thern-I mean the girls of
course (lie was thiinking, of Elise, but
darcd not mention lier) biow it was that
1 wenit off without s.iyingc good-bye,
wont you î Thanks. God bleas you,
old feliow.'

Then as lie sat down to bis rncal
alone, lie rnurînured. ' Wlat a capital
fellow a good parson is. 1 wishi Dyne-
ley could have corne with me (lown to
Salton Point. Poor old Sir iRobert-
lie was a kind friend in me, in life,
whatever bappens, I shall neyer for-
get that. How wretcbed it will be
down there; and with tbat infernal
scoundrel in the bouse-Well, 'weIl;
I must go through with it.'

CIJAPTER XXXIX.

SALTON POINT.

T HIAT Mr. Dyneley «'did not know
Salton Point' only proved, not

indeed tbat it was unknown, but tbat
lie was o! stay-at-bome habits, or, at
ail events, liad not travelled inuch
upon the railways of tbe soutb coast.
To every one tbat did so, Salton Point
lias long been a bouseliold word, and
tbe place itself pcrfectly familiar, so
far as the art of the painter can make
it so. The locality in question bad.
neyer, it is true, been made the sub-
ject of any picture in tbe Academy, or
eveii in Suffolk Street, or Pail Mail;
but tbe pictorial advertisement o! it
displayed at ail tbe stations in the
summer months wvas sucli as, once
lbaving seen, no eye could easily for.
get. The scene was at once so brilliant,,
picturesque, and fashionable.

On a Ieautif ul beath that contrasted
strongrly with the broad, briglit border
of gai-den flowers that Art liad tplaced.
on it, stood ' Th e Poin t Hotel , Salton,'
a palatial editice, ' replete,' sai(l tbe
letter press beneath the picture, ' withi
every modern convenience, and sup-
1)lied with, every luxury o! the season.'
One carniage and four, it was true was,
departiîîg froin its prlinlcipal entrance,
but then two wvere (lriving Up to it full,
of expectant guests ; those who were
already its happy tenants were taking
e(1uestrian exercise upon the specious
parade in front of it; or playing cro-
quet on its ' unrival led' lawn ; or en-
deavouring (in vain) to exhaust the
rcsources of the establishmnent in tbe
articles o! open flys, gardeni seats, or
arbours ' so bappily situatel als to,
views both on land and sea.' A consi-
derable portion of the Britishi Navy
was stationed irnmediately opposite,
this abode of bliss, and the rest of it
appeared to lie coming up full sail to
join it. The extreme îproximity o! the
numerous bath ing machines (each with
' Point ilotel' upon them) to thesat

544


